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T  O    H  E  R 


Royal  Highness, 


THE 


DUTCHESS. 


MylDAM, 

I M  B I T I O  N  is  fo  for  from  being  a 
i  Vice  in  Poets,  thiat  'lis  almoft  impof- 


lible  for  them  to  fucceed  wititout  it. 
Imagination  muft  be  rais'd,  by  a  De- 
fire  of  Fame,  to  a  Defire  of  Pleafing : 
And  they  whom  in  all  Ages  Poets 
have  endeavour'd  mod  to  pleafe,  liave  been  the 
Beautiful  and  the  Great.  Beauty  is  their  Deity  to 
which  they  facrifice,  and  Greatnefs  is  their  Guar- 
dian-Angel which  proteds  them.  Both  thefe  are 
fo  eminently  join'd  in  the  Perfon  of  Your  Royal 
Highnefs,  that  it  were  not  eafie  for  any,  but  a 
Poet,  to  detenjiiiie  which  of  them  out-fhines  the 
A  4  other. 
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other.    But  I  confefs,  Madam,  I  am  already  hj- 
afs'd  in  my  Choice :  I  can  eafily  refign  to  others 
the  Praife  of  Your  Illulhious  Famiiy,   and  that 
Glory  which  you  derive  from  a  long  continu'd 
Race  of  Princes,  famous  for  their  A6lions  both  in 
Peace  and  War :  I  can  give  up  to  the  Hiftorians 
of  your  Country,  the  Names  of  fo  mary  Gene- 
rals and  Heroes  which  croud  their  i\nnals;   and 
to  our  own,  the  Hopes  of  thofe  which  yoa  are  to 
produce  for  the  Britijh  Chronicle.    I  can  yield, 
without  Envy,  to  the  Nation  of  Poets,  the  Fami- 
ly of  £/?f ,  to  which  /^riojlo  and  Tajj(yh&\Q  ow'd 
their  Patronage ;  and  to  which   the  World  has 
ow'd  their  Poems :  But  I  could  not  without  ex- 
tream  Reludance  rellgn  the  Theme  of  your  Beau- 
ty to  another  Hand.     Give  me  leave,  Madam, 
to  acquaint  the  World  that  I  am  Jealous  of  this 
Subjedl;  and  let  it  be  no  Difhonour  to  you,  that 
after  having  rais'd  the  Admiration  of  Mankind, 
you  have  infpir'd  one  Man  to  give  it  Voice.    But 
with  whatfoever  Vanity  this  new  Honour  of  be- 
ing your  Poet  has  fiU'd  my  Mind,  I  confefs  my 
felf  too  weak  for  the  Infpiration;  the  Priefi:  was 
always  unequal  to  the  Oracle:  The  God  within 
him  was  too  mighty  for  his  Breaft :  He  labour'd 
with  ttie  facred  Revelation,  and  there  was  more 
of  the  Mylkry  left  behind,  than  Divinity  it  felf 
could  enable  him  to  exprefs.    I  can  but  difcover 
a  Part  of  your  Excellencies  to  the  World ;  and 
that  too  according  to  the  Meafure  of  my  own 
Weaknefs.     Like  thofe  who  have  furvey'd  the 
Moon  by  GlafTes,  I  can  only  tell  of  a  new  and 
Ihining  World  above  us,  but  not  relate  the  Riches 
and  Glories  of  the  Place.     'Tis  therefore  that  I 
have  already  wav'd  the  SubjeS  of  your  Greatnefs, 
to  refign  my  ftlf  to  the  Contemplation  of  what 
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is  more  peculiarly  yours.     Greatncfs  is   indeed 
communicated  to  fome  few  of  both  Sexes ;  bat 
Beauty  is  confin'd  to  a  more  narrow  compafs : 
'Tis  only  in  your  Sex,  'tis  not  fhar'd  by  many, 
and  its  Supreme  Perfeotion  is  in  you  alone.    And 
here,  Madam,  I  am  proud  that  1  cannot  Flatter : 
You  have  reconcil'd  the  differing  Judgments  of 
Mankind:  For  all  Men  are  equal  in  their  Judg- 
ment of  what  is  eminently  belt.     The  Prize  of 
Beauty  was  difputed  only  till  you  were  feen ;  but 
now  all  Pretenders  have  withdrawn  their  Claims : 
There  is  no  Competition  but  for  the  fecond  Place. 
Even  the  faireft  of  our  Ifland  (which  is  fam'd 
for  Beauties)  not  daring  to  commit  their  Caufe 
againft  you,  to  the  Sufirage  of  thofe  who  moft 
partially  adore  them.     Fortune  has,  indeed,  but 
render'd  Juftice  to  fo  m'uch  Excellence,   in  fet- 
ting  it  fo  high  to  publick  View  :  Or,  radicr  Provi- 
dence has  done  Jullice  to  it  felf,  in  placing  the 
molt  perfe6t  Workmanfhip.  of  Heavei;,   where  it 
may  be  admir'd  by  all  Beholders.    Had  the  Sun 
and  Stars  been  featcd  lower,  their  Glory  had  not 
been  communicated  to  all  at  once;  and  the  Crea- 
tor had  wanted  fo  much  of  his  Praife,  as  he  had 
made  your  Condition  more  obfcure.    But  he  has 
plac'd  you  fo  near  a  Crown,  that  you    add  a 
Lurtre  to  it  by  your  Beauty.    You  are  join'd  to  / 
a  Prince  who   only  could  deferve  you :   Whofe 
Condudl:,  Courage,  and  Succefs  in  War,   whofe 
Fidelity  to  his  Koyal  Brother,  whofe  Love  for 
his  Country,  whole  Conitancy  to  hrs   Friend?, 
whofe  Bounty  to  his  Servants,  whofe  Juftice  to 
Merit,  whofe  inviolable  Truth,  and  whofe  Mag- 
nanimity in  all  his  A6lions,  feem  to  have  been 
rewarded  by  Heav'n  by  the  Gift  of  you.    You 
are  never  feen  bur  you  are  blcft  :   And  I  am  fure 
A.  5*  you. 
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you  blefs  all  thofe  who  fee  you.  We  think  not  the 
Day  is  long  enough  when  we  behold  you  :  And 
you  are  fo  much  the  Bufinefs  of  our  Souls,  that 
while  you  are  in  fight,  we  can  neither  look  nor 
think  on  any  elfe.  There  are  no  Eyes  for  other 
Beauties :  You  only  are  prefent,  and  the  reft  of 
your  Sex  are  but  the  unregarded  Parts  that  fill 
your  Triumph.  Our  Sight  is  fo  intent  on  the  Ob- 
}tQL  of  its  Admiration,  that  our  Tongues  have 
not  leifure  even  to  praife  you:  For  Language 
feems  too  low  a  thing  to  exprefs  your  Excel- 
lence ;  and  our  Souls  are  fpeaking  fo  much  with- 
in, that  they  defpife  all  foreign  Gonverfation. 
Every  Man,  even  the  Dulleft,  is  thinking  more 
than  the  moft  Eloquent  can  teach  him  how  to 
utter.  Thus,  Madam,  in  the  midft  of  Crouds 
you  reign  in  Solitude ;  and  are  ador'd  with  the 
deepeft  Veneration,  that  of  Silence.  'Tis  true, 
you  are  abi)ve  all  mortal  Wiflies :  No  Man  de- 
iires  Impoffibilities,  becaufe  they  are  beyond  the 
reach  of  Nature  :  To  hope  to  be  a  God,  is  Folly 
exalted  into  Madnefs :  But  by  the  Laws  ot  our 
Creation  we  are  obliged  to  adore  him ;  and  are 
permitted  to  love  him  too,  at  human  Diftance. 
"Tis  the  Nature  of  Perfedion  to  be  attradive  ; 
but  the  Excellency  of  the  Objed  refines  the  Na- 
ture of  the  Love.  It  (Irikes  an  Impreffion  of 
awful  Reverence ;  'tis  indeed  that  Love  which  is 
more  properly  a  Zeal  than  Paflion.  'Tis  the  Rap- 
ture which  Anchorets  find  in  Prayer,  when  a 
Beam  of  the  Divinity  fhines  upon  them;  That 
which  makes  them  defpife  all  worldly  Objedts, 
and  yet  'tis  all  but  Contemplation.  They  are 
leldom  vifited  from  above;  but  a  fingle  Vifion  fo 
tranfports  them,  that  it  makes  up  the  Happinefs 
of  their  Lives,    Mortality  cannot  bear  it  often  : 

It 
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It  finds  them  in  the  Eagernefs  and  Height  of  their 
Devotion,  they  are  fpcechlefs  for  the  Time  th;u 
it  continues,  and  proltrate  and  dead  when  it  de- 
parts.   That  Ecftafie  had  need  be  flrong,  which 
without  any  End,  but  that   of  Admiration,   has 
Power  enough  to  deftroy  all  other  Paffions.  Y'ou 
render  Mankind  infenfible  to  other  Beauties ;  and 
have  deftroy'd  the  Empire  of  Love,  in  a  Court 
which  was  the  Seat  of  his  Dominion.    You  have 
fubverted  (may  I  dare  to  accufe  you  of  it)  even 
our  Fundamental  Laws;  and  Reign  abfolute  o- 
ver  the  Hearts  of  a  ftubborn  and  free-born  Peo- 
ple, tenacious  almoft  to  Madnefs  of  their  Liberty. 
The  brighteft:  and  moft  vidorious  of  our  Ladies 
make  daily  Complaints  of  revolted  Subjeds :  If 
they  may  be  faid  to  be  revolted,  whofe  Servitude 
is  not  accepted  :  For  your  Royal  Highnefs  is  too 
Great,  and  too  Juft  a  Monarch,  either  to  want 
or  to  receive  the  Homage  of  Rebellious  Fugi- 
tives.   Yet  if  fome  few  among   the  Multitude 
continue  ftedfaft  to  their  firft  Pretenfions,  'tis  an 
Obedience  fo  luke-warm  and  lan^ifning,  that  it 
merits  not  the  Name  of  Paflion  :  Their  Addrefles 
are  fo  faint,  and  their  Vows  fo  hollow  to  their 
Sovereigns,  that  they  feem  only  to  maintain  their 
Faith,  out  of  a  Scnfe  of  Honour  :  They  are  a- 
fham'd  to  defift,  and  yet  grow  Carelefs  to  ob- 
tain.   Like  defpairing  Combatants,  they  ftrive  a- 
gainfl:   you  as    if  they  had   beheld    unveil'd   the 
.  Magical  Shield  of  your  Ariojio^  which  dazled  the 
Beholders  with  too  much  brightnefs :  They  can 
no  longer  hold  up  their  Arms,   they  have  read 
their  Deftiny  in  your  Eyes. 


Splende  h  Scudo  a  guifa  di  Ph'opo ; 
£  Luc€  altra  non  e  tanto  luccnte : 


Cadr/ 
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Cader  tn  terra  a  lo  fplendor  fu  J'  vopo. 
Con  gU  occhi  abbacmati^  e  Jenza  mente. 

And  yet,  Madam,  if  I  could  find  in  my  felf  the 
Power  to  leave  this  Argument  of  your  incompa- 
rable Beauty,  I  might  turn  to  one  which  would 
equally  opprefs  me  with  its  Greatnefs.  For  your 
Conjugal  Virtues  have  deferv'd  to  be  fet  as  an 
Example,  to  a.  lefs-dcgencrate,  lefs-tainted  Age. 
They  approach  fo  near  to  Singularity  in  ours, 
that  I  can  fcarccly  make  a  Panegyric  to  your 
Royal  Highnefs,  without  a  Satyr  on  many  others : 
Bat  your  Perfon  is  a  Paradife,  and  your  Soul  a 
Cherubin  within  to  guard  it.  If  the  Excellence  of 
the  Outfide  invite  the  Beholders,  the  Majefty  of 
your  Mind  deters  them  from  too  bold  Ap- 
proaches ;  and  turns  their  Admiration  into  Reli- 
gion. Moral  Perfedions  are  rais'd  higher  by 
you  in  the  fofter  Sex  :  As  if  Men  were  of  too 
coarfe  a  Mould  for  Heaven  to  work  on,  and 
tiiat  the  Tmagp  of  Divinity  could  not  be  caft  to 
hkenefs  iJifQ-barfli  a  Metal.  Your  Perfon  is  fo 
admirable^  that  it  can  fcarce  receive  Addition,, 
when  it  fliall  be  glorify'd  :  And  your  Soul,  which 
fliines  thorough,  it,,  finds  it  of  a  Subftance  fo  near 
her  own,  that  Ihe  will  be  pleas'd  to  pafs  an  Age 
within  it,  and  to  be  confin'd  to  fuch  a  Palace. 

I  know  not  how  I  am  hurried  back  to  my 
former  Theme :  I  ought,  and  purpos'd  to  have, 
celebrated  thofe  Endowments  and  Qualities  of 
your  Mind,  which  were  fufficient,  even  without 
the  Graces  of  your  Perfon,  to  render  you,  as  you 
are,  the  Ornament  of  the  Court,  and  the  Objedt 
of  Wonder  to  Three  Kingdoms:  But  all  my 
Praifes  are  but  as  a  Bull-rufh  cad  upon  a  Stream ;, 
if  they  fink  not,  'tis  becaufe  they  are  born  up.  by 
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the  Strength  of  the  Current,  which  Ilipports  therr 
Lightnefs ;  but  they  are  carry'd  round  again,  and 
return  on  the  Eddy  where  they  firft  began.  I  can 
proceed  no  farther  than  your  Beauty :  And  even 
on  that  too,  I  have  faid  fo  little,  confidering  the 
Greatnefs  of  the  Subjedl  that,  like  him  who 
would  lodge  a  Bowl  upon  a  Precipice,  either 
iny  Praife  falls  back,  by  the  Weaknefs  of  the  De- 
livery, or  flays  not  on  the  Top,  but  rowls  over, 
and  is  loft  on  the  other  Side.  I  intended  this  a 
Dedication,  but  how  can  I  confider  what  belongs 
to  my  felf,  when  I  have  been  fo  long  contempla- 
ting on  you !  Be  pleas'd  then,  Madam,  to  receive 
this  Poem,  without  Intitling  fo  much  Excellen- 
cy as  yours,  to  the  Faults  and  Iinperfc6tions  of 
fo  mean  a  Writer :  And  in  (lead  of  being  favou- 
rable to  the  Piece,  which  Merits  nothing,  for- 
give the  Prefumption  of  the  Author ;  who  is,,  with 
all  poffible  Veneration^ 


Ti^ttr  Royal  Highness*? 

Mojl  Obedient^  mojl  HumhUy 
tttojl  [Xcvoted  Servanty 


John  Dryden^ 


ToMx.^ RTT>EM,  on  his  Poem 
of  Paradise. 


Forgive  me,  awful  Boet,  if  a  Muje,      . 
WJjom  artlefs  Nature  diJ  for  Flaimefs  chuft. 
In  kofe  Attire  prefints  her  humble  Thought, 

Of  this  beji  Poem,  that  you  ever  wro.tght. 

Vjis  faireji  Labour  of  your  teeming  Bratv 

I  reou'd  embrace,  but  not  with  Flatt'ry  Jlam -y 

Something  I  vou'd  to  your  vafi  Virtue  raije, 

But  fcorn  to  detwb  it  with  a  fiilfoTne  Praife  j 

That  wou'd  but  blot  the  IVork  I  wou'd  commend. 

And  fhew  a  Court- Admirer,  rtot  tt  Friend. 

To  the  dead  Bard,  your  Fame  a  tittle  owes, 

for  Milton  did  the  wealthy  Mine  difcloje. 

And  rudely  cafi  what  you  cou'd  well  aifpofe: 

He  roughly  drew,  on  an  old  fajjjion'd  Ground, 

A  chaos,  for  no  perfect  IVorld  was  found, 

Ttll  through  the  Heap,  your  mighty  Genius  fhin'J; 

He  was  the  Golden  Ore  which  you  refin'd. 

Hefirfi  beheld  the  Beauteous  rujiic  Maid, 

And  to  a  Place  of  Strength  the  Prize  conve/dj 

ToH  took  her  thence:  To  Court  this  Virgin  brought,  ^ 

I>refi  her  with  Gemms,  nevo  weav'd  her  hard-fpun  Thought^ 

And  foftefl  Language,  fweetefi  Manners  taught :  ^ 

Tillfiom  a  Comet  flje  a  Star  did  rife. 

Not  to  affright,  but  pleafe  our  vonuring  Eyes. 

Betwixt  ye  b»th  is  framed  a  nobler  Piece, 

Than  e're  was  drawn  in  Italy  or  Greece. 
}Thou  from  his  Source  of  Tijoughts  ev'n  Souls  dofi  bring, 
\  As  frrdiing  Gods,  from  fuden  Sa.t\iTnfpring. 

When  Night's  didl  Mask  the  Face  of  Heav'n  does  wear, 

'Tis  doubtful  Light,  but  here  and  there  a  Star, 

Which  ferves  the  dreaaful  Shzdows  to  difplay. 

That  vaniJJi  at  the  rijing  of  the  Day; 


But  then  bright  "Robes  the  Meadows  oR  adorn, 
.And  the  World  looks  as  it  were  newly  bom. 
So  when  your  Senfe  his  myftick  Reafon  clear' d^ 
The  melancholy  Scene  all  gay  appear'd ; 
Nerv  Light  leapt  up,  and  a  new  Glory  finil'd. 
And  all  throughout  was  mighty,  all  was  nuld. 
Before  this  Palace  which  thy  Wit  did  build. 
Which  various  Taney  did  Jo  gavedy  gild. 
And  Judgment  has  with  Jilid  Riches  fill' d. 
My  humbler  Mkfe  begs  jhe  may  Gentry  ftand. 
Among fi  the  reji  that  guard  this  Eden  Land. 
But  there's  no  need,  for  evn  thy  Foes  confpire 
Ihy  Praife,  and  hating  thee,  thy  Work  admire. 
On  then,  O  mightiejt  of  th'  infpired  Men, 
Monarch  of  Verfe ;  new  Jheams  employ  thy  Ten. 
_  i The  Troubles  of  Majefiick  Charles  Jet  dovm, 
k     >  Not  David  vanofuifi'd  more  to  reach  a  Grown: 
^^Traife  him,  as  Cowley  di^l  that  Hebrew  King, 
Thy  T()eam's  as  great,  do  thou  as  greatly  Jing. 
Jhen  thou  mayfl  boldly  to  his  Favour  rije. 
Look  down,  and  the  baje  Serpent's  hijs  defpije, 
From  thund'ring  Envy  Jafe  in  Lawreljit, 
While  clam'rous  Criticks  their  vile  Heads  Jubmit, 
Condemn' d  Jor  Treajbn  at  the  Bar  of  Wit. 


NAT.  LEE. 


THE 


The  A  U  T  H  O  R  's 

APOLOGY 

For  Heroick  Poetry,  and  Poetick 
Licence. 


O  fatisfie  the  Curiofitjr  of  tfiofe  who  will 
e;ive  themfelves  the  trouble  of  reading  the 
enfuing  Poem,  I  think  my  felf  oblig'd  to 
cnder  them  a  Reafon,  why  I  publifh  an 
Opera  which  was  never  a£ted.    In  the  firft 
place  I  fhall  not  be  afliam'd  to  own,  that 
my  chiefell   Motive    war,   the  Ambition 
which  I  acknowledg'd  in  the  Epiftle.    I  was  defirou<;  to 
lay  at  the  Feet  of  fo  Beautiful  and  Excellent  a  Princefs,  ^ 
Work  which  I  confefs  was  unworthy  her,  but  which  I 
tope  fhe  will  have  the  Goodnefs  to  forgive.    I  was  alio 
induc'd  to  it  in  my  own  Defence;  Many  hundred  Copies 
of  it  being  difpers'd  abroad  without  my  Knowledge  or 
Confcnt :  So  that  every  one  gathering  new  Faults,  ic  be- 
came at  length  a  Libel  againft   me  ;  and  I  faw,  with 
fbme  Difdain,  more  Ncnfenfe  than  either  I,  or  as  bad  a 
Poet,  could  have  cram'd  into  it,  at  a  Month's  warning, 
in  which  time  'twas  wholly  Written,  and  not  fmce  Re- 
Tis'd.   After  this,  I  cannot  without  Injury  to  the  deceased 

Author 


PREFACE, 

Author  of  fciradsfe  Lofi,  but  acknowledge  that  this  Poem 
has  receiv'd  its  entire  Foundation,  part  of  the  Defign, 
and  many  of  the  Ornaments,  from  him.  What  I  have 
borrow 'd,  will  ,bc  fo  cafily  difcern'd  from  my  mean  Pro- 
duftion?,  that  I  fhall  not  need  to  point  the  Reader  to  the 
places :  And,  truly,  I  flrould  be  forry,  for  my  own  fakc, 
that  any  one  fliould  take  the  Pains  to  compare  them  to- 
gether :  The  Original  being  undoubtedly,  one  of  the 
greateft,  moft  noble,  and  moft  fublimc  Poems,  which 
cither  this  Age  or  Nation  has  produc'd.  And  though  I 
could  not  refufe  the  Partiality  of  my  Friend,  who  is 
pleafed  to  commend  me  in  his  Verfes,  I  hope  they  will 
rather  be  eftccm'd  the  EfFe6l  of  his  Love  to  me,  than  of 
his  deliberate  and  fober  Judgment.  His  Genius  is  able  to 
make  beautiful  what  he  pleafes :  Yet,  as  he  has  been  too 
favourable  to  me,  I  doubt  not  but  he  will  hear  of  his 
Kindnefs  from  many  of  our  Contemporaries,  For,  we 
are  fallen  into  an  Age  of  illiterate,  cenforious,  and  detrafSl- 
ing  People,  who  thus  qualified,  fet  up  for  Criticks, 

In  the  firft  place  I  muft  take  leave  to  tell  them,  that 
they  wholly  miftake  the  Nature  of  Criticifm,  who  think 
its  Bufinefs  is  principally  to  find  Fault.  Criticifm,  as  it 
was  firft  inftitutcd  by  Arijlotle^  was  meant  a  Standard  of 
judging  well.  The  chiefeft  part  of  which  is,  to  obferve 
thofe  Excellencies  which  ftiould  delight  a  reafbnable  Rea- 
der. If  the  Delign,  the  Condudt,  the  Thoughts,  and  the 
Expreflions  of  a  Poem,  be  generally  fuch  as  proceed  from 
a  true  Genius  of  Poetry,  the  Critick  ought  to  pafs  his 
Judgment  in  favour  of  the  Author.  'Tis  malicious  and 
unmanly  to  fnarl  at  the  little  lapfes  of  a  Pen,  from  wliich 
Virgil  himfclf  ftands  not  e.vempted.  Horace  acknowledges 
that  honeft  Homer  nodds  ibmctimes:  He  is  not  equally  a- 
wake  in  every  Line:  But  he  leaves  it  alfo  as  a  ftanding 
Meafurc  for  our  Judgments, 

■'        — Non,  Ut/i  phira  nitent  in  Cdrmine,  pmcis 
Offendi  maculis,  quas  ant  incHrict  fuilit, 
tdHt  humana  paritm  cavit  NMura.      .     ■ 

And 
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Aad  Lmgmus,  who  was  undoubtedly,  after  uiriftotle,  the 
greateft  Critick  amongft  the  Greeks,  in  his  twenty  fc- 
venth  Chapter  -arget^  v-i^^i,  has  judicioufly  preferred  the 
fliblime  Genius  that  Sometimes  errs,  to  the  middling  or 
indifferent  one  which  makes  few  Faults,  but  feldom  or 
never  rifes  to  any  Excellence.  He  compares  the  firft  to  a 
Man  of  large  Pofleflions,  who  has  not  leifure  to  coniido" 
of  every  flight  ExpcHce,  will  not  debafe  himfelf  to  the 
management  of  every  Trifle:  Particular  Sums  are  not 
/Jaid  out  or  fpar'd  to  the  greateft  Advantage  in  his  Oeco- 
nomy  :  But  are  fometimes  fuffer'd  to  run  to  wafte,  while 
he  is  only  careful  of  tlie  Main.  On  the  other  fide,  he 
likens  the  Mediocrity  of  Wit,  to  one  of  a  mean  Fortune, 
who  manages  his  Store  with  extream  Frugality,  or  ra- 
ther Parfimony:  But  who  with  fear  of  running  into  Pro- 
fufenefi,  never  arrives  to  the  magnificence  of  Living.  This 
kind  of  Genius  writes,  indeed,  corre£iJy.  A  wary  Man 
he  is  in  Grammar  j  very  nice  as  to  Soloecifm  or  Barbarifm, 
judges  to  a  Hair  of  little  Decencies,  knows  better  thaa 
any  Man  what  is  not  to  be  written :  And  never  liaz,ards 
himfelf  fo  far  as  to  fall :  But  plods  on  deliberately,  and,  as 
a  grave  Man  ought,  is  fure  to  put  his  Staff  before  him  ; 
in  fhort,  he  fets  his  Heart  upon  it  j  and  with  wonderfid 
Care  makes  his  Bufincfs  fure:  That  is,  in  plain  Englijht 
neither  to  be  blam'd,  nor  prais'd— — — I  could,  fays  mjr 
Author,  find  out  fome  Blemifhes  in  Homer  :  And  am  per- 
haps, as  naturally  inclin'd  to  be  difgufted  at  a  Fault  as  a- 
nother  Man :  But,  after  all,  to  fpeak  impartially,  his  Fail- 
ings are  fuch,  as  arc  only  Marks  oi  Human  Frailty :  Thcjr 
are  little  Miftakcs,  or  rather  Negligences,  which  have  e- 
fcap'd  his  Pen  in  the  fervor  of  his  Writing ;  the  Sublimi- 
ty of  his  Spirit  carries  it  with  me  againft  his  Carelefnefsi 
And  though  jifollonius  his  Jrgonautes,  and  Theocritus  his 
EiJuUia,  aie  move  free  from  Errors,  there  is  not  any  Man 
of  fo  falfc  a  Judgment,  who  would  chufe  rather  to  have 
been  Apollon'ms  or  Theocritm,  than  Homtr. 

'Tis  worth  our  Confideration,  a  litde  to  examine  how 
much  thefc  Hy^ercriticks  QiEngliJh  Poetry,  di^  from  the 

Opinion 


P  R  E  F  A  C  IS., 

Opinion  of  the  Gretk  and  Liuin  Judges  of  Antiquity; 
From  the  Italians  and  French  who  have  fucceeded  them  j 
:fad»  indeed,  from  the  general  Tafte  and  Approbation  of 
^  Ages.  Hei-oick  Poetry,  which  they  contemn,  has  ever 
been  e'ftcem'd,  and  ever  will  be,  the  greateft  Work  of 
human  Nature ;  In  that  Rank  has  Arljhtle  plac'd  it,  and 
Longinus  is  (b  full  of  the  like  Exprefllons,  that  he  abun- 
dantly confirms  the  others  Teftimony.  Horace  as  plainly 
delivers  his  Opinion,  and  particularly  Praiies  Homer  in 
thcfe  Verfes. 

Trojani  Belli  Script0rem,  Maxime  Lollt, 

Dum  tu  (leclamas  Rom<i,  Pr^nejie  relegi: 

®u't  e^nid  fit  pulchrum,  quid  turpe,  quid  utile,  quid  nonl 

PfcJMWi  ac  melius  Chryfippo  ^  Crantore  dicit. 

And  in  another  Place  modeftly  excluding  himfelf  from 
the  Number  of  Poets,  becaufe  he  only  writ  Odes  and 
Satyrs,  he  tells  you  a  Poet  is  iiich  an  on«u 


Cui  mens  DixiruoTt  atque  ot 


IdAgaa  fimturutn 

"Quotations  arc  fupcrfluous  in  an  eftahli{h*d  Truth;  O- 
therwife  I  could  reckon  up  amongft  the  Moderns,  all 
the  Italian  Commentators  on  Arijlotle's  Book  of  Poetry  j 
and  amongft  the  French,  the  greatcft  of  this  Age,  Boi- 
leati  and  Biapin:  The  latter  of  which  is  alone  fufficient, 
were  all  other  Criticks  loft,  to  teach  anew  tlie  Rules 
of  Writing.  Any  Man  who  will  lerioafly  con  ;der  the 
Nature  of  an  Epick  Poem,  how  it  agrees  with  that 
Poetry  in  general,  which  is  to  Inftrudl  and  to  Delight} 
what  Actions  it  defcribes,  and  what  Paibns  they  are 
chiefly  whom  it  informs,  will  find  it  a  Work  which 
indeed  is  full  of  difficulty  in  the  Attempt,  but  admirable 
when  'tis  well  performed.  I  write  not  this  with  tlie 
leaft  Intention  to  undervalue  the  other  Parts  of  Poetry: 
For  Comedy  is  both  excellently  Inftruiiive,  and  ex- 
treamly  Pleafant:  Satyr  laflics  Vice  into   Reformation, 

and 
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and"  Humor  reprefcnts  F0II7,  fo  as  to  render  it  ridicu- 
lous. Many  of  our  piefcnt  Writers  are  eminent  in  both" 
thele  kinds;  and  particularly  the  Author  of  the  Flam 
Dealer,  whom  I  am  proud  to  call  my  Friend,  has  obltg'it' 
all  honeft  and  virtuous  Men,  by  one  of  the  moft  bo!d> 
moft  general,  and.  moft  ufefiil  Satyrs  which  has  ever 
been  prcfentcd  on  the  Englijb  Theatre.  I  do  not  difpute 
the  Preference  of  Tragedy ;  let  every  Man  enjoy  his 
Tafte:  But  'tis  unjuft,'  that  they  who  have  not  the  leaft 
Not'on  of  Heroick  Writing,  fhould  therefore  condemn 
the  Pleafure  which  others  receive  from  it,  becaule  they 
cannot  comprehend  it.  .  Let  them  pleafe  their  Appetites 
in  eating  what  they  like;  But  1st  them  not  force  their 
Difh  on  all  the  Table.  They  who  would  Combat  gene- 
ral Authority  with  particular  Opinion,  muft  firft  Efta- 
blifli  themfelves  a  Reputation  of  Underftanding  better 
than  other  Men,  Arc  all  the  Flights  of  Heroick  Poetry, 
to- be  concluded  Bombaft,  Unnatural,  and  mcer  Madnefs, 
tecaufe  they  arc  not  affefted  with  their  Excellencies? 
'Tisjuftas  rcafonable  as  to  conclude  there  is  no  Day, 
bccaufe  a  blind  Man  cannot  diftinguifh  of  Light  and  Co- 
lours. Ought  they  not  rather,  in  Modefty,  to  doubt  of 
their  own'"judgments,  when  they  think  this  or  that  Ex- 
l^-efiion  in  Homer,  Virgil,  Tajfo,  or  Milton's  Famdife,  to  be 
too  far  ftrain'd,  than  pofitively  to  conclude,  that  'tis  all 
Fuftian,  and  mecr  Nonfenfe  ?  Tis  true,  there  are  Limits 
to  be  fet  betwixt  the  Boldnefs  and  Rallinefs  of  a  Poet; 
but  he  muft  underftand  thofe  Limits  who  pretends  to 
judge,  as  well  ss  he  who  undertakes  to  write :  And  he 
who  has  no  liking  to  the  whole,  ought  in  reafon  to  be 
excluded  fiom  cenfuring  of  the  Parts.  He  muft  be  a 
Lawyer  before  he  mounts  the  Tribunal:  And  the  Judi- 
cature of  one  Court  too,  does  not  qudifie  a  Man  to  pre- 
iide  in  another.  He  m.iy  be  an  excellent  Pleader  in  the 
Chancery,  who  is  not  fit  to  Rule  the  Common  Pleas.  But 
I  will  prefume  for  once  to  tell  them,  that  the  boldeft 
Strokes  of  Poetry,  when  they  are  manag'd  Artfully,  are 
thoie  which  moft  Delight  the  Reader. 

VkiU 
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Virgil  and  Horace,  the  fevcreft  Writers  of  the  fevereli 
Age,  have  made  frequent  ufe  of  the  hardeft  Metaphors, 
and  of  the  ilrongeft  Hyperboles :  And  in  this  cafe  the 
beft  Authority  is  the  beft  Argument.  For  generally  to 
to  have  pleas'd,  and  through  all  Ages,  muft  bear  the 
Force  of  univeria]  Tradition.  And  if  you  would  appeal 
from  thence  to  right  Reafbn,  you  will  gain  no  more 
by  it  in  effe£t,  than  firfl:,  to  fet  up  your  Rcafon  againfl: 
thofe  Authors ;  and  fecondly,  againft  all  rhofe  who  have 
admir'd  them.  You  muft  prove  why  that  ought  not  to 
have  pleas'd,  which  has  pleas'd  the  moft  Learn'd,  and 
the  moft  Judicious :  And  to  be  thought  knowing,  you 
in  uft  fir  ft  put  the  Fool  upon  all  Mankind.  If  you  can 
enter  more  deeply,  than  they  have  done,  into  the  Caufes 
and  Refbrts  of  that  which  moves  Pleafure  in  a  Reader, 
the  Field  is  open,  you  may  be  heard :  But  thofe  Springs 
of  human  Nature  are  not  ib  eafily  difcover'd  by  every  5- 
perficial  Judge:  It  requires  Philofbphy  as  well  as  Poetry,' 
to  found  the  Depth  of  all  the  PaflTions  j  what  they  are  in 
themfelves,  and  how  they  are  to  be  provok'd :  And  in 
this  Science  the  beft  Poets  have  excell'd.  Arijlotle  rah'd 
the  Fabrick  of  his  Poetry,  from  obfervation  of  thofe 
things,  in  which  I,uripides,S$phocles,  and  Mfchylus  pleas'd: 
He  confider'd  how  they  rais'd  the  PalTiOns,  and  thence 
has  drawn  'Rules  for  our  Imitation.  From  hence  have 
^rung  the  Tropes  aad  Figures,  for  Vv'hich  they  wanted 
a  Name,  who  fi.fl  prattis'd  them,  and  fucceedcd  in 
them.  Thus  I  grant  you,  that  the  Knowledge  of  Na- 
ture was  the  O^'iginal  Rlilej  and  that  all  Poets  ought  to 
Study  h^^r;  as  Well  as  Arlftotie  and  Horace  her  Interpre- 
ters. But  then  this^alfo  undeniably  follows,  that  thofe 
things  which  delight  all  A-^es,  muff  have  been  an  Imita- 
tion of  Nature;  twhich  is  all  I  contend.  Therefore' is 
Rhctorick  made  an  Art:  Therefore  the  Names  of  fo 
many  Tropes  and  Fig'jres  were  invented:  Becaufe  it 
was  obierV'd  they  had  luch  and  fuch  an  EfFedt  upon  the 
Audience.  Therefore  Catachrefes  and  Hyperboles  have 
found  their  Place  amongft  them ;  not  that  they  were  to 
be  avoided,  but  to  be- us'd  judicioufly,  and  plac'd  in  Poe- 
,u;\x'i,'"iV./Aa:X'»ji^5,\  Afty»  '•  trvj 
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try,  as  hcightnings  and  fhadows  are  in  Painting,  to 
make  the  Figure  bolder,  and  caufc  it  to  ftand  off  to 
fight. 

Nee  retia  Cervis 

UUa  Mum  meditantur ;  fays  Virgil  in  his  Ecloguet.:  And 
fpeaking  ofLeatuier  in  his  Georgicks, 

Oca  noSie  natat  ferns  freta,  quern  Juper,  ingens 
Forta  tmutt  Coeli,  ^  Jcopulii  ilUfa  redamant 
Mc^uota: 

,'ln  both  of  thefi;  you  fee  he  fears  not  to  give  Voice 
and  Thought  to  things  inanimate. 

Will  you  arraign  your  Mafter  Horace,  for  his  Hardne/s 
of  Expreflion,  when  he  dcforibes  the  E)eath  of  CleopatrA  ? 
and  fays  Ihe  did  Afperos  trnHare  ferpentes,  m  cttrum  corpors. 
comhiberet  venerium  f  becauft  thcj^ody  in  that  Action, 
performs  what  is  proper  to  the  Mouth  ? 

.  As  for  HyperBoles,  I  wiil  neither  <juote  Luatriy  not 
Statius,  Men  of  an  unbounded  Imagination,  but  who 
often  wanted  the  Poyze  of  Judgment.  The  Divine  Vir" 
gil  was  not  liable  to  that  Exception ;  and  yet  he  defcrihca 
i^olyphemus  thus : 


-GraMturqfie  per  dquor 


yam  medium ;.  nee  dumfiif^Ui  l^era  ardua  mgk. 

In  Imitation  of  this  Place,  our  admirable- Qnu/f)!  thu« 
paints  Goliah, 

The  Valley,  ww,  this  Monjler  fiem'd  tafill; 

jbid  we,  methiughty  look'd  up  to  him  from  our  Hill. 

Where  the  two  Words  feem'd,  and  metkought,  haste 
mollify'd  the  Figure:  And  yet  if  they  had  not  btenth'-r^ 
^6hi^ fright  of  the  Ifraedtes  might  hd^e  excus'd  their  belief 
vf  the  Giant's  Stature, 

la 
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In  the  8th  of  the  Mneids,  Virgil  paints  the  Swiftncft 
oi  CfmilU  thKi$: 

jRa  vel  intaB/i  fegetis  fer  fumma  volaret 
Gmmina,  nee  teneras  curfu  Ujijfet  arijias ; 
Fel  Mare  per  medium,  fiuSiu  fufpenfa  tumenti, 
Terret  iter,  celeres  nee  tingeret  Aq^itere  plaraas. 

You  are  not  oWig'd,  as  in  JHiftory,  to  a  literal  Belief 
of  what  the  Poet  fays;  but  you  are  pleas'd  with  the 
Image,  without  being  cozen'd  by  the  Fidlion.  - 

Yet  even  in  Hiftory,  Longinus  quotes  Herodotus  on  this 
occafion  of  Hyperboles.  The  Laeedemonixns,  fays  he,  at 
the  Straights  of  ThermopyU,  defended  themfelves  to  the 
laft  Extremity:  Ami  when  their  Arms  fail'dthem,  fought 
it  out  with  their  Nails  and  Teeth :  Till  at  length,  (the 
Terfians  (hooting  continually  upon  them)  they  lay  buried 
under  the  Arrows  of  their  Enemies.  It  is  not  rcafona- 
ble,  (continues  the  Critick)  to  believe  that  Men  could  de- 
fend themfelves  with  their  Nails  and  Teeth  from  an 
arm'd  Multitude :  nor  that  they  lay  buried  under  a  Pile 
of  Darts  and  Arrows ;  and  yet  there  wants  not  Probabi- 
lity for  the  Figure :  Becaufe  the  Hyperbole  fecms  not  to 
have  been  made  for  the  fake  of  the  Dcfcription  j  but  ra- 
ther to  have  been  produc'd  from  the  Occafion. 

*Tis  true,  the  boldnefs  of  the  Figures  is  to  be  hidden^ 
fometi-mcs  by  the  Addrefs  of  the  Poet;  that  they  may 
v/ork  their  Effcft  upon  the  Mind,  without  difcovering 
the  Art  which  caus'd  it.  And  therefore  they  are  princi- 
pally to  be  us'd  in  Pafllon ;  when  we  fpeak  more  warrn- 
ly,  and  with  more  precipitation  than  at  other  times:  For 
then.  Si  vis  me  fUre,  dolendam  efi  primum  ipfi  tiSi;  the 
Poet  muft  put  on  the  Paffion  he  endeavours  to  reprefent : 
A  Man  in  luch,  an  Occafion  is  not  cool  enough,  either  t« 
reafon  rightly,  or  to  talk  calmly.  Aggravations  are  then 
in  their  proper  Places,  InterrogationsrExclamations,  Hy- 
perbata,    or  a  difordcr'd  Connc(Sl;ion  of  Difcourfc,  are 

graceful 
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graceful  there,  bccaufe  they  are  natural.  The  Sura  of  all 
acpends  on  what  before  I  hinted,  that  this  Boldnefs  of 
Expreflion  is  not  to  be  blam'd,  if  it  be  manag'd  by  the 
Coolnefs  and  Difcretion,  which  is  neccllary  to  a  Poet. 

Yet  before  I  leave  this  Subje(Jl,  I  cannot  but  take  no- 
tice how  dif-ingenuous  our  Adversaries  appear :  All  that 
is  dull,  infipidjlangiiifhing  and  without  Sinev/s  in  a  Poena, 
they  call  an  Imitation  of  Nature:  They  only  offend  our 
Uioft  equitable  Judges,  who  think  beyond  them;  and 
lively  Images  and  Elocution,  are  never  to  te  forgiven. 

"What  Fuftian,  as  they  call  it,  have  I  heard  thcfe  Gen- 
tlemen find  out  in  Mr.  Cowlefs  OJes !  I  acknowhdge  ray 
felf  unworthy  to  defend  fo  excellent  an  Author,  neither 
have  1  room  to  do  it  here;  only  in  general  I  will  fay, 
that  nothing  can  appear  more  beautiful*  to  me,  than  the 
ftrength  of  thofe  Images  which  they  condemn. 

f-  Imaging  is,  in  it  fclf,  the  very  heighth  and  life  of  Poe- 
L  try.  "Tis,  as  Longinus  defcribes  it,  a  Difcourfe,  which,  by 
a  kind  of'  Enthufiafm,  or  extraordinary  Emotion  of  the 
Soul,  makes  it  feem  to  us,  that  we  behold  thofe  things 
which  the  Poet  paints,  fo  as  to  be  pleas'd  with  them,'  and 
to  admire  them. 

If  Poetry  be  Imitation,  that  part  of  it  muH  needs  be 
bcft,  which  defcribes  moft  lively  our  Adtions  and  PaC- 
fions ;  our  Virtues  and  our  Vices  j  our  Follies  and  our 
Humours :  For  neither  is  Comedy  without  its  part  of 
Imaging;  And  they  who  do  it  beft,  are  certainly  the 
molt  excellent  in  their  Kind.  This  is  too  plainly  prov'd 
to  be  deny'd :  But  how  are  Poetical  Fiftions,  how  are 
Hippocentaures  and  Chimjcras,  or  how  are  Angels  and 
immaterial  Subftances  to  be  imag'd  ?  Which  iome  of 
them  are  things  quite  out  of  Nature;  Others,  fuch  where- 
of we  can  have  no  Notion?  This  is  the  laft  Refuge  of 
our  Adverfaries;  and  more  than  any  of  them  have  yet 
had  the  Wit  to  object  againft  us.    The  Anfwer  is  calie  to 

the 
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tlie  firft  part  of  it.  The  Fi£tion  of  fome  Beings  which 
are  not  in  Nature,  (fecond  Notion?,  as  the  Logicians  call 
them)  has  been  founded  on  the  Conjundlioa  of  two 
ISIatures,  which  have  a  real  feparatc  Being.  So  Hippocen- 
taures  were  imaged,  by  joining  the  Natures  of  a  Mail 
and  Horfe  together  j  as  Lucretius  tells  us,  who  has  us'd 
this  Word  Image  oftner  than  any  of  the  Poets. 

Kam  certe  ex  vivo,  Centauri  ran  fit  himgOf 
Nulla  fait  qrtoniam  talis  natura  animat: 
Verkm  ubi  equi  atque  bominisy  cafit,  cotrvmt  imago, 
Harefcit  facile  extemplo,  6cc. 

The  fame  reafon  may  alfb  be  alledg*d  for  Chimera's  and 
the  reft.  And  Poets  may  be  allow'd  the  like  liberty,  for 
defcribing  things  which  really  exift  not,  if  they  are  found- 
ed on  popular  Belief;  Of  this  Nature  are  Fairies,  Pigmies* 
and  the  Extraordinary  Effects  of  Magick :  For  'tis  ftiil  an 
Imitation,  though  of  other  Mens  Fancies :  And  thus  are 
Shake/pear's  Tempefi,  his  Midfummer  Nights  Drenm,  and  Bm 
Johrifon's  Mafque  of  M'itches  to  be  defended.  For  immate-  . 
rial  Subftances  we  are  authorix'd  by  Scripture  in  their' 
I)efcription :  And  herein  the  Text  accommodates  it  lelf 
to  vulgar  Apprehenfion,  in  giving  Artgels  the  Likenefs  of 
beautiful  young  Men.  Thus,  after  the  Pagan  Divinity, 
has  Homer  drawn  his  Gods  with  human  Faces :  And  thus 
We  have  Notions  of  things  above  us,  by  delcribing 
them  like  other  Beings  more  within  our  Knowledge. 

I  wifh  I  could  produce  any  one  Example  of  excellent 
imaging  in  all  this  Poem:  Perhaps  I  cannot:  But  that 
which  comes  nearcft  it,  is  in  thefe  four  Lines,  which  have 
been  fufficientjy  canvas'd  by  my  weli-natur'd  Cenfors* 

I      Seraph  and  Cherub,  carelefs  of  their  Charge, 
'      And  wanton,  in  full  eafe  now  live  at  large: 

t/nguarded  leaie  the  Paffes  of  the  Sky, 

jind  all  dijjblv'd  in  Hallelujahs  lie. 

Vol.  IV.  B  I 
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I  have  heard  (iays  one  of  them)  of  Anchovies  diflb]v*(J 
in  Sauce ;  but  never  of  an  Angel  in  Hallelujahs,  A  mighty 
Witty cifm,  (if  you  will  pardon  a  new  Word .')  but  uiere 
is  fome  difference  between  a  Laugher  and  a  Critick.  He 
might  have  Burlefqu'd  Virgil  too,  from  whom  I  took  the 
Image.  Irmadunt  urbem,  Jbmno  vinoque  fepultam.  A  City's 
being  buried  is  jufl:  as  proper  on  Occalion,  as  an  Angel's 
being  diflblv'd  in  Eafe,  and  Songs  of  Triumph.  Mr.  Gw- 
ley  lies  as  open  too  in  many  places. 

Where  their  vaji  Courts  the  Mother  WMers  keep,  &c. 

For  if  the  mafs  of  Waters  be  the  Mothers,  then  their  Daugh- 
ters, the  little  Streams,  are  bound  in  all  good  Manners, 
to  make  Court'iie  to  them,  and  ask  them  Blefling.  How 
cafic  'tis  to  turn  into  ridicule  the  befl:  Delcriptiens,  when 
once  a  Man  is  in  the  Humour  of  laughing, 'till  he  wheezes 
at  his  own  dull  Jeft !  but  an  Image  which  is  ftrongly  and 
beautifully  fet  before  the  Eyes  of  the  Reader,  will  flill  be 
Poetry,  when  the  merry  fit  is  overj  and  lafl  when  the 
other  is  forgotten. 

I  promis'd  to  fay  fomcwhat  of  Poetick  Licence,  but  have 
in  part  anticipated  my  Difcourie  already.  Poetick  Licence 
I  take  to  be  the  Liberty,  which  Poets  have  afTum'd  to 
themfelves  in  all  Ages,  of  fpeaking  things  in  Verfe,  which 
are  beyond  the  feverity  of  Proie.  'Tis  that  particular 
Charafter,  which  diflinguifhes  and  fcts  the  Bounds  be- 
M\'ixt  Oratio  foLta,  and  Poetry.  This,  as  to  what  regards 
the  Thought,  or  Imagination  of  a  Poet,  conflfts  in  Fi6ti- 
on ;  But  then  thofe  Thoughts  mufl  be  exprefs'd  ;  and 
here  arife  two  other  Branches  of  it:  For  if  this  Licence 
be  included  in  a  fingle  Word,  it  admits  of  Tropes:  If 
in  a  Sentence  or  Propofition,  of  Figures :  Both  which  are 
of  a  much  larger  extent,  and  more  forcibly  to  be  us'd  in 
Verfe  than  Piofe.  This  is  that  Birth-right  which  is  dc- 
riv'd  to  us  from  our  great  Forefathers,  even  from  Homer 
down  to  Be)i.  and  they  who  would  deny  it  to  us,  have, 
in  plain  Terms,  the  Fox's  quarrel  to  the  Crapes  j  they 
CAtmot  reach  it. 

Hot? 
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How  far.thefe  Liberties  arc  to  be  extended,  I  will  not 
prefume  to  determine  here,  ^mccHorace  does  not.  But 
it  is  certain  that  they  are  to  be  varied,  according  to  the 
Language  and  Age  in  which  an  Author  writes.  That 
which  would  be  allow'd  to  a  Grecian  Poet,  Martial  tells 
you,  would  not  be  fuflfer'd  in  a  Roman.  And  'tis  evident 
that  the  Englifh  docs  more  nearly  follow  the  ftridtncfs  of 
the  latter,  than  the  freedoms  of  the  former.  Conneftioa 
of  Epithets,  or  the  Conjunftion  of  two  Words  in  one, 
arc  frequent  and  elegant  in  the  Greek,  which  yet  Sir  fhu 
lip  Sidniy,  and  the  Tranflator  of  D«  Bart  as,  have  unlucki- 
ly attempted  in  the  'EngliJJj;  though  this  I  confefs,  is  not 
lo  proper  an  Inftance  of  Poetick  Liceme,  as  it  is  of  varict/ 
of  iMoin  in  Languages. 

Hprace  a  little  explains  himfclf  on  this  Subjedl  of  JK- 
tentia  Foettca;  in  thefe  Vcrfes, 


•TiBortbus  atque  Foe t is 


^idltbet  audendi,  femper  fuit  Acjfia.  pttflns; 
Sei  mn,  ut  placidis  coeant  itmnitia,  non  ut 
Serpentes  azibus  geminenturt  Tygribm  Hxdi. 

He  would  have  a  Poem  of  a  Piece :  Not  to  begin  with 
one  thing  and  end  with  another :  He  reftrains  it  fo  far, 
that  Thoughts  of  an  unlike  Nature,  ought  not  to  be  join- 
ed together :  That  were  indeed  to  make  a  Chaos,  He 
tax'd  not  Homer,  nor  the  Divine  Virgil,  for  interefting 
their  Gods  in  the  Wars  of  Troy  .and  Italy  i  neither,  had  h« 
now  liv'd,  would  he  have  tax'd  Miltm,  as  our  faUe  Cri» 
ticks  have  prefum'd  to  do,  for  his  Choice  of  a  fuperna- 
tural  Argument :  But  he  would  have  blamed  my  Author, 
who  was  a  Chriftian,  had  he  introduced  into  his  Poem 
Heathen  Deities,  as  Tajfo  is  condemn'd  by  Rapia  on  the 
like  Occaiion :  And  as  Camoens,  the  Author  of  the  !.»- 
fiads,  ought  to  be  cenfiur'd  by  all  his  Readers,  when  he 
hrxng^m Bacchus  and Chrift  into  the  fame  Adventure  of  hi* 
Fable.  From  that  which  has  been  faid,  it  may  be  coU 
letted,  that  the  definition  of  Wit  (which  has  been  fo  often 
6  a  attempted^ 
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attempted,  and  ever  'unfuccefsfully  by  many  Poets,)  is 
only  this ;  That  it  is  a  Propriety  of  Thoughts  and  Words  j 
or  in  other  Terms,  Thoughts  and  Words,  elegantly  adapt- 
ed to  the  Subjedt.  If  our  Criticks  will  join  iflue  on  this 
Definition,  that  we  may  cmvenire  in  aUauo  tertio ;  if  they 
will  take  it  as  a  granted  Principle,  'twill  be  eafie  to  put 
an  end  to  this  DiTputc :  No  Man  will  difagree  from  ano- 
ther's Judgement,  concerning  the  dignity  of  Style,  in 
Hcroick  Poetry :  But  all  reafonable  Men  \vill  conclude  it 
neceflary,  that  fublime  Subjcfts  ought  to  be  adom'd  with 
the  fublimefl:,  and  (confcquently  often)  with  the  moft  figu- 
xativc  Expreflions.  In  the  mean  time  I  will  not  run  into 
their  Fault  of  impofing  my  Opinions  on  other  Men,  any 
more  than  I  would  my  Writings  on  their  Tafte :  I  have 
only  laid  down,  and  that  fuperficially  enough,  my  prefent 
Thoughts ;  and  fhall  be  glad  to  be  taught  Mtter,  by  thofe 
wko  pr(.-t:nd  to  reform  our  Poetry. 
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ACT     I.     SCENE    I. 

Jhe  firfi  Scene  reprefints  a  Chaos,  or  a  cenfus'd  Mafs  of  Mat- 
ter ;  the  Stage  is  almojl  wholly  iiurk ;  A  Symphony  of  rvar' 
like  Mujick  is  heard  for  fome  time ;  then  from  the  Heavens, 
(which  are  open'd)  fall  the  rebellious  Angels  wheeling  in 
the  Air,  aiid  feeming  transfix' d  with  Thunderbolts :  Tfje  bet- 
torn  of  the  Stage  bei/ig  open'd,  receives  the  Angels,  who 
fall  out  of  fight.  Tunes  of  Victory  are  flay'd,  and  an  Hymn 
Jit»g;  Angels  difcover'd  above,  brandifimg  their  Swords: 
Jhe  Mufick  ceafing,  and  the  Heavens  being  clos'd,  the  Scene 
JIufts,  and  on  a  fudden  reprefents  Hell:  Part  of  the  Scene 
is  a  Lake  of  Brimjione  or  rowling  Fire ;  the  Earth  of  a 
burnt  colour:  Tne  fall'n  Angels  appear  on  the  Lake,  lyiftg 
frojirate ;  a  Tune  of  Horror  and  Lametitation  is  heard. 

Lucifer  raifmg  himfelf  on  the  Lake. 

Lucifer. 

^^^^_  S  this  the  Seat  our  Conqueror  has  given  ? 

^"^  And  this  the  Climate  we  muft  change  for  Hea- 

3r  -       ^^"^ '  [got; 

^   Thefe  Regions  and  this  Realm  my  \^''ars  have 
This  mournful  Empire  i$  the  Lofer's  Lot; 

-     -  S  5  la 
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In  liquid  Burnings,  or  on  Diy  to  dwell. 

Is  all  the  fad  Variety  of  Hell. 

But  fee,  the  Vicftor  has  recall'd,  from  far, 

Th' avenging  Storms,  his  Minifters  of  War: 

His  Shafts  are  fpent,  and  his  tir'd  Thunders  flecpj 

Nor  longer  bellow  thro'  the  boundlcfs  Deep. 

Beft  take  th'  Occafion,  and  thefe  Waves  forfake. 

While  time  is  giv'n.    Ho,  Afmodny,  awake. 

If  thou  art  he:  But  ah!  how  chang'd  from  him, 

Companion  of  my  Arms!  how  wan!  how  dim! 

How  faded  all  thy  Glories  are !  I  fee 

My  ftlftco  well,  and  my  own  Change,  fn  thee. 

Af^oday.  Prince  of  the  Thrones,  who,  in  the  Fields  of 
Led'il:  forth  th'  imbattel'd  Seraphim  to  fight,         [Light, 
Who  fhook  the  Pow'r  of  Heavens  eternal  State, 
Had  b:  oke  it  too,  if  not  upheld  by  Fate  j 
But  now  thofc  Hopes  are  fled :  Thus  low  wc  lie. 
Shut  from  his  Day,  and  that  contended  Sky, 
And  loft,  as  far  as  heav'nly  Forms  can  dicj 
Yet,  not  all  pcrifh'd  :  We  defie  him  ftill. 
And  y<^t  wage  War,  with  oar  unconquer'd  Will. 

Lucif.  Strength  may  return. 

Afm.  Already  of  thy  Virtue  I  partake, 
Ireiied  by  thy  Voice. 

Luctf. See  on  the  Lake 

Our  Troops  like  fcatter'd  Leaves  in  Autumn  lie: 
Firft  tet  us  raife  our  felves,  and  feek  the  dry, 
Perhaps  more  eafic  dwelling. 

Afm.  — From  the  Beach, 

Thy  well-known  Voice  the  fleeping  Gods  will  reach. 
And  wake  th'  immortal  Senfe  which  Thunders  Noife 
Had  quell'd,  and  Lightning  deep   had  driv'n  within  'em. 

Lucif.  With  Wings  expanded  wide,  our  felves  we'll  rear, 
And  i!y  incumbent  on  the  dusky  Air : 
Hell,  thy  new  Lord  receive. 
Heaven  cannot  envy  me  an  Empire  here. 

{Both  fly  to  dry  LanJ, 

Afm.  Thus  far  we  have  prcvail'di  if  that  be  Gain 
"Which  is  but  change  of  Place,  not  change  of  Pain. 
Now  fummon  we  the  reft. 

Lueif. 
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Lmif.  Dominions,  Pow'rs,  ye  Chiefs  of  HeavVs bright 
(Of  Heav'n,  once  yours ;  but  now,  in  Battel,  loft)    [Hoft» 
Wake  from  your  Slumber :  Are  your  Beds  of  Down  ?- 
Sleep  you  fo  eafie  there  ?  Or  fear  the  Frown 
Of  him  who  threw  you  thence,  and  joys  to  fee 
Your  abjcdi  State  confefs  his  Victory  ? 
Rife,  rife,  ere  from  his  Battlements  he  view 
Your  proftrate  Poftures,  and  his  Bolts  renew. 
To  ftrike  you  deeper  down. 

Afm.  They  wake,  they  hear. 

Shake  off  their  Slumber  firft,  and  next  their  Fearj 
And  only  for  th'  appointed  Signal  ftay. 

Lucif.  Rife  from  the  Flood,  and  hither  wing  your  way.  > 

Mohchfrom  the  Lake.']  Thine  to  command  j  our  part  > 
'tis  to  obey.  i 

[The  reft  of  the  Devils  rife  up,  md  fly  to  the  Lmd, 

Lucif.  So,  now  we  are  our  fclves  again,  an  Hoft 
Fit  to  tempt  Fate,  once  more,  for  what  we  loft. 
T'  o'er  leap  th*  Ether  ial  Fence,  or  if  fo  high 
We  cannot  climb,  to  undermine  his  Sky, 
And  blow  him  up,  wr^o  juftly  Rules  us  now, 
Bccaufr  more  ftrong :  Should  he  be  forc'd  to  bow, 
The  Right  were  ours  again :  'Tis  juft  to  win 
The  higiieft  place5  f  attempt,  and  fail,  is  Sin. 

Mol.  Chang'd  as  we  are,  we'ie  yet  from  Homage  fret i 
We  have,  by  Hell,  at  kaft,  gain'd  Liberty : 
That's  worth  our  Fall}  thus  low  tho*  we  are  driven, 
Better  to  rule  in  Hell,  than  ferve  in  Heaven. 

Lucif.  There  fpokc  the  better  half  of  Lucifer  I 

Afm.  "Tis  fit  in  frequent  Senate  we  confer. 
And  then  determine  how  to  fteer  our  Courfc; 
To  wage  new  War  by  Fraud,  or  open  Force. 
The  Doom's  now  paftj  SubmifTion  were  in  vain. 

Mol.  And,  were  it  not,  fuch  Bafcncfs  I  diidain. 
I  would  not  {loop,  to  purchafe  all  above; 
And  fhould  contemn  a  Pow'r  whom  Piay'r  could  move. 
As  one  unworthy  to  have  conqucr'd  me. 

Beelzebub.  Moloch,  in  that,  all  are  refolv'd  like  thcc. 
The  means  are  unpropos'd ;  but  'tis  not  fit 
Our  dark  Divan  in  publick  view  fliould  fit ; 

«  +  Or 
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Or  what  we  plot  againft  the  Thunderer, 
Th'  ignoble  Crowd  of  vulgar  Devils  hear. 

Lucif.  A  golden  Palace  let  be  rais'd  on  high  $ 
To  imitate?  No,  to  out-fhine  the  Sky! 
All  Mines  are  ours,  and  Gold  above  the  reft; 
Let  this  be  done ;  and  quick  as  'twas  expreft. 
[-<f  Palace  r'tfes,  rchere  Jit,  as  in  Council,  Lucifer,  Afinoday, 

Moloch,  Belial,  Beelzebub  and  Sathan. 
Moft  high  and  mighty  Lords,  who  better  fell 
From  Heav'n,  to  rife  States-General  of  PIcll, 
Kor  yet  repent,  tho'  ruin'd  and  undone, 
Our  upper  Provinces  already  won, 
(Such  Pride  there  is  in  Souls  created  free. 
Such  hate  of  univerfal  Monarchy;) 
Speak,  (for  w^e  therefore  ineetj 
If  Peace  you  chuie,  your  Suffrages  declare  j 
Or  means  propound,  to  carry  on  the  War. 

l>iol.  My  Sentence  is  for  War;  that  open  tod: 
UnskiL'd  in  Stratagems;  plain  Force  I  know; 
Treaties  are  vain  to  Lolers ;  nor  would  we. 
Should  Heav'n  grant  Peace,  fubmit  to  Sovfcreigirty. 
Wc  can  no  caution  give  we  wil  adore; 
And  he  above  is  warn'd  to  truft  no  more. 
What  then  remains  but  Battel  ? 

Sathan.  I  agree. 
With  this  brave  Vote ;  and  if  in  Hell  there  be 
Ten  more  fuch  Spirits,  Heav'n  is  our  own  again : 
We  venture  nothing,  and  may  all  obtain. 
Yet  who  can  hope  but  well,  iince  ev'n  Succeft 
Makes  Foes  fecure,  and  makes  our  Danger  lefs. 
Seraph,  and  Cherub,  carekfs  of  their  Charge, 
And  wanton,  in  full  eafe  now  hve  at  large  j 
Unguarded  leave  the  Paffes  of  the  Sky, 
And  all  diflclvd  m  Hallelujahs  lie. 

Mol.  Grant  that  our  hazardous  attempt  prove  vaittj 
We  feel  the  word,  fecur'd  from  greater  Pain : 
Perhaps  we  may  provoke  the  conqu'ring  Foe 
To  make  us  nothing;  yet,  ev'n  then,  we  kaow 
That  not  to  be,  is  not  to  be  in  Woe, 
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teM.  That  Knowled^  which,  as  Spirits,  wc  obtain. 

Is  to  be  valu'd  in  the  midft  of  Pain : 

Annihilation  were  to  lofe  Heav'n  more: 

Wc  are  not  quite  exil'd  where  thought  can  foar. 

Then  ceafe  from  Arms; 

Tempt  him  not  farther  to  purfue  his  Blow; 

And  be  content  to  bear  thole  Pains  we  know. 

If  what  we  had,  we  could  not  keep,  much  lefs 

Can  wc  regain  what  thofe  above  pofTefs. 
Beehebub.  Heav'n  fleeps  not;  from  one  wink  a  Breach 

In  the  full  Circle  of  Eternity.  [would  be 

Long  Pain?,  with  ufe  of  bearing,  are  half  eas'd  j 

Heav'n  unprovok'd,  at  length  may  be  appeas'd. 

By  War   wc  cannot  fcape  our  wretched  Lot; 

And  may,  perhaps,  not  warring,  be  forgot. 

Afm.  Could  we  repent,  or  did  not  Heav'n  well  know 

i  Rebellion  once  forgiv'n,  would  greater  grow : 
I  fliould,  with  Belial,  chufe  ignoble  Eaft; 

But  neither  will  the  Conqueror  give  Peace, 

Nor  yet  fo  loft  in  this  low  State  we  are. 

As  to  defpair  of  a  well-manag'd  War. 

Nor  need  we  tempt  thofe  Heights  which  Angels  keep, 

Who  fear  no  Force,  or  Ambulh  from  the  Deep.     , 

What  if  wc  find  Ibme  eaficr  Enterprize  ? 

There  is  a  Place,  if  ancient  Prophecies 

And  Fame  in  Heav'n  not  err,  the  bleft  Abode 

Of  fome  new  Race,  call'd  Man,  a  Demy-God, 

Whom,  near  this  time,  th' Almighty  muft  create; 

He  {wore  it,  fliook  the  Heav'ns,  and  made  it  Fate. 

Luc'tf.  I  heard  it;  thro'  all  Heav'n  the  Rumour  ran. 
And  much  the  talk  of  this  intended  Man: 
Of  Form  divine ;  but  lefs  in  Excellence 
Than  we;  indu'd  with  Reafon  lodg'd  in  Senic; 
The  Soul  pure  Fire,  like  ours,  of  equal  Force; 
But,  pent  in  Flefh,  muft  ifllie  by  Difcourfc : 
We  fee  what  is ;  to  Man  Truth  muft  be  brought 
By  Scnfe,  and  drawn  by  a  long  Chain  of  Thought: 
By  that  faint  Light,  to  will  and  undcrftand; 
For  made  lefs  knowing,  he's  at  more  coiumand. 
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u4fm.  Tho'  Heav'n  be  fliut,  that  World,  if  it  be  made,  - 
As  neareft  Heav'n,  lies  open  to  invade : 
Man  therefore  muft  be  known,  his  Strength,  his  State, 
And  by  what  Tenure  he  holds  all  of  Fate. 
Him  let  us  then  feduce,  or  overthrow : 
The  firft  is  eafieftj  and  makes  Heav'n  his  Foe. 
Advife,  if  this  Attempt  be  worth  our  Care. 

Belial.  Great  is  th' Advantage,  great  the  Hazards  arc. 
Some  one  (but  who  that  Task  dares  undertake  ?) 
Of  this  new  Creature  muft  Difcovery  make. 
Hell  s  Brazen  Gates  he  firft  muft  break,  then  far 
Muft  wander  thro'  old  Night,  and  thro'  the  War 
Of  antique  Chaos ;  and,  when  thefe  are  paft. 
Meet  Hcav'n's  Out-guards  who  fcout  upon  the  Waftc ; 
At  every  Station  muft  be  bid  to  ftand, 
And  forc'd  to  anfwer  every  ftridt  demand. 

Mol.  This  glorious  Enrerprize {_Rij'^£  «f  • 

Lttcif. RalTi  An^el,  ftay; 

{Rijing,  and  laying  his  Scepter  on  Moloch'j  HeaJ. 
That  Palm  is  mine,  which  none  ftall  take  away. 
Hot  Braves,  like  thee,  may  fight  j  but  know  not  well 
To  manage  this,  the  laft  great  Stake  of  Hell. 
Why  am  I  rank'd  in  State  above  the  reft. 
If  while  I  ftand  of  Sovereign  Pow'r  pofleft. 
Another  dares,  in  Danger,  farther  go? 
Kings  are  not  made  for  Eafe,  and  Pageant-ftiow. 
Who  would  be  Conqueror,  muft  venture  all: 
He  merits  not  to  Rife,  who  dares  not  Fall. 

Am/.  The  Pfaife,  and  Danger,  then,  be  all  your  own, 
Lucif.  On  this  Foundation  I  ereft  my  Throne : 
Thro'  brazen  Gates,  vaft  Chaos,  and  old  Night, 
I'll  force  my  Way  j  and  upwards  fteer  my  Flight  : 
Difcova-  this  new  World,  and  newer  Man ; 
Make  him  my  Foot-ftcp  to  mount  Heav'n  again : 
Then,  in  the  Clemency  of  upward  Air, 
We'll  fcour  our  Spots,  and  the  dire  Thunders  fear. 
With  aU  the  Remnants  of  th'  unlucky  War, 
And  once  again  grow  bright,  and  once  again  grow  fair. 
uiffn.  Mc«n  time  the  "Youth  of  Hell  ftri(St  guard  may 
.^aui  fet  tlieir  Gentries  to  the  utmoft  Deep,  [keep. 
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That  no  Etherial  Parafite  may  come 
To  fpy  our  Ills,  and  tell  glad  Tales  at  home. 

LuciJ.  Before  yon' Brimftone  Lake  thrice  ebb  and  flow, 
(Alas,  that  we  muft  meafure  Time  by  Woe!) 
I  fhall  return :  (my  Mind  prefages  wellj 
And  outward  lead  the  Colonies  of  Hell. 
Your  Care  I  much  approve  j  what  Time  remains. 
Seek  to  forget,  at  leaft  divert  your  Pains 
With  Sports  and  Mufick,  in  the  Vales  and  Fields, 
And  whatc'er  Joy  Co  fad  a  Climate  yields. 

Betwixt  the  firfi  Act  and  the  fecond,  while  the  Chiefs  fit  in 
the  Palace,  may  be  expreffcd  the  Sports  of  the  Dei  iis  j  as 
Fights  and  dancing  in  Grotefque  Figures :  And  a  Song  ex^ 
frejjtng  the  Change  of  their  Condition  j  vhat  they  enjofd 
before,  and  how  they  fell  bravely  in  Battle,  having  deferv'd 
Viciory  by  their  Valour,  end  what  (hey  would  have  dmie  if 
they  ha/conqf*er\L 


A  C  T   II.    SCENE    I. 

SCENE    A  Champaign  Country. 

Adam,  as  newly  created,  laid  on  a  Bed  of  Mofs  wid  Flowers 
by  a  Rock. 

Adam.  TT 7  HAT  am  I?  or  from  whence?  For  that  I 
W       am  [%%. 

I  know,  becaufe  I  think  j  but  whence  I  came. 
Or  how  this  Frame  of  mine  began  to  be, 
What  other  Being  can  difcloie  to  me  ? 
I  move,  I  fee,  I  Ipcak,  difcourfe,  and  know. 
Though  now  I  am ;  I  was  not  always  fo. 
Then  that  from  which  I  was,  muft  be  before; 
Whom,  as  my  Spring  of  Being,  I  adore. 
How  full  of  Ornament  is  all  I  view 
In  all  its  Paits!  and  feems  as  beautiful  as  new: 
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O  goodly  ordcr'd  Work!  O  Pow'r  Divine, 
Of  thee  I  am,  and  what  I  am  is  thine ! 

Raphael  defcends  to  Adam  in  a  Cleud. 
R-tphael.  Firft  of  Mankind,  made  o'er  the  Wcwld  to  reign^ 
Whole  fruitful  Loins  an  unborn  Kind  contain, 
Well  haft  thou  reafon'd:  Of  himfelf  is  none 
But  that  Eternal  Infinite,  and  One, 
Who  never  did  begin,  who  ne'er  can  end ; 
On  Him  all  Beings,  as  their  Source,  depend. 
We  firft,  v/ho  of  his  Image  moft  partake, 
Whom  He  all  Spirit,  Immortal,  Pure  did  make. 
Man  next ;  whofe  Race  exalted,  muft  fupply 
The  Place  of  thofe  who,  falling,  loft  the  Sky. 

Adam.  Bright  Minifter  of  Heav'n,  fent  here  below 
To  me,  who  but  begin  to  think  and  know ; 
If  fuch  could  fall  from  Blifs,  who  knew  and  (aw. 
By  near  Admiflion,  their  Creator's  Law, 
What  Hopes  have  I,  from  Heav'n  remote  fo  far, 
To  keep  thofe  Laws,  unknowing  when  I  err  ? 

Raphael.  Right  Reafon's  Law  to  every  human  Hearf» 
Th' Eternal,  as  his  Image,  will  impart; 
This  teaches  to  adore  Heaven's  Majefty ; 
.  In  Pray'r  and  Praife  docs  all  Devotion  lyC: 
t  So  doing,  thou  and  all  thy  Race  are  bleft. 

Adam.  Of  every  creeping  thing,  of  Bird,  and  6ea(t» 
1  fee  the  Kinds :  In  Pairs  diftindt  they  go ; 
The  Males  their  Loves,  their  Lovers  Females  know. 
Thou  nam'dft  a  Race  which  muft  proceed  from  me. 
Yet  my  whole  Species  in  my  felf  I  fee : 
A  barren  Sex,  and  fingle,  of  no  ufej 
But  full  of  Forms  which  I  can  ne'er  produce. 

Raphael.  Think  not  the  Pow'r,  who  made  thee  thus. 
No  way  like  theirs  to  propagate  thy  Kind :         [can  fin4 
Mean  time,  live  happy  in  thy  felf  alone ; 
Like  him  who,  fingle,  fills  th*  Etherial  Throne. 
To  ftudy  Nature  will  thy  Time  empfoy  j 
Knowledge  and  Innocence  are  perfeft  Joy. 

Adam,  if  Solitude  were  beft,  th' All- wife  above 
Had  made  no  Creature  for  himfdf  to  love. 

ladi 
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I  add  not  to  the  Pow'r  he  had  before; 

Yet  to  make  me,  extends  his  Goodnefs  more. 

He  would  not  be  alone,  who  all  things  can ; 

But  peopled  Heav'n  with  Angels,  Earth  with  Man. 

Raphael.  As  Man  and  Angeis  to  the  Deity, 
So  all  inferior  Creatures  are  to  thee. 
Heav'n's  Greatnefs  no  Society  can  bear ; 
Servants  he  made,  and  thofe  thou  want'rt:  not  here. 

Adam.  Why  did  he  Reafon  in  my  Soul  implant. 
And  Speech,  th'  Effea  of  Reafon  ?  To  the  Mute 
My  Speech  is  loft ;  my  Reafon,  to  the  Brute, 
Love  and  Society  more  Bleffings  bring 
To  them,  the  Slaves,  than  Pow'r  to  me  their  King, 

Raphael.  Thus  far  to  try  thee;  but  to  Heav'n  'twas 
It  was  not  beft  for  Man  to  be  alone ;  [known. 

An  Equal,  yet  thy  Subje6t,  is  defign'd 
For  thy  foil:  Hours,  and  to  unbend  thy  Mind. 
Thy  ftronger  Soul  fhall  her  weak  Reafon  fwayj 
And  thou,  through  Love,  her  Beauty  /halt  obey : 
Thou  fhalt  fccure  her  helplefs  Sex  from  Harms, 
And  (he  thy  Cares  fhall  fweeten  with  her  Charms. 

Adam.  What  more  can  Heav'n  beftow,  or  Man  require  ? 

Aaphael.  Yes,  he  can  give  beyond  thy  own  Defxre. 
A  Manlion  is  provided  thee,  more  fair 
Than  this,  and  worthy  Heav'n's  peculiar  Care : 
Not  fram'd  of  common  Earth,  nor  Fruits,  nor  Flowers^ 
Of  vulgar  Growth,  but  like  Celeftial  Bowers : 
The  Soil  luxuriant,  and  the  Fruit  divine,  ^ 

Where  golden  Apples  on  green  Branches  fhine,  \ 

And  purple  Grapes  dilTolvc  into  immortal  Wincj  \ 

For  Noon-day's  Heat  are  clofcr  Arbours  made. 
And  for  frcfh  Ev'ning  Air  the  op'ner  Glade. 
Afcend ;  and,  as  we  go. 
More  Wonders  thou  fhalt  knew. 

Adam.  And,  as  we  go,  Jet  Earth  and  Heav'n  above 
Sound  our  great  Maker's  Pow'r  and  greater  Love. 

IThey  afcend  to  Jbft  Muftck,  md  a  Song  is  JUng'. 

Zhe  Seem  changes,  and  reprefents,  above,  a  Sun  glorioujly  r'h- 
ftngy  and  moving  orbicHlarly-j  at  a,  Dijiance,  below,  is  the 

Moffn, 
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Meon  \  the  Tart  next  the  Sun  enlightened,  the  other  dark. 
A  Mack  Cloud  comes  lohirl'mg  from  the  adverje  Part  of  tht 
Hea,vtns,  bearing  Lucifer  in  it  j  at  his  nearer  Approach  the 
Sody  of  the  Sun  is  darkeifd. 

Lucifer.  Am  I  become  fo  monftrous  ?  fo  disfigur'd, 
That  Nature  cannot  fuffcr  my  Approach, 
.Or  look  me  in  the  Face?  but  ftands  aghafti 
And  that  fair  Light  which  gilds  this  new-made  Orb, 
Shorn  of  his  Beams,  fhrinks  in ;  accurft  Ambition ! 
And  thou,  black  Empire  of  the  neather  World, 
How  dearly  have  I  bought  you !  But,  'tis  paft ; 
I  have  already  gone  too  far  to  flop, 
And  muft  pufh  on  my  dire  Revenge,  in  ruin 
Of  this  gay  Frame,  and  Man,  my  upftart  Rival, 
In  fcorn  of  me  created.    Down,  my  Pride, 
And  all  my  fwelling  Thoughts;  I  mufl  forget, 
Awhile,  I  am  a  Devil,  and  put  on 
A  fmooth  fubmiflive  Face ;  elfe  I,  in  vain 
Have  paft  through  Night  and  Chaos,  to  difcovcr 
Thofe  enVy'd  Skies  again  which  I  have  loft. 
But  ftay ;  far  off,  I  fee  a  Chariot  driv'n. 
Flaming  with  Beams,  and  in  it  Uriel, 
One  of  the  Seven,  (I  know  his  hated  Face) 
AVho  flands  in  Prefence  of  th' Eternal  Throne, 
And  feems  the  Regent  of  that  glorious  Light. 

From  that  Part  of  the  Heavens  where  the  Sun  appears,  a  Cha- 
riot is  difcovered  drawn  n>ith  white  Horfes,  and  in  it  Uriel 
the  Regent  of  the  Sua.  The  Chariot  moves  fwiftly  towards 
Lucifer,  and  at  UrielV  Approach  tht  Sun  recovers  his  Light. 

Uriel.  Spirit,  who  art  thou,  and  from  whence  arriv'd  ? 
(For  I  remember  not  thy  Face  in  Heav'n) 
Or  by  Command,  or  hither  led  by  Choice  ? 
Or  wander'ff  thou  within  this  lucid  Orb, 
And  flray'd  from  thofe  fair  Fields  of  Light  above, 
Amidft  this  new  Creation  want'il  a  Guide, 
To  recondudi  thy  Steps  ? 

Lucifer . 
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Lucifer.        < Bright  Uriel, 

Chief  of  the  Seven,  thou  flaming  Minifter, 
Who  guard'ft  this  new-created  Orb  of  Light, 
(The  World's  Eye  that,  and  thou  the  Eye  of  it) 
Thy  Favour  and  high  Office  make  thee  known : 
An  humble  Cherub  I,  and  of  lefs  Note, 
Yet,  bold,  by  thy  Permiflion,  hither  come. 
On  high  Diicoveries  bent. 

Uriel.  ■    '  Speak  thy  Defign. 

Lucifer.  Urg'd  by  Renown  of  what  I  heard  abovCj 
Divulg'd  by  Angels  neareft  Heav'n's  high  King, 
Concerning  this  new  World,  I  came  to  view 
(If  worthy  fuch  a  Favour)  and  admire 
TKs  laft  Effcft  of  eur  great  Maker's  Pow'r : 
Thence,  to  my  wond'ring  Fellows  I  fhall  turn, 
Full  fraught  with  joyful  Tidings  of  thefe  Works, 
New  Matter  of  his  Praife,  and  of  our  Songs. 

Uriel.  Thy  Bufmers  is  not  what  dcferves  my  Blame, 
Nor  thou  thy  felf  unwelcome ;  fee,  fair  Spirit, 
Below  yon'  Sphere  (of  Matter  not  unlike  it) 
There  nangs  the  Ball  of  Earth  and  Water  mixt, 
Self-center'd  and  unmov'd. 

Lucifer.  ■ ■ But  where  dwells  Man  ? 

Uriel.  On  yonder  Mount;  thou  fee'ft  it  fenc'd  with 
And  round  th'  Afcent  a  Theatre  of  Trees,  [Rocks, 

A  fylvan  Scene,  which  rifing  by  Degrees, 
Leads  up  the  Eye  below,  nor  gluts  the  Sight 
With  one  full  Pro(pe<ft,  but  invites  by  many. 
To  view  at  laft  the  whole :  There  his  Abode, 
Thither  dired  thy  Flight, 

Lucifer. O  bleft  be  thou, 

Who  to  my  low  Converfe  haft  lent  thy  Ear, 
And  favour 'd  my  Requeft;  Hail,  and  farewel. 

[Flies  dowmvard  out  of  Sight. 
Uriel.  Not  unobferv'd  thou  goeft,  whoe'er  thou  art  j 
Whether  fome  Spirit  on  holy  Purpofc  bent. 
Or  fome  fell'n  Angel  from  below  broke  loofe. 
Who  com'ft  with  envious  Eyes  and  curft  Intent, 
To  view  this  World  and  its  created  Lord :  - 

Here  TYiU  I  watch,  and,  while  nay  Orb  rouls  on, 
-.,...-L  Purfu« 
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Purfue  from  hence  thy  much  fufpefted  Flight, 
And,  if  difguis'd,  pierce  through  with  Beams  of  Lighti 
[The  Chariot  drives  forward  out  of  Sight. 

the   SCENE  Paradlfe. 

Trets  ettt  out  on  each  Side,  with  fiveral  Fruits  upon  them ;  it 
Fountain  in  the  Midji:  At  the  far  End  the  Prof^eB  termi- 
nates in  Wnlh. 
Adam.  If  this  be  dreaming,  let  me  never  wakej 

But  ftiU  the  Joys  of  that  fweet  Sleep  partake. 

Methought  — but  why  do  I  my  Bliis  delay 

By  thinking  what  I  thought?  Fair  Vifion  ftay; 

My  better  Half,  thou  fofter  Part  of  me,  "l 

To  whom  I  yield  my  boafled  Soveraignty,  S 

1  fcek  my  felf,  and  find  not,  wanting  thee,  [Exit^ 

Enter  Eve. 

Eve.  Tell  me,  ye  Hills  and  Dales,  and  thou  fair  Sun, 

Who  fliin'ft  above,  what  am  I  ?  whence  begun  ? 

Like  my  felf,  I  fee  nothing :  From  each  Tree 

The  feather'd  Kind  peep  down  to  look  on  me ; 

And  Beads  with  up-caft  Eyes  forfake  their  Shade, 

And  gaie,  as  if  I  were  to  be  obey'd. 

Sure  I  am  fomewhat  which  they  wifh  to  be. 

And  cannot  j  I  my  felt  am  proud  of  me. 

What's  here  ?  another  Firmament  below, 

[Looks  into  it  Fountain. 

Spead  wide,  an4  other  Tr^es  that  downward  grow  i 

And  now  a  Face  peeps  up,  and  now  draws  near. 

With  fmiling  Looks,  as  plcas'd  to  fee  me  here. 

As  I  advance,  fo  that  advances  too. 

And  feems  to  imitate  wbare'er  I  do : 

when  I  begin  to  fneak,  the  Lips  it  moves; 

Streams  drown  the  Voice,  or  it  would  fay  it  loves. 

Yet  when  I  would  embrace,  it  will  not  ftay : 

[Stoops  down  to  embrace] 

Loft  e'er  'tis,  held  j  when  neareft,  far  away. 

Ah,  fair,  yet  faife;  ah  Being  forni'd  to  cheat, 

67  feeming  Kindneis,  B3ixt  with  deep  Deceit. 

Fmvr 
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Enter  Adam. 

Mam.  O  Virgin,  Hcav'n  begot,  and  born  of  Man, 
Thou  faireH:  of  thy  great  Creator's  Works  j 
Thee,  Goddcfs,  thee  th' Eternal  did  ordain 
His  fofter  Subftitute  on  Earth  to  reign : 
And,  wherefoe'er  thy  happy  Footfteps  tread. 
Nature  in  triumph  after  thee  is  led. 
Angels  with  Plealure  view  thy  matchlcfs  Grace, 
And  bve  their  Maker's  Image  in  thy  Face. 

Eve.  O,  only  like  my  feif,  (for  nothing  here 
So  graceful,  fo  majeftick  does  appear :) 
Art  thou  the  Form  my  longing  Eyes  did  fee, 
Loos'd  from  thy  Fountain,  and  come  out  to  me? 
Yet  fure  thou  art  not,  nor  thy  Face  the  fame. 
Nor  thy  Limbs  moulded  in  fo  foft  a  Frame } 
Thou  look'il  more  fternly,  doft  more  ftrongly  movej 
And  more  of  Awe  thou  bear'ft,  and  lefs  of  Love. 
Yet  pleas'd  I  hear  thee,  and  above  the  reft} 
I,  next  my  ftif,  admire  and  love  thee  beft. 

Adam.  Made  to  command,  thus  freely  I  obey. 
And  at  thy  Feet  the  whole  Creation  lay. 
Pity  that  Love  thy  Beauty  does  beget ; 
What  more  I  (hall  defire,  I  know  not  yet. 
'Firft  let  us  lock'd  in  clofe  Embraces  be. 
Thence  I,  perhaps,  may  teach  my  felf  and  thee. 

Eve.  Somewhat  forbids  me,  which  I  cannot  namcf. 
For  ignorant  of  Guilt,  I  fear  not  Shame: 
But  fome  reftraining  Thought,  I  know  not  why. 
Tells  me  you  long  (hould  beg,  I  long  deny. 

Adam.  In  vain!  my  Right  to  thee  is  fcal'd  above; 
Look  round  and  fee  where  thou  canft  place  thy  Lovc^ 
All  Creatures  elfc  arc  much  unworthy  thee ; 
They  match'd,  and  thou  alone  art  left  for  me. 
If  not  to  Love,  we  both  were  made  in  vain  j 
I  my  new  Empire  would  reiign  again. 
And  change  with  my  dumb  Slaves  my  nobler  Mind,. 
Who,  void  of  Reafon,  more  of  Pleafure  find. 
Methinks  for  me  they  beg,  each  filently 
Demands  thy  Grace,  and  fcems  to  watch  thy  Eye. 


4i     ^e  State  </ Innocence, 

"Eve.  I  well  fore-fee,  when  e'er  thy  Suit  I  grant. 
That  I  my  much-lov'd  Sovereignty  fhall  want: 
Or  like  my  felf,  fome  other  may  be  madcj 
And  her  new  Beauty  may  thy  Heart  invade. 

Mam.  Could  Heav'n  fome  greater  Mafter-piece  devilc. 
Set  out  with  al[the  Glories  of  the  Skies : 
That  Beauty  yet  in  vain  he  fliould  decree, 
UrJefs  he  made  another  Heart  for  me. 

Eve.  With  how  much  cafe  I,  whom  I  love,  believe! 
Giving  mj  felf,  my  want  of  Worth  I  grieve. 
Here,  my  inviolable  Faith  I  plight. 
So,  thou  be  my  Defence,  I,  thy  Delight. 

[^Exeunt,  he  leading  her. 

ACT  III.    SCENE  I. 

SCENE    Paradije, 

Lucif.  T?Air  place;  yet  what  is  this  to  Heav'n,  where  I 
Jr  Sate  next,  fo  almoft  equall'd  the  moft  High? 
I  doubted,  meafuring  both,  who  was  more  ftrong } 
Then,  v/iUing  to  forget  time  fince  fo  long, 
Scarce  thought  I  was  created :  Vain  defire 
Of  Empire,  in  my  Thoughts  ftill  fhot  me  higher, 
To  mount  above  his  facred  Head :  Ah  why. 
When  he  fo  kind,  was  fo  ungrateful  I  ? 
He  bounteoufly  beftow'd  unenvy'd  Good 
On  me :  In  arbitrary  Grace  I  flood : 
T'  acknowledge  this,  was  all  he  did  exa&  j 
Small  Tribute,  where  the  Will  to  pay  was  Aft. 
I  mourn  it  now,  unable  to  repent. 
As  he,  who  knows  my  hatred  to  relent. 
Jealous  of  Pow'r  once  queftion'd ;  Hope,  farewel ; 
And  with  Hope,  Fear  j  no  depth  below  my  Hell 
Can  be  prepar'd :  Then,  111  be  thou  my  Good  j 
And  vaft  Deftrudtion,  be  my  Envy's  Food. 

Thus 
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Thus  I,  with  Heav'n,  divided  Empire  gain  -,  > 

Seducing  Man,  I  make  his  Proje<£t  vain.  > 

And,  in  one  Hour,  deftroy  his  fix  Days  pain.  3 

They  come  again ;  I  muft  retire. 

Enter  Adam  and  Eve. 
Adam.  Thus  fhall  we  live  in  perfeft  Blifs,  and  fee, 
Deathlefs  our  felves,  our  num'rous  Progeny. 
Thou  young  and  beauteous,  my  Defires  to  blefs  j 
I,  ftiU  defiring,  what  I  ftill  poflcfs. 

Eve.  Heav'n,  from  whence  Love  (our  greateft  BlelTing 
Can  give  no  more,  but  ftill  to  be  the  iame.  [came; 

Thou  more  of  Pleafiire  may'ft  with  me  partake  j 
I,  more  of  Pride,  becaufe  thy  Blifs  I  make. 

Adam.  When  to  my  Arms  thou  brought'il  thy  Vir^ 
Fair  Angels  fung  our  Bridal  Hymn  above:  -  [LovCi 

Th'  eternal,  nodding,  {hook  the  Firmament, 
And  confcious  Nature  gave  her  glad  Confcnt. 
Rofes  unbid,  and  ev'ry  fragrant  FlowY, 
Flew  from  their  Stalks,  to  ftrow  thy  Nuptial  Bower; 
The  furr'd  and  feathcr'd  Kind  the  triumph  did  purfue. 
And  Filhcs  leap'd  above  the  Streams,  the  f  ifling  Pom^ 
to  view. 
Eiie,  When  your  kind  Eyes  look'd  languifhing  on  mine. 
And  wreathing  Arms  did  fbft  Embraces  join, 
A  doubtful  trembling  feiz.'d  mc  firft  all  o'erj 
Then,  wifties ;  and  a  warmth,  unknown  before : 
What  foUow'd,  was  all  Ecftafie  and  Trance  j 
Immortal  Pleafures  round  my  fwimmingEyes  did  dance, 
And  fpeechlefs  Joys,  in  whofe  fweet  Tumult  toft, 
I  thought  my  Breath,  and  my  new  Being  loft, 
iw//.  O  Death  to  hear !  and  a  worfe  Hell  on  Earth : 

lAfidt. 
What  mad  Profufion  on  this  clod-bom  Birth : 
Abyfs  of  Joys,  as  if  Heav'n  meant  to  {hew 
What,  in  bafc  Matters,  fuch  a  Hand  could  do : 
Or  was  his  Virtue  fpent,  and  he  no  more 
With  Angels  could  fupply  th'  exhaufted  Store 
Of  which  I  fwept  the  Sky  ?— — — 
And  wanting  Subjedls  to  his  haughty  Will, 
On  this  mean  Work,  employ'd  his  trifling  SkiJl. 
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"Eve.  Bleft  in  our  (elves,  ali  Pleafures  clfe  abound  j 
"Without  our  Care,  behold  th' unlaboured  Ground, 
Bounteous  of  Fruit,  above  our  fliady  Bowers 
The  creeping  Jefs'min  thrufts  her  fragrant  Flowers  j    ■-' 
The  Myrtle,  Orange,  and  the  blufhing  Rofe,  ^ 

With  bending  heaps  fo  nigh  their  Blooms  difclofe,  > 
Each  feemsto  fmeil  the  Flavour  which  the  other  blows:  3 
By  thefe  the  Peach,  the  Guava,  and  the  Pine,  'i 

And  creeping  'twixt  'em  all,  the  mant'iing  Vine,  ^ 

Does  round  their  Trunks  her  purple  Clufters  twine.     ^ 

Adam,  All  thefe  are  ours,  all  Nature's  Excellence 
tVhofe  Tafte  or  Smell  can  blefs  the  feafted  ScnfCj 
One  only  Fruit,  in  the  mid  Garden  )^\x<fd, 
(The  Tree  of  Knowledge,)  is  r  iiy'd  our  Taftci 
(Our  proof  of  Duty  to  our  Maker's  Will .) 
Of  Difobedience,  Death's  the  threatncd  111. 

Eve.  Death  is  fome  harm,  which,  tho'  we  know  not 
Since  thrcatned,  we  muft  needs  imagine  great :         [yet. 
And  fure  he  merits  it,  who  dilbbeys 
That  one  command,  and  one  of  fo  much  eafe. 

Lucif.  Muft  they  then  die,  if  they  attempt  to  know  ? 
He  fees  they  would  rebel,  and  keeps  them  low. 
On  this  Foundation  I  their  Ruin  lay, 
Hope  to  know  more  fhall  tempt  to  difobey. 
I  fell  by  this,  and,  fince  their  Strength  is  lefs. 
Why  fliould  not  equal  Means  give  like  Succefs? 

Adam   Come,  my  fair  Lore,  our  Morning's  Task  we 
Some  Labour  cv'n  the  eafieft  Life  wouM  chule:      [k)fcj 
Ours  is  not  great;  the  dangling  Boughs  to  crop, 
"Whcfe  too  luxuriant  growth  our  Alleys  ftop, 
And  choak  the  Paths:  This  our  Delight  requires* 
And  Heav'n  no  more  of  daily  Work  defires. 

Eve.  With  thee  to  live,  is  Paradile  alone: 
"Without  the  pleafurc  of  thy  Sight,  is  none. 
I  fear  fmall  Progress  will  be  made  this  Day; 
So  much  our  Kiiles  will  our  Task  delay.  {Exeunl. 

Lucif.  Why  have  not  I  like  thefe,  a  Body  too, 
Form'd  for  the  lame  Delights  wiiich  they  purfae  ? 
r  could  (fo  varioufly  my  Partlons  move  J 
Enjoy  and  blaft  her,  in  the  Ad^  of  Love. 

UnwiU- 
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Unwillingly  I  hate  fuch  Excellence; 
She  wrong'd  me  not}  but  I  revenge  th*  OfTcnce 
Thro'  her,  on  tieav'n,  whofc  Thunder  took  away 
My  Birth-right  Skies !  Live  happy  whilft  you  may, 
Bleft  Pair,  y'are  not  allow'd  another  Day !  \i.xit 

Gabriel  and  Ithuriel  defcend,  carried  on  bright  Clfuds;  md 
fiying  crofs  each  Inher,  then  light  on  the  Ground. 

Oabriel.  Ithuriel,  fince  we  two  Commiffion'd  are 
From  Heav'n  the  Guardians  of  this  new-made  Pair, 
Each  mind  his  Chargej  for.  fee,  the  Night  draws  on,' 
And  rifing  Mifts  purfue  the  fctting  Sun. 

Ithuriel.  Bleft  is  our  Lot  to  ferve ;  our  Task  We  know : 
To  watch,  leaft  any,  from  th'  Abyfs  below. 
Broke  loofe,  difturb  their  Sleep  with  Dreams ;  or  worfe, 
Aflauk  their  Beings  with  fuperior  Force. 

[  Uriel //«  dorm  from  the.  Sun, 

Uriel.  Gairiel,  if  now  the  Watch  be  fet,  prepare 
"With  ftrifteft  Guard,  to  fhow  thy  utmofl  Care. 
This  Morning  came  a  Spirit,  fair  he  feem'd, 
"Whom,  by  his  Face,  I  fbme  young  Cherub  deem'd  5 
Of  Man  he  much  inquir'd,  and  where  his  place. 
With  fhews  of  Zeal  to  praife  his  Maker's  Gracej 
But  I,  with  watchful  Eyes,  obferv'd  his  Flight, 
And  faw  him  on  yon  Ikcpy  Mount  alight ; 
There,  as  he  thought  unfcen,  he  laid  aiide 
His  borrow'd  Mask,  and  re-aflum'd  his  Pride: 
I  mark'd  his  Looks,  averfe  to  Heav'n  and  Good} 
Dusky  he  grew,  and  long  revolving  flood' 
Oa  fome  deep,  dark  Defign;  thence  fhot  with  hafl:e» 
And  o'er  the  Mounds  of  Paradife  he  paft  :^ 
By  his  proud  Port,  he  feem'd  the  Prince  of  Hell ; 
And  here  he  lurks,  in  Shades,  'till  Night :  Search  well 
Each  Grove  and  Thicket,  pry  in  ev'ry  Shape, 
Leaft,  hid  in  fome,  th'  arch  Hypocrite  cfcape. 

Gabriel.  If  any  Spirit  come  t' invade,  or  fcout 
From  Hell,  what  earthy  Fence  can  keep  him  out? 
But  reft  fecure  of  this,  he  fliall  be  found, 
And  taken,  or  profcrib'd  this  happy  Ground. 

Jihh.  Thou  to  the  Eaft,  I  wcftward  walk  the  round, 
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And  meet  we  in  the  midft.    Uriel.  Heav'n  your  Defign 
Succeed  j  your  Charge  requires  you,  and  me  mine. 

[Uriel  jUes  forvmrd  out  of  Sight  j  the  two  Aflgils  txe- 
emt  feveraUj. 

A  Night-ftece  of  a  fleafant  Bover :  A^ara  mid  Eve  ajltef 
in  it. 

"Enter  Lucifer. 
Lucifer.  So,  now  they  lye  fecure  in  Love,  and  ftcep 

Their  fated  Senfes  in  full  Draughts  of  Sleep. 

By  what  fure  Means  can  I  their  Blifs  invade? 

By  Violence?  No;  for  they^re  immortal  made. 

Their  Reafon  fleeps,  but  mimick  Fancy  wakes, 

Supplies  her  Parts,  and  wild  Ideas  takes 

From  Words  and  Things,  ill  forted  and  misjoyn'd ; 

The  Anarchy  of  Thought,  and  Chaos  of  the  Mind : 

Hence  Dreams  confiis'd  and  various  may  arifcj 

Thefe  will  I  fet  before  the  Woman's  Eyes; 

The  weaker  fhe,  and  made  mj  eafier  Prey; 

Vain  Shows  and  Pomp  the  fofter  Sex  betray. 

[Lucifer y7/j  down  by  Eve,  md  ftetm  to  whiff er  htr  in 
her  Ear. 

A  Vifion,  whert  d  Tree  rifes  loaden  with  Frmt;  four  SpiriH 
rife  with  it,  md  draw  n  Cmopy  out  of  the  Tree;  other  Spi- 
rits dance  about  the  Tree  in  deform'd  Shapes;    after  the 
Dance  an  Angel  enters,  with  a  Woman  habited  Uke  Eve. 
Angel.  [Singing.']  Look  up,  look  up,  and  fee 

What  Heav'n  prepares  for  theej 

Look  up,  and  this  fair  Fruit  behold. 

Ruddy  it  fmiles,  and  rich  with  Streaks  of  Gold. 

The  loaded  Branches  downward  bend. 
Willing  they  floop,  and  thy  fair  Hand  attend. 
Fair  Mother  of  Mankind,  make  hafte. 
And  blefs,  and  blefs  thy  Scnfes  with  the  Taflc. 

Weman.  No,  'tis  forbiddcoi  I 
Iq  tafKng  it  fhall  dye. 

Angel.  Say,  who  enjoyn'd  this  harfh  Command. 

WemM.  "Twas  Heav'n  i  and  who  can  Heav'n  withftaad? 

Angel, 
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Jingel.  Why  was  it  made  Co  fair,  why  plac'd  in  Sight? 
Hcav'n  is  too  good  to  envy  Man's  Delight. 
See,  we  before  thy  Face  will  try 
What  thou  fo  fear'ft,  and  will  not  dye. 

[The  Angel  takes  the  Fruit  and  gives  to  the  Spirits,  »h* 
dancd;  they  immediately  put  ^  their  deform' d  Shapes, 
and  appear  j4ngels.  [here ! 

Angels.  [Singing.']  Behold  what  a  Change  on  a  fudden  is 
How  glorious  in  Beauty,  how  bright  they  appear ! 
From  Spirits  deform'd  they  are  Deities  made, 
Their  Pinions  at  pkafure  the  Clouds  can  invade, 

[The  Angel  gives  to  the  Woman,  who  eats. 
Till  equal  in  Honour  they  rife 
With  him  who  commands  in  the  Skies  j 
Then  taftc  without  Fear,  and  be  happy  and  wife. 

Woman.  Ah,  now  I  believe;  fuch  a  Pleafure  I  find, 
As  enlightens  my  Eyes,  and  enlivens  my  Mind. 

[pje  Spirits  who  are  tttro'd  Angels,  fly  up  when  theyhdfv* 
tajled. 
I  only  repent 
I  deferr'd  my  Content. 

Angel.  Now  wifer  Experience  has  taught  yo«  to  prov* 
What  a  Folly  it  is, 
Out  of  Fear  to  ihun  Blifs. 
To  the  Joy  that's  forbidden  we  eagerly  movci 
It  inhanccs  the  Price,  and  increafes  the  Love. 
Chorus  ef  both.  To  the  Joy,  ^. 

Two  Angels  defcend;  they  take  the  Woman  each  by  the  H/mJ, 
and  fly  up  with  her  out  of  Sight.  The  Angel  who  fung, 
and  the  Spirits  who  held  the  Canopy,  at  the  fame  Inflaai 
fink  down  with  the  Tree. 

Enter  Gabriel  and  Ithuriel  to  Lucifer,  wh9  remains. 
Gabriel.  What  art  thou  ?  fpcak  thy  Name  and  thy  Intent. 
Why  here  alone  ?  and  on  what  Errand  fent  ? 
Not  from  above;  no,  thy  wan  Looks  betray 
Diminilh'd  Light,  and  Eyes  unus'd  to  Day. 

Lucifer.  Not  to  know  me,  argues  thy  felf  unknown ;' 
Time  was  when,  Ihining  next  th'ImperijU  Thionc; 

I 
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I  fate  in  awful  State;  while  fuch  as  thou 

t)id  in  th'  ignoble  Crowd  at  Diftance  bow. 
Gabriel.  Think'ft  thou,  vain  Spirit,  thy  Glories  are  the 

And  feeft  not  Sin  obfcures  thy  God-like  Frame  ?    [lame  ? 

1  know  thee  now  by  thy  ungrateful  Pride, 

That  fhows  me  what  thy  faded  Looks  did  hide. 

^raytor  to  hira  who  made,  and  fet  thee  high, 

Ancl,  Fool,  that  Pow'r  which  form'd  thee  to  defie. 
Lucifer.  Go,  Slaves,  return,  and  fawn  in  Heav'n  again  j 

Seek  Thanks  from  him  whofe  Quarrel  you  maintain. 

Vile  Wretches!  of  your  Servitude  to  boaft; 

You  bafely  keep  the  Place  I  bravely  loft. 

Ithuriel.  Freedom  is  Choice  of  what  we  will  and  do 

Then  blame  not  Servants  who  are  freely  fo. 

'Tis  bafe  not  to  acknowledge  what  we  owe. 

Ltuijer. Thanks,  however  due,  proclaim  Subje<SHon  yet; 

I  fought  for  Pow'r  to  quit  th'  upbraided  Debt. 

Whoe'er  expedis  our  Thanks,  himfelf  repays, 

And  feems  but  little,  who  can  want  our  Praifc. 
Gabriel.  What  in  us  Duty,  flaows  not  Want  in  himj 

Bleft  in  himfelf  alone "  ■      *■ 

To  whom  no  Praife  we,  by  good  Deeds,  can  addj 

Kor  can  his  Glory  fuffer  from  our  bad. 
.  Made  for  his  ufe;  yet  he  has  form'd  us  fb. 

We,  unconftrain'd,  what  he  commands  us,  do. 

So  praiie  we  him,  and  ferve  him  freely  beftj 

Thus  thou,  by  Choice,  art  fall'n,  and  we  are  bleft, 

Ithuriel.  This,  left  thou  think  thy  Plea  unanfwcr'd,  gOodi 
Our  Queftion  thou  cvad'ft :  How  did'ft  thou  dare 
To  break  Hell  Bounds,  and  near  this  human  Pair 
In  nightly  Ambufti  lye? 

Lucifer.  Lives  there  who  would  not  feek  to  force  his  way 
From  Pain  to  Eafe,  from  Darknefs  to  the  Day  ? 
Should  I,  who  found  the  Means  to  'icape,  not  dare 
To  change  my  fulphrous  Smoak  for  upper  Air? 
When  I,  in  Fight,  fuftain'd  your  Thunderer, 
And  Heav'n  on  me  alone  fpent  half  his  War, 
Think'ft  thou  thofe  Wounds  were  light?  fhouldlnotfeek 
The  .Clemency  of  fome  more  temp'ratc  Clime 

To 
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To  purge  my  Gloom ;  and  by  the  Sun  rcfin'd. 
Bask  in  his  Beams,  and  bleach  me  in  the  Wind? 

Gabriel.  If  Pain  to  fliun  be  all  thy  Bufinefs  here, 
Methinks  thy  Fellows  the  fame  Courfe  (hould  fleer. 
Is  their  Pain  Icfs  who  yet  behind  thee  flay  ? 
Or  thou  lefs  hardy  to  endure  than  they  ? 

Lucifer.  Nor  one,  nor  t'other;  but,  as  Leaders  ought,' 
I  ventur'd  firfl  alone;  firft  Danger  fought; 
And  firfl  explor'd  this  new-created  Frame, 
Which  fili'd  our  dusky  Regions  with  its  Fame; 
In  hopes  my  fainting  Troops  to  fettle  here. 
And  to  defend,  againfl  your  Thunderer, 
This  Spot  of  Earth ;  or  nearer  Heav'n  repair. 
And  forage  to  his  Gates  from  middle  Air. 

Ithuriel.  Fool,  to  believe  thou  any  Part  canfl  gain      y 
From  him,  who  could'fl  not  thy  firfl  Ground  mainta'n.> 

Gabriel.  But  whether  that  Defign,  or  one  as  vain,      N 
T' attempt  the  Lives  of  thefe,  firft  drew  thee  here. 
Avoid  the  Place,  and  never  more  appear 
Upon  this  hallow'd  Earth,  elfe  prove  our  Might. 

Lucifer.  Not  that  I  fear,  do  I  decline  the  Fight: 
You  I  difdain ;  let  me  with  him  contend 
On  whom  your  limitary  Powers  depend. 
More  Honour  from  the  Sender  than  the  Sent : 
Till  then,  I  have  accomplidi'd  my  Intent; 
And  leave  this  Place,  which  but  augments  my  Pain,' 
Gazing  to  wifh,  yet  hopclefsfto  obtain,  [J£xtt. 

[They  follomng  him. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

SCE'^Z  Paradife. 

Adam  md  Eve. 

STrange  was  your  Dream,  and  full  of  fad  Portent ; 
Avert  it,|Heav'n  (if  it  from  Heav'n  were  fenf.) 


jiJam 


Let  on  thy  Foes  the  dire  Prefages  fall; 
To  us  be  good  and  eafy,  when  wc  call. 
Vol.  IV  C  Iv#. 
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E^e.  Behold  from  far  a  breaking  Cloud  nppesirs 
"Which,  in  it,  many  winged  Warriors  bears : 
Their  Glory  fl)Oots  upon  my  aking  Scnfe; 
Thou  flronger  may'ft  endure  the  Flood  of  Light, 
And  while  m  Sliades  I  chear  my  fainting  Sight, 
Encounter  the  dcfcending  Excellence.  [Exit. 

The  Cloud  defcemls  with  fx  Angels  in  it,  and  rchen  it's  mitr 
the  Ground,  breaks,  And  on  titch  Side  difcozers  jix  more: 
They  defcend  out  of  the  Cloud.  Raphael  and  Gabi  iel  di- 
fcourfe  with  Adam,  the  refi  fiaad  at  dijlance. 

Raphael.  Firft  of  Mank  ind,  that  we  from  Heav'n  arc  fent. 
Is  from  Heav'n's  Care  thy  Ruin  to  prevent. 
Th'  Apoftate  Angel  has  by  Night  been  here. 
And  whifper'd  through  thy  flceping  Confort's  Ear 
Delufive  Dreams.    Thus  warn'd  by  us,  beware. 
And  guide  her  Frailty  by  thy  timely  Care. 

Gabriel.  Thefe,  as  thy  Guards  from  outward,  Harms, 
Ills  from  within  thy  Reafon  muft  prevent,        [are  fent ; 

Adam.  Natives  of  Heav'n,  who  in  Compaflion  deign 
To  want  that  Place  where  Joys  immortal  reign, 
In  cai  e  of  me ;  what  Praifes  can  I  pay. 
Defended  in  Obedience  -,  taught  to  obey  ? 

Raphael.  Praife  him  alone  who,  God-like,  form'd  thee 
With  Will  unbounded,  as  a  Deity  j  [free. 

Who  gave  thee  Reafon,  as  thy  Aid,  to  chufe 
Apparent  Good,  and  Evil  to  refufe. 
Obedience  is  that  Good  j  this  Heav'n  cxads. 
And  Heav'n,  all-juft,  from  Man  requires  not  A<Ss 
Which  Man  wants  Pow'r  to  do :  Pow'r  then  is  giv'tt 
Of^doing  Good,  but  not  compell'd  by  Heav'n. 

Gfibriel.  Made  good,  that  thou  doft  to  thy  Maker  owe; 
But  to'ihy  ielf,  if  thou  continu'ft  fo. 

Adam.  Freedom  of  Wi  1  of  all  good  things  is  bell, 
But  can, it  be  by  finite  Man  poflcft? 
I  know  not  how  Heav'n  can  communicate 
What  equals  Man  to  his  Creator's  State. 

B^.phMl.  Heav'n  cannot  give  his  boundlels  Pow'r  awar. 
But  bounalcfs  Libeity  of  Choice  he  may. 

So 
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So  Orbs  from  the  firfl  Mover  Motion  take. 
Yet  each  their  proper  Revolutions  make. 

Adam.  Grant  Heav'n could  once  havegivenus  Liberty 
Are  we  not  bounded,  now,  by  firm  Decree, 
Since  whatfoe'er  is  prcordain'd  muft  be  ? 
Elfe  Heav'n  for  Man  Events  might  preordain. 
And  Man's  free  Will  might  make  thofe  Orders  vain. 

Gabriel.  Th'  Eternal,  when  he  did  the  World  create^ 
All  other  Agents  did  neceflkate: 
So  what  he  order'd,  they  by  Nature  do ; 
Thus  light  things  mount,  and  heavy  downward  g«. 
Man  only  boafts  an  arbitrary  State. 

Mam.  Yet  Caufes  their  Effects  ncceflitate 
In  willing  Agents :  Where  is  Freedom  then  ? 
Or  who  can  Dreak  the  Chain  which  limits  Men 
To  act  what  is  unchangeably  forccaft. 
Since  the  firft  Caufc  gives  Motion  to  the  laft  ? 

Raphael.  Wcvi'n  by  fore-knowing  what  will  furelybc,? 
Does  only,  firft,  Effedts  in  Caufes  fee,  S 

And  finds,  but  does  not  make  NeccfHty.  ^ 

Creation  is  of  Pow'r  and  Will  th'Efteft, 
Foreknowledge  only  of  his  Intellcdl : 
His  Prefcience  makes  not,  but  fuppofcs  things  j 
Infers  NeccfTity  to  be,  not  brings. 
Thus  thou  art  not  conftrain'd  to  Good  or  111; 
(Caufes  which  work  th'EffexSt,  force  not  the  Will. 

Adam.  The  Force  unfecn,  and  diftant,  I  confcfsj 
But  the  long  Chain  makes  not  the  Bondage  Icfs. 
Ev'n  Man  himfelf  may  to  himfelf  fccm  free. 
And  think  that  Choice  which  isNeceffity.  [State? 

Gabriel.  And  who  but  Man  fliould  judge  of  Man's  free 

Adorn.  I  find  that  I  can  chufe  to  love  or  hate. 
Obey  or  difobey,  do  good  or  ill ; 
Yet  fuch  a  Choice  is  but  Conlcnt,  not  WilL 
I  can  but  chufe  what  he  at  firft  defign'd. 
For  he  before  that  Choice  my  Will  confin'd. 

Gabriel.  Such  impious  Fancies,  where  they  Entrance  gsifl^ 
Make  Heav'n,  all-pure,  thy  dimes  to  preordain. 

Aaam.  Far,  far  from  me  be  banifh'd  iiich  a  Thought, 
I  argue  only  to  be  bcuer  taught. 

C  X  Can 
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Can  there  be  Freedom,  when  what  now  feems  free 

Was  founded  on  fome  firft  Neceflity  ? 

For  whate'cr  Caufe  can  move  the  Will  t'elciSt, 

Muft  be  fufficient  to  produce  th'  Efflft: 

And  what's  fuflricient  muft  effcdiual  be; 

Then  how  is  Man,  thus  forc'd  by  Caulcs,  free  ? 

Raphael.  Sufficient  Caufes  only  work  th'Effeel, 
When  neceflary  Agents  they  refpedt. 
Such  is  not  Man;  whoT-thoueh  the  Caufe  fuffice. 
Yet  often  he  his  free  Affent  denies. 

Adam.  What  caufes  not,  is  not  fufficient  ftill. 

Gabriel.  Sufficient  in  it  felF;  not  in  thy  Will. 

EAphael.  When  we  fee  Caufes  join'd  t'Effefts  at  laf^ 
The  Chain  but^-fhews  NecelTity  that's  paft. 
That  what's  done,  is:  (ridiculous  proof  of  Fate!) 
Tell  me  which  part  it  does  necefiitate  ? 
I'll  chufe  the  other;  there  I'll  link  th'Effcft. 
O  chain,  which  Fools,  to  catch  themfelves,  projeft  * 

Adam.  Tho*  no  Conftraint  from  Heav'n,  or  Caufes,  bcj 
Heav'n  may  prevent  that  .111  he  does  forefeee : 
And,  not  preventing,  tho'  he  does  not  caufe. 
He  feems  to  will  that  Man  fhould  break  his  Laws. 

Gabriel.  Heav'n  may  permit,  but  not  to  111  confent; 
For  hind'ring  111,  he  would  all  Choice  prevent. 
"^'Twere  to  unmake,  to  take  away  thy  Will. 

Adam.  Better  conftrain'd  to  Good,  than  free  to  111. 

Rapljael.  But  what  Reward  or  Punifhment  couU  bc^ 
If  Man  to  neither  Good  nor  lil  were  free  ? 
Th'  eternal  Juftice  could  decree  no  Pain 
To  .him  whoie  Sins  it  felf  did  firft  ordain; 
And  Good  compell'd,  could  no  Reward  exa£l: 
His  Pcw'r  would  fliine  in  Goodnefs,  not  thy  A61. 
Our  Task  is  done :  Obey ;  and,  in  that  Choice, 
Thou  (halt  be  bkft,  and  Angels  (ball  rejoice. 

[Raphael  and  Gabriel  J^  up  in  the  'Cloud:  the  ether 
Angels  gooff. 
Adam.  Hard  State  of  Life !  flncc  Heav'n  fore-knows  my 
Why  am  I  not  ty'd  up  from  doing  111  ?  [Will, 

Why  am  I  truftcd  with  my  leif  at  large. 
When  he's  more  able  to  foitain  the  Clur^e.' 

Since 
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Since  Angels  fell,  whofe  Strength  was  more  than  mine, 
'Twould  {how  more  Grace  my  Frailty  to  confine. 
Epre-knowing  the  Succefs,  to  leave  me  free, 
Excufes  him,  and  yet  fupports  not  me. 
To  htm  Eve. 

I.VS.  Behold,  my  Heart's  dear  Lord,  how  high  the  Sun 
Is  mounted,  yet  our  Labour  not  begun. 
The  Ground,  unbid,  gives  more  than  we  can  ask  j 
But  Work  is  pleafure  when  we  chule  our  Task. 
Nature,  not  bounteous  now,  but  lavifli  grows  j 
Our  Paths  with  Flow'rs  fhe  prodigally  urowsj 
"With  Pain  we  lift  up  our  intangled  Feet, 
While  crofs  our  Walks  the  ftiooting  Branches  meet. 

Adam.  Well  has  thy  Care  advis'dj  'tis  fit  we  haftej 
Nature's  too  kind,  and  follows  us  too  faft; 
Leaves  us  no  room  her  Treafures  to  poflefs, 
But  mocks  our  Induftry  with  her  Excels ; 
And  wildly  wanton  wears  by  Night  away 
The  fign  of  all  our  Labours  done  by  Day.  [few, 

Eze.  Since,  then,  the  Work's  fo  great,  the  Hands  fb 
This  Day  let  each  a  feveral  Task  ruriue. 
By  thee,  my  Hands  to  Labour  will  not  move. 
But  round  thy  Neck,  employ  themll'lves  in  Love, 
When  thou  would'fl:  work,  one  tender  Touch,  one  Smile 
(How  can  I  hold  ?)  will  all  thy  Task  beguile. 

Adam.  So  hard  we  are  not  to  our  Labour  ty'd. 
That  Smiles,  and  loft  Endearments  are  dcny'd. 
Smiles,  not  allow 'd  to  Beafts,  from  Realbn  move, 
And  are  the  Priviledge  of  human  Love : 
And  if,  fometiines,  each  others  Eyes  we  meet, 
Thofe  little  Vacancies  from  Toil,  are  fweet. 
But  you,  by  ablence,  would  refrefh  your  Joys, 
Becaule  perhaps  my  Convcrfation  cloys. 
Yet  this,  would  Prudence  grant,  I  could  permit. 

Eve.  What  Reafon  makes  my  fmall  Requeft  unfit? 

Adam.  The  falFn  Archangel,  envious  of  our  State, 
Purfucs  our  Beings  with  immortal  Hate. 
And  hopckfs  to  prevail  by  open  Force, 
Seeks  hid  Advantage  to  betray  us  worfe: 

C  3  Which 
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"Which  when  afunder,  will  not  prove  fo  hard; 
For  both  together  are  each  others  Guard. 

Eve.  Since  he,  hj  Force,  is  hopelcTs  to  prevail 
He  can  by  Fraud  alone  our  Minds  aflail : 
And  to  believe  his  Wiles  my  Truth  can  move. 
Is  to  mifdoubt  my  Reafon,  or  my  Love. 

Adam.  Call  it  my  Care,  and  not  Millruft  of  thcr;-, 
Yet  thou  art  weak,  and  full  of  Art  is  he  ; 
Elfe  how  could  he  that  Hoft  ieduce  to  Sin, 
"Whofe  Fall  has  left  the  heav'niy  Nation  thin  ? 

"Ext.  I  gjrant  him  arm'd  with  Subtilty,  and  Hate; 
But  why  (hould  we  fufJ3e£t  our  happy  State  ? 
Is  our  Pei  fedlion  of  {o  frail  a  Make, 
As  ev'ry  Plot  can  undermine  or  fhake? 
Think  better  both  of  Heav'n,  thy  felf,  and  mc:: 
"Who  always  fears,  at  Eafe  can  never  be. 
Poor  State  of  BLfs,  where  £o  much  Care  is  fliown>- 
As  not  to  dare  to  truft  our  felvcs  alone! 

Adam.  Such  is  our  State,  as  not  exempt  from  Falli  - 
Yet  firm,  if  Reafon  to  our  Aid  we  call : 
And  that,  in  both,  is  ftronger  than  in  one; 
I  would  not 5  why  would'A  thou,  then,  be  alone? 

Exe.  Becaufe  thus  wam'd,  I  know  my  felf  lecurc. 
And  long  ray  little  Tryal  to  endure, 
T'  approve  my  Faith ;  thy  necdlcfs  Fears  remove ; 
Gain  th/  Efteem,  and  fo  deferve  thy  Love. 
If  all  this  fliake  not  thy  obdurate  Will, 
Knew  that,  cv'n  prefcnt,  I  am  abfent  ftill : 
And  then  what  Pleafure  hop'il  thou  in  my  flay, 
"When  I'm  conflrain'd,  and  wifh  my  it\i  away  ? 
'Adam.  Conftraint  does  ill  with  Love  and  Beauty  futc  j 
I  would  perfuade;  but  not  be  abfolute. 
Better  be  much  remifs  than  too  fcvere. 
If  pleas'd  in  abfence  thou  w'^x  flill  be  here. 
Go;  in  thy  native  Innocence  proceed. 
And  fummon  all  thy  Reafon  at  thy  need. 

Eve.  My  Soul,  my  Eyes  delight;  in  this  I  find 
Thou  lov'ft ;  becauie  to  Love  is  to  be  kind. 

\Embrac'mg  him. 
Seeking 
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Seeking  my  Tiyal,  I  am  ftill  on  Guard : 

Tryals  lefs  fought,  would  find  us  lefs  prepar'd. 

Our  Foe's  too  proud  the  weaker  to  allailj 

Or  doubles  his  Diflionour  if  he  fail.  \Exit^ 

Adam.  la  Love,  what  ufe  of  Prudence  can  there  be? 
More  peifedl  I,  and  yet  more  pow'rful  fhe. 
Blame  me  not,  Heav'n,  if  thou  Love's  pow'rhad'ft  try'd. 
What  could  be  fo  unjufl:  to  be  deny'd  ? 
One  Look  of  hers  my  Refolution  breaks ; 
Reafon  it  felf  turns  Folly  when  {he  Tpeaks : 
And  aw'd  by  her  whom  it  was  made  to  fway. 
Flatters  her  Pow'r,  and  does  its  own  betray.  [S*''. 

The  middle  Fart  of  the  Garden  is  reprefentedt  jvhere  four  Ri' 
vers  meet :  On  the  right  jide  of  tl^e  Scene,  is  plac'd  the  Tree 
of  Life,  on  the  left,  the  Tree  of  Knowledge. 

Enter  Lucifer. 
Lucif.  Methinks  the  Beautiesof  this  Place  fliould  mourn  j 
Th'  immortal  Fruirs,  and  Flow'rs  at  my  return 
Should  hang  their  wither'd  Heads;  for  fure  my  Breath 
Is  now  more  pois'nous,  and  has  gather'd  Death 
Enough,  to  hlaft  the  whole  Creation's  Frame : 
Swoln  with  Defpite,  with  Sorrow,  and  with  Shame, 
Thrice  have  I  beat  the  Wing,  and  rid  with  Night, 
About  the  World,  behind  the  Globe  of  Light, 
To  fhun  the  Watch  of  Heav'n;  fuch  Care  I  ufe: 
(What  Pains  will  Malice,  rais'd  like  mine,  rcFufe? 
Not  the  moft  abjedi  Form  of  Brutes  to  take.) 
Hid  in  the  fpiry  Volumes  of  the  Snake, 
I  lurk'd  within  the  Covert  of  a  Brake; 
Not  yet  defcry'd.    But,  fee,  the  Woman  here 
Alone !  beyond  my  Hopes !  no  Guardian  near. 
Good  Omen  that:  I  muft  retire  unieen. 
And,  with  my  borrow'd  Shape,  the  work  begin. 

[Retires. 
Enter  Eve. 
Eve.  Thus  far,  at  leaft,  with  Leave;  nor  can  it  be 
A  Sin  to  look  on  this  ccleftial  Tree : 
I  would  not  more;  to  touch,  a  Crime,  may  prove: 
Touching  is  a  remoter  Tafte  in  Love. 

C  4  Death 
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Death  may  be  there,  or  Poifon  in  the  Smell, 
(If  Death  in  any  thing  fo  fair  can  dwell :) 
But  Heav'n  forbids :  I  could  be  fatisfy'd 
V/ere  every  Tree  but  this,  but  this  deny'd. 

A  Serpent  enters  on  the  Stage,  tmd  makes  dtreSHy  to  the  Tree 
of  Knoieledge,(m  vh'tch  rpmdlng  h'mfelfyhe  flucks im  jip^Ui 
then  defcends  and  carries  it  away. 

Strange  Sight!  did  then  our  great  Creator  grant 
That  Priviledge,  which  we  their  Matters  want, 
To  thefe  inferior  Beings  ?  Or  was  it  Chance  ? 
And  was  he  bleft  with  bolder  Ignorance  ? 
I  law  his  curling  Creft  the  Trunk  infold : 
The  ruddy  Fruit,  diftinguifli'd  o'er  with  Gold,, 
And  fmiling  in  its  native  "Wealth,  was  torn 
From  the  rich  Bough,  and  then  in  Triumph  born  r 
The  vent'rous  Viftor  raarch'd  unpunifli'd  hence. 
And  fcem'd  to  boaft  his  fortunate  Oifence. 

To  her  Lucifer  in  a  hiwian  Shape. 
"  Luc'if.  Hail,  Sovereign  of  this  Orb  I  form'd  to  pofleft 
The  World,  and,  with  one  Look,  all  Nature  blcfs. 
Nature  is  thine;  thou,  Emprcfs,  doil  bellow 
On  Fruits,  to  bloflbm ;  and  on  Flowers,  to  blow. 
They  happy,  yet  inleniible  to  boaft 
Their  Bi.'is :  More  happy  they  who  know  thee  moll. 
Then  happieft  I,  to  huinan  Rcaibn  rais'd, 
And  Voice,  with  whofe  firft  Accents  thou  art  rrais'd. 

Eoe  What  art  thou,  or  from  v;hcnce  ?  For  on  this  Ground, 
Bcfiue  my  Lord's,  ne'er  heard  I  human  Sound. 
Art  thou  fome  other  jid.im,  form'd  from  Earth, . 
And  com'ft  to  claim  an  equal  Share,  by  Birth, 
In  this  fair  Field  ?  Or  fprung  of  hcav'nly  Race?  • 

LkcIj.  An  humble  Native  of  this  happy  Phce, 
Thy  Vaflal  born,  and  late  of  lowefc  Kind, 
Whom  Heav'n  negledling  made,  and  fcarce  defign'd. 
But  threw  me  in,  for  number  to  the  rcH:, 
Below  the  mounting  Bird,  and  grazing  Beaft ; 
By  Chance,  not  Prudence,  now  fupeiior  grown. 

Lit.  To  make  thee  fuch,  what  Miracle  was  (hown? 

Lucif 
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lucif.  who  would  not  tell  what  thou  vouchfaPft  to  hear 
Saw'rt-  thou  not  late  a  fpcckled  Serpent  rear 
His  gilded  Spires  to  climb  on  yon' fair  Tree? 
Before  this  happy  Minute  T  was  he. 

-Eve.  Thou fpeak'ft of  Wonders:  Make  thy  Story  plain. 
Lucif.  Not  wifhing  then,  and  thoughtlefs  to  obtain 
So  great  a  Blifs ;  but,  led  by  Senfe  of  good. 
Inborn  to  all,  I  fought  my  needful  Food : 
Then,  on  that  Heav'nly  Tree,  my  Sight  I  caft; 
The  Colour  urg'd  my  Eye,  the  Scent  my  Taftc. 
Not  to  detain  thee  long;  I  took,  did  eat : 
Scarce  had  my  Palate  touch'd  th*  immortal  Meat, 
But  on  a  fud.ien,  turn'd  to  what  I  am  ; 
God-like,  and,  next  to  thee,  I  fair  became: 
Thought, ^ake,  and  reafondj  and,  by  Reafon  found 
Thee,  Nature's  Queen,  with  all  her  Graces  crown'd. 

Eve.  Happy  thy  Lot;  but  far  unlike  is  mine: 
Forbid  to  eat,  not  daring  to  repine. 
*Twas  Heav'n's  Comrr.and ;  and  fhculd  we  difobey. 
What  rais'd  thy  Being,  ours  muft  take  away. 

Lucif.  Sure  you  miftake  the  Precept,  or  the  Tree: 
Heav'n  cannot  envious  of  his  Blefllngs  be. 
Feme  chance-born  Plant  he  might  forbid  your  Ufe, 
As  wild,  or  guilty  of  a  deadly  Juice; 
Kfot  this,  whofe  Colour,  Scent  divine,  and  Tafte, 
Proclaim  the  thoughtful  Maker  not  in  hafle. 

Eve.  By  all  thefe  ligns,  too  well  I  know  the  Fruiff 
And  dread  a  Pow'r  feverc  and  abfolute. 

Lticif.  Severe,  indeed;  ev'n  to  Injuftice  hard; 
If  Death,  for  knowing  more,  be  your  Reward : 
Knowledge  of  good,  is  good;  and  therefore  fitj 
And  to  know  ill,  is  good;  for  Shunning  it. 

E-ve.  What,  but  our  Good,  could  he  de/-gn  in  this. 
Who  gave  us  all,  and  plac'd  in  perfect  Blifs .' 

Lucif.  Excufc  my  Zeal,  fair  Soveraign,  in  your  Cauft, 
Which  dares  to  tax  his  Arbitrary  Laws. 
Tis  all  his  Aim  to  keep  you  blindly  low, 
That  fervile  Fear  from  Ignorance  may  flow; 
We  fcorn  to  Worfliip  whom  too  well  we  know. 
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He  knows  that  eating,  you  (hall  god-like  bej 
As  wife,  as  fit  to  be  ador'd,  as  he. 
For  his  own  Int'reft  he  this  Law  has  giv-p ; 
Such  Beauty  may  raife  Faftions  in  his  Heiv'a. 
By  awing  you,  he  docs  Pollefllon  keep, 
And  is  too  wife  to  hazard  Partnerfhip. 

Eve.  Alas,  who  dares  difpute  with  him  that  Right? 
The  Power  which  form'd  us  mufl:  be  infinite. 

Lucif.  Who  told  you  how  your  Form  was  firft  defign'd? 
The  Sun  and  Earth  produce  of  every  kind; 
G  afs,  Flow'rs,  and  Fruits;  nay,  living  Creatures  too; 

Their  Mould  was  bafe ;  'twas  more  lefin'd  in  you : 
,'  "Where  vital  Heat,  in  purer  Organs  wrought, 
'  Produc'd  a  nobler  Kind  rais'd  up  to  Thought; 

And  that  perhaps,  might  his  Beginning  be : 

Something  was  firft;  I  queftion  if  'twere  he. 

But  grant  him  firft,  yet  ftill  fuppofe  him  good. 

Not  envying  thofc  he  made,  immortal  Food. 
Eve.  But  Death,  our  Difobediencc  muft  purfue. 
Lucif.  Behold,  in  me,  what  fha'l  arrive  to  you. 

I  tafted)  yet  I  live:  Nay,  more;  have  got 

A  State  more  perfefl  than  my  native  Lot. 

Nor  fear  this  petty  Fault  his  Wrath  (hould  raife: 

Heav'n  rather  will  your  dauntlefs  Virtue  praife, 
'  That  fought,  th:x)i'gh  threat'ncd  Death,  immortal  Good: 

Gods  are  immoital  only  by  their  Food. 

Tafte  and  remove 

What  dift  icnce  does  'twixt  them  and  you  remain: 

As  I  gain'd  Reafcn,  you  fta!l  God-head  gain. 

Eve.  He  eats,  anu  li.cs,  in  Knowledge  greater  grown: 

lAfidt. 

"Was  Death  invented  then  for  us  alone? 

Is  intelledijal  Food  to  Man  deny'd 

Which'Brutes  have,,  v/lih  fb  much  Advantage  try'd  ? 

Nor  only  rry'd  thcmfclves,  but  frankly,  more. 

Tome  have  cffei'd  iheir  unenvy'd  Store? 

Lucif.  Be  bold,  t;nd  ail  your  nccdkis  Doubts  remove : 

View  well  this  Ttee,  (the  Queen  of  all  the  Grove,) 

How  vaft  her  Bole,  how  wide  her  Ai  ms  are  iprcad. 

How  high  above  the  rcH  Ihe  Ihoots  her  Head, 

Piadd 
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Plac'd  in  the  mid'ft :  would  Hcav'n  his  Works  diigracc,j 
By  planting  Poifbn  in  the  happie{|:  Place  ? 
Hafte  j  you  loi^:  time  and  God-head  by  delay. 

■^  [Plucking  the  Fruit, 

-Eve.  'Tis  donci  I'll  venture  all  and  difobey. 

[Looking  about  her. 
Perhaps,  far  hid  in  Heav'n,  he  does  not  fpy. 
And  none  of  all  his  Hymning  Guards  are  nigh. 
To  rny  dear  Lord,  the  lovely  Fruit  I'll  bear; 
He  to  partake  my  Blifs,my  Crime  fhall  ihsre.[Exith(iJlilyl. 
Lucif.  She  flew,  and  thank'd  me  not,  for  hafte :  'Twas  hard 
With  no  return  fuch  Counfcl  to  reward. 
My  Work  is  done,  or  much  the  greater  Part; 
She's  now  the  Tempter,  to  enfnare  his  Heart. 
He,  whole  firm  Faith  no  Reafon  could  remove. 
Will  melt  before  that  foft  Seducer,  Love.  [Exit.. 


ACTV.     SCENE  .L: 

SCENE  Paradife.. 

Eve,  reith  a  Bough  in  her  Hand'. 

MEthinks,  I  tread  more  lightly  on  the  Ground'; 
My  nimble  Feet,  from  unhurt  Flow'rs  rebound : 
I  walk  in  Air,  and  fcorn  this  Earthly  Scat; 
Heav'n  is  my  Palace;  this  my  bafe  Retreat. 
Take  me  not  Heav'n,  too  foon ;  'twill  be  unkind 
To  leave  the  Partner  of  my  Bed  behind. 
I  love  the  Wretch ;  but  ftay,  fhall  I  afford 
Him  part?  already  he's  too  much  my  Lord. 
'Tis  in  my  Pow'r  to  be  a  Soveraign  now; 
And,  knowing  more,  to  make  his  Manhood  bow. 
Empire  is  fweet;  but  how  if  Heav'n  has  fpy'd? 
If  I  fhould  die,  and  he  above  provide 


Some  other  E^■e,  and  place  her  in  my  ftead? 
Shall  flie  ^oflcfs  his  Love,  when  I  am  dead  ? 


Noi; 
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No ;  he  (hall  eat,  and  die  with  mc,  or  live : 
Oar  equal  Crimes  fhall  equal  Fortune  give. 
Enter  Adam. 

^dfim.  What  Joy,  without  yeur  Sight,  has  Earth  in  ftore ! 
V'hile  you  were  abfent,  Eden  was  no  more. 
Winds  murmur'd,  through  the  Leaves,  your  long  delay  i 
And  Fountains,  o'er  their  Pebbles,  chid  your  flay. 
£uf  wirh  your  Prefcnce  cheer'd,  they  ccale  to  mourn, 
AnJ  Walks  wear  frefher  Green,  at  your  Return. 

•E^e.  Henceforth  you  never  fhall  havecaufe  to  chide  j 
No  future  Abfence  (hall  our  Joys  divide: 
Twasa  fhort  Death  ray  Love  ne'er  try'd  before, 
And  therefore  ftrange;  but  yet  the  Caufe  was  more. 

Adam.  My  tremtling  Heart  forebodes  fome  Illj  I  fear 
To  ark  that  Cr.ufe  which  I  defire  to  hear. 
What  menns  that  lovely  Fruit?  what  means  (alas!^ 
That  Blood,  which  flufhcs  guilty  in  your  Face? 
Speak do  not  —  yet,  at  hft,  I  mufl:  be  told. 

•E^e.  Harve  Courage  then :  'tis  manly  to  be  bold. 
This  Fruit  —  why  doft  thou  fhakc  ?  no  Death  is  nigh  r 
,*Tis  wJiat  I  tailed  firft;  yet  do  not  die. 

•  -Adam.  L*:  it (I  dare  not  ask  it  all  at  firfl; 

t>oiibt  is  feme  Eafe  to  thofe  who  fear  the  worft :) 
Say,  'tis  not.. 

Zve.  .'Tis  not  what  thou  need'ft  to  fear: 

What  danger  does  in  this  fair  Fruit  appear  ? 
W€  have  beeu  cozen'd ;  and  had  frill  been  for 
Had  I  not  ventur'd  boldly  firfl  to  know. 
Yet,  not  I  fiiftj  I  almoft  blafh  to  fay 
The  Serpent  catino-  taught  me  firft  the  way. 
The  Serpent  tailed,  and  the  god-l'ke  Fruit 
Gave  the  Dumb  Voice;  gave  Reafon  to  the  Brute." 

Adam.  O  faireft  of  all  Creatures,  lad,  and  beft. 
Of  what  Hcav'n  made,  h  jw  art  thou  dilpofTeft 
Of  ah  thy  native  Glories!  fal'n!  decay'd! 
(Pity  ib  rare  a  Frame  fo  frail  was  made) 
NowCaulc  of  thy  own  Ruin;  and  \vith  thine, 
(Ah,  w  llo  can  live  without  thee ')  Cauie  of  mine. 

'Exe.  Rjiervc  thy  Pity,  till  I  want  it  more : 
I  know  my  felf  much  jbappier  than  before  j 
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More  wife,  more  perfeft,  all  I  wifli  to  be. 
Were  I  but  furc,  alas!  oFpleafing  thee. 

Adam.  Y'have  fliown  how  much  you  my  Content  dcfign: 
Yet,  ah !  would  Heav'n's  Difpleafure  pafs  like  mine. 
Muft  I  without  you,  then,  in  wild  Woods  dwell? 
Think,  and  but  think  of  what  I  lov'd  fo  well, 
Condemn'd  to  live  with  Subjects  ever  mute; 
A  Salvage  Prince,  unpleas'd  though  abfolute. 

Eve.  Pleafe  then  your  felf  with  me,  and  freely  ta/le. 
Left  I,  without  you,  fliould  to  Godhead  hafte : 
Left  diff'ring  in  degree,  you  claim  too  late 
Unequal  Love,  when  'tis  dcny'd  by  Fate. 

Adam.  Cheat  not  your  felf,  with  Dreams  of  Deity  j. 
Too  well,  but  yet  too  late,  your  Crime  I  fee : 
Nor  think  the  Fruit  your  Knowledge  docs  improvcj 
But  you  have  Beauty  ftill,  and  I  have  Love. 
Not  cozen'd,  I  with  choice,  my  Life  refign : 
Imprudence  was  your  Fault,  but  Love  is  mine. 

[Takes  the  Fruit  and  eats  it^ 

Eve.  G  wond'rous  Vow't  of  matchlcfs  Love  expreft : 

[EmbrMing  him. 
Why  was  this  Tryal  thine,  of  loving  beft? 
I  envy  thee  that  lot;  and  could  it  be, 
Would  ventuie  fomething  more  than  Deat)i,  for  thee. 
Not  that  I  fear,  that  Death  th'Event  can  prove; 
W'are  both  immortal,  while  fb  well  we  love. 

Adam.  What  e'er  ftall  be  the  Event,  the  Lot  is  caft: 
Where  Appetites  are  givn,  what  Sin  to  tafte? 
Or  if  a  Sin,  'tis  but  by  Precept  fuch ; 
Th' Offence  fo  fmall,  the  Punifhment's  too  much,. 
To  feek  fo  foon  his  new  made  World's  decay : 
Nor  wc,  nor  that,  were  fafliion'd  for  a  Day. 

Eve.  Give  to  the  Winds  thy  Fear  of  Death,  or  III; 
And  think  us  made  but  for  each  others  Will. 

Adam.  I  will,  at  leaft,  defer  that  anxious  Thought, 
And  Death,  by  Fear,  ilall  not  be  nigher  brought: 
If  he  will  come,  let  us  to  Joys  niakehafte; 
Then  let  him  feize  us  when  our  Pleafure's  paft. 
We'll  tal:e  iip  all  before;  and  Death  fhall  find 
Wc  have  drain 'd  Life,  and  left  a  Void  behind.     [Exeunt. 
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EiUer  Lucifer. 

Luc'tf.  'Tis  done : 
Sick  Nature,  at  that  inftant,  trembled  round ; 
And  Mother  Earth  figh'd,  as  (he  felt  the  Wound.  ' 
Of  how  fhort  durance  was  this  new-made  State! 
How  far  more  mighty  than  Heav'n's  Love,  Hell's  Hate ! 
His  Projeft  ruin'd,  and  his  King  of  Clay : 
He  form'd  an  Empire  for  his  Foe  to  fway, 
Hcav'n  let  him  Rule,  which  by  his  Arms  he  got; 
I'm  pleas'd  to  have  obtain'd  the  fccond  Lot. 
This  Earth  is  mine;  whole  Lord  I  made  my  Thrall j 
Annexing  to  my  Crown,  his  conquer'd  Ball. 
Loos'd  from  the  Lakes,  my  Legions  I  will  lead, 
And,  o'er  the  darkned  Air,  black  Banners  fpread: 
Contagious  Damps,  from  hence,  fhall  mount  above. 
And  force  him  to  his  inmoft  Heav'ns  remove. 

\^A  Clap  of  Thunder  is  heard^. 
He  hears  already,  and  I  boaft  too  foon ; 
I  dread  that  Engine  which  fccur'd  his  Throne. 
I'll  dive  below  his  Wrath,  into  the  deep, 
And  wafte  that  Empire,  which  I  cannot  kccTp.[Sii^$d9»n» 
Raphael  and  Gabriel  Jefcend. 

Raph.  As  much  of  Grief  as  Happinefs  admits 
In  Heav'n,  on  each  Ccleftial  Forehead  lits : 
Kindnefs  for  Man,  and  Pity  for  his  Fate, 
May  mix  with  Blifs,  and  yet  not  violate. 
Their  Heav'nly  Harps  a  lower  Strain  began  i 
And  in  foft  Mufic,  mourn  the  Fall  of  Man. 

Ga6.  I  faw  th'  Angelic  Guards,  from  Earth  ascend, 
(Griev'd  they  muft  now  no  longer  Man  attend :) 
The  Beams  about  their  TempL's  dimly  fhone; 
One  would  have  thought  the  Crime  had  been  their  own." 
Th'  Etherial  People  flock'd  for  News  in  hafte, 
"Whom  they,  witn  down  caft  Looks,  and  Icarcefalutfag  paft : 
While  each  did,  in  his  penllvc  Breaft,  prepare 
A  fad  Accompt  of  their  fuccefslefs  Care. 

Raph.  Th' Eternal  yet,  in  Majefi-y  feverc, 
And  ftri(fiefl:  Juftice,  did  mild  Pity  bear: 
Their  Deaths  defen'd;  and  BaniJlimcnt,  (their  Doom) 
In  Penitence  fordb-n,  leaves  Mercy  room. 
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G^f^.ThatMefTagcisthy  Charge: Mine  leads  me  hence j 
Plac'd  at  the  Garden's  Gate,  for  its  defence, 
Left,  Man,  returning,  the  bleft  Place  pollute. 
And  fcape  from  Death,  by  Life's  immortal  Fruit! 

[^Another  Clap  of  Thunder.  Exeunt,  feverally, 
"Enter  Adam  and  Eve,  affrighted. 
Adam.  In  what  dark  Cavern  fliall  I  hide  my  Head  ? 
"Where  feek  Retreat,  now  Innocence  is  fled? 
Safe  in  that  Guard,  I  durft  ev'n  Hell  defie ; 
Without  it,  tremble  now,  when  Heav'n  is  nigh. 

Eve.  What  fhall  we  do?  or  where  dirediour  Flight! 
Eaftward  as  far  as  I  could  caft  my  Sight, 
From  op'ning  Heav'ns,  I  faw  defcending  Light. 
Its  glitt'ring  through  the  Trees,  rflill  behold} 
The  Cedar  Tops  feem  all  to  burn  with  Gold. 

Adam.  Some  Shape  divine,  whofe  Beams  I  cannot  bear  1 
Would  I  were  hid,  where  Light  could  not  appear. 
Deep  into  fome  thick  Covert  would  I  run. 
Impenetrable  to  the  Stars  or  Sun, 
And  fenc'd  from  Day,  by  Night's  eternal  Skreen  j 
Unknown  to  Heav'n,  and  to  my  felf  unfeen. 

E've.  In  vain :  What  Hope  to  fhun  his  piercing  Sight, 
Who,  from  dark  Chaos,  ftruck  the  Sparks  of  Light? 

Adfim.  Thefe  fliould  have  been  your  Thoughts,  when 
^You  trufted  to  your  guidelefs  Innocence,  [parting  hcnce^.. 
See  now  th'  Effects  of  your  own  wilful  Mind : 
Guilt  walks  before  us;  Death  purfiies  behind. 
So  fatal  'twas  to  feck  Temptations  out  ; 
Moft  Confidence  has  ftill  moft  Caufe  to  doubt. 

E^e.  Such' might .Jiave  been  thy  hap.  alone  aflairdj  . 
And  fo,  together,  mic;hf  we  both  have  fail'd. 
Curs'd  Vallallage  of  all  my  future  Kind: 
Fir  ft  Idoliz'd,  till  Love's  hot  Fire  be  o'er. 
Then  Slaves  to  thofe  who  courtid  us  before. 

Adam.  I  counfci'd  you  to  ftay  ;  your  Pride  refus'd : 
By  your  own  lawlcfs  Will  you  f^^nd  accus'd. 

Eve.  Have  you  that  Priviledgc  of  only  wife, 
And  would  you  yield  to  her  }ou  fo  delpife? 
You  fi.ould  have  ftown  th' Authority  you  boaft, 
-  And,  Soyeraign-like,  my  headlong  Will  have  crofl: 
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Counfel  was  not  enough  to  fway  my  Heaitj 
An  abfolute  Rcftraint  had  been  your  Part. 

Adam.  Ev'n  fuch  Returns  do  they  deferve  to  find. 
When  Force  is  lawful,  who  are  fondly  Kind. 
Unlike  my  Love ;  for  when  thy  Guilt  I  knew, 
I  {har'd  the  Curfe  which  did  that  Crime  purfue. 
Hard  Fate  of  Love  1  which  Rigor  did  forbear, 
And  now  'tis  tax'd,  becaufc  'twas  not  fcvere. 

Eve.  You  have,  your  ielf,  your  Kindnefs  overpaid: 
He  ceafes  to  oblige,  who  can  upbraid. 

Adam.  On  Womens  Virtue,  who  too  much  rely. 
To  boundlcfs  Will,  give  houndlefs  Liberty. 
Reflvaint  you  will  not  bi  ook ;  but  think  it  hard 
Youv  Prudence  is  not  trufted  as  your  Guard: 
And,  to  your  felves  fo  left,  if  III  eufues. 
You  firft  our  weak  Indulgence  will  accufe. 

Curft;  be  that  Hour 

When,  fated  with  my  flngle  Happinefs, 

I  chofe  a  Partner,  to  condole  my  Blifs, 

Who  wants  that  Reafon  which  her  Will  fliould  fway. 

And  knows  but  jufl:  enough  to  difobcy. 

Zve.  Better  with  Brutes  my  humble  Lot  had  goncj 
Of  Reafon  void,  accountable  for  none : 
Th'Unhappiefl;  of  Creation  is  a  Wife, 
Made  loweft,  in  the  highefl:  Rank  of  Life : 
Her  Fellow's  Slave  j  to  know  and  not  to  chufc : 
Curft  with  that  Reafon  fhe  muft  never  ufe. 

Adam.  KM,  thatflie's  preud,  fantaftick,  ay^t  to  change  j. 
Reftlefs  at  home ;  and  ever  prone  to  range : 
With  Shows  delighted,  and  fo  vain  is  flie. 
She'll  meet  the  Devil ;  rather  than  not  fee. 
Our  wife  Creator,  for  his  Choirs  div  ne, 
Peopled  bis  Heav'ji  with  Souls  all  mafculine, 
.Ah!  \Vhy,muft  Man  from  Woman  take  his  Birth? 
Why  was  this  Sin  of  Nature  made  on  Earth  h 
This  fair  Defcftj  this  helplefs  Aid  cali'd  Wifcj 
The  bending  Crutch  of  a  decrepit  Life. 
Poflerity  no  Pairs  from  you  fliall  find. 
But  fuch  as  by  miftake  of  Love  are  join'iJ : 
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The  worthieft  Men,  their  Wiflies  ne'er  fliall  Mio  j 
But  fee  the  Slaves,  they  fcorn,  their  Loves  obtain. 
Blind  Appetite  fliall  your  wild  Fancies  rulcj 
Falie  to  Defer t,  and  faithful  to  a  Fool. 

\Turm  m  Anger  from  her,  find  is  going  ojf*. 
Eve.  Unkind !  wilt  thou  forfakc  me,  in  Diftrefs, 

[Kneeling^ 
For  that  which  now  is  paft  me  to  rcdrefs  ? 
I  have  mifflonej  and  I  endure  the  Smart: 
Loath  to  acknowledge ;  but  more  loath  to  part. 
The  Blame  be  mincj  you  warn'd,  and  I  refus'd: 
What  would  you  more  ?  I  have  my  felf  accus'd. 
Was  plighted  Faith  io  weakly  feal'd  above. 
That,  for  one  Error,  I  muft  lofe  your  Love? 
Had  you  fo  err'd,  I  fliould  have  been  more  kind. 
Than  to  add  Pain  to  an  afflidled  Mind.  [fore: 

Adam.  Y'are  grown  much  humbler,  than  you  wercbc^ 
I  Pardon  you  j  but  fee  my  Face  no  more. 

Ex'c.  Vain  Pardon,  which  includes  a  greater  111 : 
Be  ftill  difpleas'd ;  but  let  me  fee  you  ftill. 
Without  your  much-lov'd  Sight,  I  cannot  live : 
You  more  than  kill  me  if  you  fo  forgive. 
The  Beafts,  fince  v/e  are  fall'n,  their  Lords  defpifcj 
And,  paffing,  look  at  me,  with  glaring  Eyes : 
Muft:  I  then  wander  helplefs,  and  alone? 
You'll  pity  me,  too  late,  when  I  am  gone, 

Adam.  Your  Penitence  does  my  Compaflion  movej 
As  you  deferve  it,  I  may  give  my  Love. 

Ex«.  On  me,  alone,  let  Heav'n's  Difpleafurc  fall : 
You  merit  none,  and  I  defervc  it  all.  [Part, 

Adsm.  You  all  Heav'n's  Wrath !  how  could  youbear  a 
Who  bore  not  mine,  but  with  a  bleeding  Heart  ? 
I  was  too  ftubborn,  thus  to  make  you  fue: 
Forgive  me;  I  am  more  in  fault,  than  you. 
Return  to  me,  and  to  my  Love  veturn; 
And,  both  ofiending,  for  each  other  mourn. 
Enter  Raphael. 
Raph.  Of  Sin  to  warn  thee,  I  before  was  fentj 
For  Sin,  1  now  pronounce  thy  Funifliment : 
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Yet  that  much  lighter  than  thy  Crimes  require  j 
Th'  All-good  does  not  his  Creatures  Death  dcfire: 
JuftJce  muft  puniih  the  rebellious  Deed : 
Yet  punifti  fo,  as  Pity  fhall  exceed. 

Adam.  I  neither  can  diipute  his  Will,  nor  dare: 
Death  -will  difmifs  me  from  my  future  Cai'e, 
And  lay  me  foftly  in  my  Native  Duft, 
To  pay  the  Forfeit  of  ill-manag'd  Truft. 

Eve.  Why  feek  you  Death  ?  conlider  e'rc  you  fpeak : 
The  Laws  were  hard ;  the  Pow'r  to  keep  'em,  v/cak. 
Did  we  folicite  Heav'n  to  mould  our  Clay  ? 
From  Darknefs,  to  produce  us  to  the  Day  ? 
Did  we  concur  to  Life,  or  chufe  to  be  ? 
Was  it  our  Will  which  for m'd,  or  was  it  he? 
Since 'twas  his  Choice,  not  ours,  which  plac'd  us  hercj 
The  Laws  we  did  not  chufe,  why  fliould  we  bear  ? 

Adam.  Seek  not,  in  vain,  our  Maker  to  accufe: 
Terms  were  propos'd }  Pow'r  left  us  to  refule. 
The  Good  we  have  enjoy'd  from  Heav'n's  free  WiJJj  . 
And  fhall  we  murmur  to  endure  the  111? 
Should  we  a  Rebel-fon's  Excufe  receive, 
Becaufe  he  was  begot  without  his  Leave? 
Heav'n's  Right,  in  us,  is  more:  Firft  form'd  to  ferve; 
The  Good,  we  merit  not;  the  111,  deferve. 

Raph.  Death  is  deferr'd,  and  Penitence  has  room 
To  mitigate,  if  not  reverfe  the  Doom  : 
But,  for  your  Crime,  th'  Eternal  does  ordain 
In  Eden  you  no  longer  fhall  remain. 
Hence,  to  the  lower  World,  you  are  exil'd : 
This  Place,  with  Crimes  fliall  be  no  more  defil'd. 

Eve.  Muft  we  this  blilsful  Paradife  forego?        [grow, 

Bjiph.  Your  Lot  muft  be  where  Thorns  and  Tnillles 
Unbid,  as  Balm  and  Spices  did  at  firic; 
For  Man,  the  Earth,  of  which  he  was,  is  curft. 
By  thy  own  Toil  procur'd,  thou  Food  flialteat;  [liAdam, 
And  know  no  Pitnty,  but  from  painful  Sweat. 
She,  by  a  Ci  rfe,  of  future  Wives  abhorr'd. 
Shall  pay  Obedience  to  her  lawful  Lord : 
And  he  H^.all  Rule,  and  fhe  in  Thraldom  livej 
Dsiiring  more  of  Love  than  Man  can  give. 
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Mam.  Heav'n  is  all  Mercy;  Labour  I  would  chufej 
And  could  fuftain  this  Paradife  to  loft : 
The  Biifs;  but  not  the  Place:  Here  could  I  faj 
Heav'n's  winged  Meflenger  did  pafs  the  Day; 
Under  this  Pine  the  glorious  Angel  ftaid : 
Then,  fiiow  my  vvondring  Progeny  the  Shade.    ^ 
In  Woods  and  Lawns,  v/here  e'er  thou  didfl;  appear. 
Each  Place  fome  Monument  of  thee  fliould  bear. 
I,  with  green  Turfs,  would  grateful  Altars  raife. 
And  Heav'n,  with  Gums,  and  offer'd  Incenfe  praiie. 

B.a^h.  Where-c'cr  thou  art,  He  is;  th' eternal  Miixi 
Afts  through  all  Places;  is  to  none  confin'd: 
Fills  Ocean,  Earth,  and  Air,  and  all  above. 
And  through  the  univerfal  Mafs  does  move. 
Thou  canft  be  no  where  diftant :  Yet  this  place 
Had  been  thy  Kingly  Seat,  and  here  thy  Race, 
From  all  the'Ends  of  peopled  Earth,  had  come 
To  rev'rence  thee,  and  lee  their  Native  home. 
Immortal,  then;  now  Sicknefs,  Care,  and  Age, 
And  War,  and  Luxury's  more  direful  Rage, 
Thy  Crimes  have  brought,  to  fliorten  mortal  Breathy 
"With  all  the  num'rous  Family  of  Death. 

Zve.  My  Spirits  faint,  while  I  thefe  Ills  foreknow : 
And  find  my  felf  the  fad  Occalion  too. 
But  what  is  Death? 

Raph.  In  Vilion,  thou  {halt  fee  his  griefly  Face, 
The  King  of  Terrors,  raging  in  thy  Race. 
Thar,  while  in  futiM-e  Fate  tliou  fliar'ft  thy  Part, 
A  kind  Remorfe,  for  Sin,  may  feize  thy  Heart. 

The  SCENE  pifts.,  and  difcovers  Deaths   of 
fezeral Sorts.    A  Battel  at  Land^  and  a  Naval- 
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Adam.  O  wretched  OfF-fpring !  O  unhappy  State 
Of  all  Mankind,  by  me  betray 'd  to  Fate! 
Born,  through  my  Crime,  to  be  Offenders  fiift; 
And,  for  thole  Sins  they  could  not  ihun,  accurft.: 
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Ere.  Why  is  Life  forc'd  on  Man;  who, might  he chufe, 
Would  not  accept,  what  he,  with  Pain,  muli  loie? 
Unknowing,  he  receives  it;  and,  when  known. 
He  thinks  it  his,  and  values  it,  'tis  gone. 

Raph.  Behold  of  ev'rv  Age;  ripe  Manhood  fee. 
Decrepit  Years,  and  helpleis  Infancy : 
Thofc  who,  by  lingring  Sickncfs,  lofe  their  Breath; 
And  thofc  who,  by  defpair,  fuborn  their  Death : 
See  yon'  mad  Fools,  who  for  fome  trivial  Right, 
For  Love,  or  for  miftaken  Honour,  fight: 
See  thofe,  more  mad,  who  throw  their  Lives  away    p 
In  needlefs  Wars ;  the  Stakes  which  Monarchs  lay,        > 
When  for  each  others  Provinces  they  play.  V^ 

Then  as  if  Earth  too  narrow  were  for  Fate, 
On  open  Seas  their  Quarrels  they  debate; 
In  hollow  Wood  they  floating  Armies  bear ; 
And  force  imprifbn'd  Winds  to  bring  'em  near. 

Ere.  Who  would  the  Miferies  of  Man  foreknow  ? 
Not  knowing,  we  but  Ihare  our  Part  of  Woe : 
Now,  we  the  Fate  of  future  Ages  bear  j 
And,  e'er  their  Birth,  behold  our  Dead  appear.     [Strife, 

Adam.  The  Deaths,  thou  fhow'fl,  are  forc'd  and  full  of  • 
Caft  headlong  from  the  Precipice  of  Life. 
Is  there  no  Imooth  Defcent?  no  painlefs  Way 
Of  kindly  mixing  with  our  Native  Clay  ? 

'B.R^h.  There  is ;  but  rarely  {hall  that  Path  be  trod. 
Which,  without  horror,  leads  to  Death's  abode. 
Some  few,  by  temp'rance  taught,  approaching  flow. 
To  diftant  Fate,  by  eaiie  Journeys,  go : 
Gently  they  lay  'em  dov/n,  as  ev'ning  Sheep 
On  their  own  Woolly  Fleeces,  foftly  fleep. 

Aditm.  So  noifeleis  would  I  live,  fuch  Death  to  find. 
Like  timely  Fruit,  not  fhaken  by  the  Wind, 
But  ripely  dropping  from  the  faplefs  Beugh, 
And,  dying,  nothing  to  my  felf  would  owe. 

Ere.  Thus  daily  changing,  with  a  duller  Tafte 
Of  lefs'ning  Joys,  I,  by  degrees,  would  wafte : 
Still  quitting  Ground,  by  unperceiv'd  Decay, 
And  fteal  my  felf  from  Life,  and  melt  away. 
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Raph.  Death  you  have  fecn:  Now  fee  your  Race  revive. 
How  happy  they  in  deathlefs  Pleafures  live. 
Far  more  than  I  can  (how,  or  you  can  fee. 
Shall  crown  the  Bleft  with  Immortality. 

Here  a  He/tven  defcends,  full  of  Atgels  and  blejfed  Spiritti 
ynthjoft  Mufick,  a  Song  and  Chorus. 

Adim.  O  Goodnefs  Infinite !  whoie  Heav'nly  Will 
Can  fo  much  Good  produce,  from  fo  much  III! 
Happy  their  State! 

Pure,  and  unchang'd,  and  needing  no  defence 
From  Sins,  as  did  my  frailer  Innocence. 
Their  Joy  fincere,  and  with  no  Sorrow  mixt: 
Eternity  ftands  permanent  and  fixt. 
And  wheels  no  longer  on  the  Poles  of  Time :' 
Secure  from  Fate,  and  more  fecure  from  Crime. 

Eve.  Ravifh'd  with  Joy,  I  can  but  half  repent 
The  Sin  which  Heav'n  makes  happy  in  th*  Event. 

Ruph.  Thus  arm'd,  meet  firmly  your  approaching  Ili 
For,  fee,  the  Guaids,  from  yen*  tar  Eaftan  Hill, 
Already  move,  nor  longer  Stay  afford ; 
High,  in  the  Air,  they  wave  the  flaming  Sword, 
Your  Signal  to  depart:  Now,  down  amain 
They  drive,  and  glide,  like  Meteors  through  the  Plain. 

Adam.  Then  farewel  all;  I  will  indulgent  be 
To  my  own  Eafe,  and  not  look  back  to  iee. 
When  what  we  love,  we  ne'er  muft  meet  again. 
To  lofe  the  Thought,  is  to  remove  the  Pain. 

"Eve.  Farewcl,  you  happy  Shades ! 
Where  Angels  firft  (hould  pra<flilc  Hymns,  and  firing 
Their  tuneful  Harps,  when  they  to  Heav'n  wou'd  fing. 
Farewel,  you  Flow'rs,  whofe  Buds,  with  early  Care, 
I  watch'd,  and  to  the  chearful  Sun  did  rear : 
Who  now  fhall  bind  your  Stems  ?  or,  when  you  fall. 
With  Fountain  Streams,  your  fainting  Souls  recal? 
A  long  farewel  to  thee,  my  nuptial  Bow'r, 
Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  fair  and  fragrant  Flow'r. 
And  laft,  farewel,  farewel  my  Place  of  Birth  j 
I  go  to  wander  in  the  lower  Eartl^ 

As 
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As  diftant  as  I  can ;  for,  difpoflefl:, 
Fartheft  from  what  I  once  cnjoy'd,  is  beft. 

Bjtph.  The  rifing  Winds  urge  the  tempeftuous  Air  j 
And  on  their  Wings,  deformed  Winter  bear: 
The  Beafts  already  feci  the  Change ;  and  hence 
They  fly,  to  deeper  Coverts,  for  defence: 
The  feebler  Herd,  before  the  ftronger  runj 
For  now  the  War  of  Nature  is  begun : 
"But,  part  you  hence  in  Peace,  and  hating  mourn'd  your 

Sin, 
*vFor  outward  E</iw  loft,  find  faradife  within. 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

J      0      H      N, 

!Earl  ^Mulgrave, 

{tentleman  of  his  Majefy's  Bed-Cham^ 
ber^  and  Knight  of  the  mofi  Noble 
Order  of  the  Garter, 


My  Lord, 

IS  a  fevere  Refle6lion  which  Mon- 
taign  has  made  on  Princes,  That 
we  ought  not,  in  reafon,  to  hare 
any  Expedations  of  Favour  from 
them ;  and  that 'tis  Kindnefs  enough, 
if  they  leave  us  in  Poflcffion  of  our 
own.  The  boldnefs  of  the  Cenfure  fhows  the 
free  Spirit  of  the  Author :  And  the  Subjeds  of 
England  may  juftly  congratulate  to  themfelves, 
that  both  the  Nature  of  our  Government,  and  the 
.Clemency  of  qui  King,  fecure  us  &om  any  fuch 
Vot.  IV.  D  Com- 
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Complaint.  I,  in  particular,  who  fubfift  wholly 
by  his  Bounty,  am  oblig'd  to  give  Pofterity  a  far 
other  Account  of  my  Royal  Mailer,  than  what 
Montaign  has  left  of  his.  Thofe  Accufations  had 
been  more  reafonable,  if  they  had  been  plac'd  on 
i  iferior  Pcrfons.  For  in  all  Courts,  there  are  too 
many,  who  make  it  their  Bulinefs  to  ruin  Wit.: 
And  Montaign^  in  other  places,  tells  us,  what  Ef- 
fc(Ss  he  tbund  of  their  good  Natures.  He  defcribcs 
them  fuch,  whofe  Ambition,  Luft,  or  private  In- 
terefl,  fcem  ro  be  the  only  end  of  their  Creation. 
If  good  accrue  to  any  from  them,  'tis  only  in  order 
to  their  own  Defigns :  Conferred  moft  common- 
ly on  the  bafe  and  infamous;  and  never  given, 
but  only  hapning  fometimes  to  Well-defervers. 
Dulnefs  has  brought  them  to  what  they  are;  and 
Malice  fecures  them  in  their  Fortunes.  But  fome- 
"what  of  Specious  they  mud  have,  to  recommend 
themfelves  to  Princes,  (for  Folly  will  not  eafily 
go  down  in  its  own  natural  Form  with  difccrn- 
ing  Judges.)  And  diligence  in  waiting,  is  their 
gilding  of  ttie  Pill.;  for  that  looks  like  Love,  tho' 
*tis  only  Intercft.  Tis  that  which  gains  'em  their 
Advantage  over  witty  Men ;  whofe  love  of  Liber- 
ty and  Eafe,  makes  them  willing  too  often  to  dif- 
charge  their  burden  of  Attendance  on  theft  offici- 
ous Gentlemen.  'Tis  true,  that  the  naufeoufnefs 
of  fuch  Company  is  enough  to  difguft  a  reafona- 
ble Man;  when  he  fees,  he  can  hardly  approach 
Greatnefs,  but  as  a  moated  Caftle;  he  muft  firft 
pafs  through  the  Mud  and  Filth  with  which  it  is 
cncompafs'd.  Thefe  are  they,  who  wanting  Wir, 
afFed  Gravity,  and  go  by  the  name  of  folid  Men : 
Aiid  a  folid  Man  is,  \n  plain  Englijh^  a  folid,  fo- 
lemnFool.  Another  Dif^uife  they  have,(forFbols, 
as  well  as  Knaves,  take  other  Names,  and  pafs  by 

an 
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an  Alias)  and  that  is,  the  Title  of  honefl  Fellows. 
But  this  Honefty  ot  theirs  ought  to  have  many 
Grains  for  its  Allowance  ;  for  certainly  they  are  no 
farther  honeft,  thaii  they  are  filly:  They  are  natu- 
rally mifchievous  to  their  Power;  and  if  they 
fpeak  not  mal{cioufly,'or  fliarply,  of  witty  Men, 
\is  only  becaufe  God  has  not  bellow'd  on  them 
the  Gift  of  Utterance.  They  fawn  and  crouch 
to  Men  of  Parts,  whom  they  cannot  ruin :  Quote 
their  Wit  when  they  are  prefent,  and  when  they 
are  abfent,  fteal  their  Jefts :  But  to  thofe  who  are 
under  'em,  and  whom  they  can  crufli  with  eale, 
they  lliew  themfclves  in  their  natural  Antipathy ; 
there  they  treat  Wit  like  the  common  Enemy,  and 
give  it  no  mo^e  Quarter,  than  a  Dutchman  would 
to  an  Englip  Velfel  in  the  Indies ;  they  ftrike  Sail 
where  they  know  they  (hall  be  mafter'd,  and  mur- 
der where  they  can  with  Safety. 

This,  my  Lord,  is  the  Charadler  of  a  Courtier 
without  Wit;  and  therefore  that  which  is  a  Satyr 
to  other  Men,  muft  be  a  Panegyrick  to  your  Lord* 
fiiip,  who  are  a  Mailer  of  it.  if  the  lead  of  thcle 
Reflexions  could  have  reach'd  your  Perlbn,  no 
neeeffity  of  mine  could  have  made  me  to  have 
fought  fo  earneftly,  and  fo  long  to  have  cultivated 
your  Kindnefs.  As  a  Poet,  I  cannot  but  have 
made  fome  Obfervations  on  Mankind  :  The  low- 
nefs  of  my  Fortune  has  not  yet  brought  me  to 
flatter  Vice ;  and  'tis  my  Duty  to  give  teltimony  to 
Virtue.  'Tis  true,  your  Lordiliip  is  not  of  that 
Nature,  which  either  feeks  a  Commendation,  or 
wants  it.  Your  Mind  has  always  been  above  the 
wretched  affedation  of  Popularity.  A  popular 
i  Man  is,  in  truth,  no  better  than  a  Proftitute  to 
i  common  Fame,  and  to  the  People.  He  lies  dowa 
■  to  every  one  he  meets  for  the  hire  of  Praife;  and 

D  a  his 
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I  his  Humility  is  only  a  difguis'd  Ambition.    Even 
Cicero  himfelf,  whofe  Eloquence  deferv'd  the  Ad- 
miration of  Mankind ;  yet  by  his  infatiable  thirfl: 
of  Fame,  he  has  lefTen'd  his  CharaSer  with  fuc- 
ceeding  Ages :  His  Adion  againft  Catiline  may  be 
faid  to  have  ruin'd  the  Gonlvil,  when  it  fav'd  the 
City  :  For  it  fo  fwell'd  his  Soul,  which  was  not 
truly  great,  that  ever  afterwards  it  was  apt  to  be 
over-fet  with  Vanity.    And  this  made  his  Virtue 
fo  fufpeded  by  his  Friends,  that  Brutus^  whom 
of  all  Men  he  ador'd,  refus'd  him  a  place  in  his 
Confpiracy.    A  modern  Wit  has  made  this  Ob- 
fervation  on  him,  That  coveting  to  recommend 
himfelf  to  Pofterity,  he  begg'd  it  as  an  Alms  of 
all  his  Friends,  the  Hiftorians,  to  remember  his 
Confulfliip  :  And  obferve,  if  ^ou  pleafe,  the  Odd- 
nefs  of  the  Event ;  all  their  Hiilories  are  loft,  and 
the  vanity  of  his  Requeft  ftands  yet  recorded  in 
his  own  Writings.    How  much  more  great  and 
manly  in  your  Lordfliip,  is  your  Contempt  of  po- 
pular Applaufe,  and  your  retir'd  Virtue,  which 
fliines  only  to  a  few  ;  with  whom  you  live  fo  ea- 
fily  and  freely,  that  you  make  it  evident,  you  have 
a  Soul  which  is  capable  of  all  the  Tendernefs  of 
Friendfhip,  and  that  you  only  retire  your  felf  from 
thofe,  who  are  not  capable  of  returning  it.   Your 
Kindriefs,  where  you  have  once  plac'd  it,  is  invio- 
.     lable :  And  'tis  to  that  only  I  attribute  my  Happi- 
uefs  in  your  Love.    This  makes  me  more  eaiily 
forfake  an  Argument,  on  which  I  could  other- 
wife  delight  to  dwell :  I  mean,  your  Judgment  in 
your  choice  of  Friends ;  becaufe  I  have  the  Ho- 
nour to  be  one.    After  which,  I  am  fure  you  will 
more  eaiily  permit  me  to  be  filent,  in  the  care  you 
have  taken  of  my  Fortune ;  which  you  have  re- 
fcu*d,  aot  only  trom  the  Power  of  others,  but 

from 
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from  my  vvorft  of  Enemies,  my  own  Modefty 
and  Laiinels.    Which  Favour,  had  it  been  em- 
ploy'd  on  a  more  deferving  Subjed,  had  been  an 
EfFe6t  of  Juftice  in  your  Nature ;  but,  as  plac'd 
on  me,  is  only  Charity,    Yet,  withal,  'tis  confer- 
red on  fuch  a  Man,  as  prefers  your  Kindnefs  it 
felf,  before  any  of  its  Confequences ;  and  who 
values,  as  the  greateft  of  your  Favours,  thofe  of 
your  Love,  and  of  your   Converfation.    From 
this  Conftancy  to  your  Friends,  I  might  reafona- 
bly  afTume,  that  your  Refentments  would  be  as 
ftrong  and  lading,  if  they  were  not  reftrain'd  by 
a  nobler  Principle  of  good  Nature  and  Generofity. 
For  certainly,  'tis  the  lame  Compolition  of  Mind, 
the  fame  Relblution  and  Courage,  which  makes 
the  greateft  Friendfhips,   and  the  greateft  Enmi- 
ties.   And  he  who  is  too  lightly  reconcil'd,  after 
high  Provocations,   may  recommend   himfelf  to 
the  World  for  a  Chriftian,  but  I  fhould  hardly 
truft  him  for  a  F'ricnd.    The  Italians  have  a  Pro- 
verb to  that  Purpofo,  To  forgive  the  fir  ft  time  jhows 
me  a  good  Catholick^  the  fecond  time  a  Fool.    To 
this  tirmnefs  in  all  your  Adions  (though  you  are 
wanting   in  no  other  Ornaments    of  Mind  and 
Body,  yet  to  this)  I  principally  afcribe  the  Intereft 
your  Merits  have  acquir'd  you  in  the  Royal  Fa- 
mily.    A  Prince,  who  is  conftant  to  himfelf,  and 
fteady  in  all  his  Undertakings;  one  with  whom 
that  Charadcr  of  Horace  will  agree, 

Si  fraSius  illabatur  orhis^ 
I'mpaz'tdum  ferient  ruin<e^ 

Such  an  one  cannot  but  place  an  Efteem,  and  re- 

pofe  a  Confidence  on  him,  whom  no  Adverfity, 

ao  Change  of  Courts,  no  Bribery  of  Interefts,  or 
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Cabals  of  Fadions,  or  Advantages  of  Fortune, 
can  remove  from  the  folid  Foundations  of  Ho- 
nour and  Fidelity. 

Ille  meos^  fr'tmus  qui  mefibijustxit,  awores 
Abjiuiit ;  ille  habeat  fecum^  fervetque  fe^ulcro. 

How  well  your  Lordfliip  will  dcferve  that  praife, 
I  need  no  Infpiration  to  foretel.  You  have  al- 
ready left  no  room  for  Prophecy  :  Your  early 
Undertakings  have  been  fuch,  in  the  Service  of 
your  King  and  Country,  when  you  offer'd  your 
felt  to  the  moil  dangerous  Employment,  that  of 
the  Sea;  when  you  chofe  to  abandon  thofe  De- 
lights, to  which  your  Youth  and  Fortune  did  ii> 
vite  you,  to  undergo  the  Hazards,  and,  which 
was  worfe,  the  Company  of  common  Seamen, 
that  you  have  made  it  evident,  you  will  refufe  no 
Opportunity  of  rendring  your  felf  ufeful  to  the 
Nation,  when  either  your  Courage  or  Condud 
jliall  be  requir'd.  The  fame  Zeal  and  Faithfulnefs 
continues  in  your  Blood,  which  animated  one  of 
your  noble  Anceftors  to  facrifice  his  Life  in  the. 
Quarrel  of  his  Sovereign;  Tho',  I  hope,  both  for 
your  fake,  and  for  the  publick  Tranquillity,  the 
fame  Occafion  will  never  be  offer'd  to  your  Lord- 
Ihip,  and  that  a  better  Deftiny  will  attend  you. 
iiiu  I  make  hafte  to  conlider  you  as  abftraded 
fionia  Court,  which  (if  you  will  give  me  leave 
to  ufe  a  term  of  Logick)  is  only  an  Adjunft, 
not  a  Propriety  of  Happinefs.  The  Acadcmicks, 
I  contefs,  were  willing  to  admit  the  Goods  of 
Fortune  into  their  Notion  of  Felicity;  but  I  do 
not  remember,  that  any  of  the  Seds  of  old  Phi- 
Jofophers  did  ever  leave  a  room  for  Greatnefs. 
Neither  am  Iform'd  to  praife  a  Court,  who  ad- 
mire 
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mire  and  covet  nothing,  but  the  eafinefs  and  quiet 
of  Retirement.  1  naturally  withdraw  my  Sight 
fram  a  Precipice ;  and  admit  the  Profped  be  ne- 
ver fo  large  and  goodly,  can  take  no  pleafure  even 
in  looking  on  the  Downfal,tho'  I  am  fecure  from 
the  Danger.  Methinks  there's  fomethiiig  ofamr,- 
lignant  Joy  in  that  excellent  Defcription  of  L/.- 
cretiuSj 

Suave  mart  magno  tttrbanttbus  ^.juora  ventis^ 
E  terra  magnum  altcrhis  fpe^are  laborem ; 
1\lok  qn'ta  vexari  quenjuam  eft  jucunda  voluptas^ 
Sedqu.bus  ipfe  malts  careas,  quia  cemere  fuave  ejl. 

I  am  fure  his  Mafler  Epicurus^  and  my  better  Ma- 
fler  Covjlcy^  prefcrr'd  the  Solitude  of  a  Garden, 
and  the  Converfation  of  a  Friend  to  any  Conli-  ~ 
deration,  fo  much  as  a  regard,  of  thofe  unhappy 
People,  whom  in  our  own  wrong,  we  call  the 
Great.  True  Grentnef-,  if  it  be  any  where  on 
Earth,  is  in  a  private  Virtue;  remov'd  from  the 
Notion  of  Pomp  and  Vanity,  confin'd  ro  a  Con- 
templation of  it  felf,  and  centring  on  it  lelf : 

Omtiis  en'im per [^  Divum  natura^  ttecejfe  eft 
Immortali  avo  prmmd  cum  pace  fruatur; 

Curd  femota^  metuque^ 

Ipfafuis  pollens  opjbus ■ s 

If  this  be  not  the  Life  of  a  Deity,  becaufe  it  can- 
not conlift  with  Providence;  'tis  at  leaft  a  godlike 
Life :  I  can  be  contented,  (and  I  am  fure  I  have 
your  Lordihip  of  my  Opinion)  with  an  humbler 
Station  in  the  Temple  of  Virtue,  than  to  be  fet  on 
the  Pinnacle  of  it. 

D  4  Defpkere 
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Defp'icere  unde  queas  alios,  fajjlmqae  viderc 
Errare^  aique  vtam  palantis  quxrere  vit^t. 

The  truth  is,  the  confideration  of  fo  vain  a  Crea- 
ture as  Man,  is  not  worth  our  pains.  I  have  Fool 
enough  at  home,  without  looking  for  it  abroad : 
And  am  a  fufficient  Theater  to  my  felf  of  ridicu- 
lous Adions,  without  expedling  Company,  either 
in  a  Court,  a  Town,  or  Play-houfe.  'Tis  on  this 
account  that  I  am  weary  with  drawing  the  De- 
formities of  Life,  and  La^ars  of  the  People,  where 
every  Figure  of  Imperfc6tion  more  refembles  me 
than  it  can  do  others.  If  I  muft  be  condemn'd  to 
Rhyme,  I  fhould  find  fome  Eafe  in  my  change  of 
Punilhment.  I  defire  to  be  no  longer  the  SiJ^. 
phtis  of  the  Stage  ;  to  rowl  up  a  Stone  with  end,- 
lefs  Labour  (which,  to  follow  the  Proverb,  ga- 
thers no  Mofs)  and  which  is  perpetually  falling 
down  again.  I  never  thought  my  felf  very  fit  fof 
an  Employment,  where  many  of  my  Predeceflbrf 
have  excell'd  me  in  all  kinds;  and  fome  of  my 
Contemporaries,  even  in  my  own  partial  Judg-^ 
ment,  have  out-done  me  in  Comcay.  Some  little 
hopes  I  have  yet  remaining,  and  thofe  too,  confi- 
dering  my  Abilities,  mav  ^  vain,  that  I  may  make 
Ir.c  ^.Y^-rld  fn*^-.  p^rt  of  amends,  for  many  ill 
Plays,  by  an  Heroick  Poem.  Your  Lordfnip  has 
been  long  acquainted  with  my  Beiign ;  the  Sub- 
jeft  of  which  you  know  i§  great,  the  Story  £«§■- 
//y^,  and  neither  too  far  diftant  from  the  prefent 
Age,  nor  too  near  approaching  it.  Such  it  is  in 
my  Opinion,  that  I  could  not  have  wifti'd  a  nobler 
Occalion  to  do  Honour  by  it  to  my  King,  my 
Country,  and  my  Friends ;  moft  of  our  ancient 
Npbility  being  conceru'd  in  the  Action.     And 

your 
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your  Lordfhip  has  one  particular  Rcafon  to  pro* 
inote  this  Undertaking,  becaufe  you  were  the  firft 
who  gave  me  the  Opportunity  of  3ifcourfing  it  to 
his  Majefty,  and  his  Royal  Highnefs :  They  were 
then  pleas'd,  both  to  commend  the  Defign,  and 
to  encourage  it  by  their  Commands.  But  theUn- 
fettl'dnefs  of  my  Condition  has  hitherto  put  a  Hop 
to  my  Thoughts  concerning  it.  As  I  am  no  Suc- 
ce/Tor  to  Homer  in  his  Wit,  fo  neither  do  I  defire 
to  be  in  his  Poverty.  I  can  make  no  Rhapfodicj, 
nor  go  a  begging  at  the  Grecian  Doors,  while  I 
fing  the  Praiies  of  their  Anceftors.  The  Times 
of  Firgil  pleafe  me  better,  becaufe  he  had  an  Au' 
gftjlfts  for  his  Patron.  And  to  draw  the  Allego- 
ry nearer  you,  I  am  fure  I  (hall  not  want  a  Me* 
tanas  with  him.  *Tis  for  your  Lordfhip  to  ftif 
up  that  Remembrance  in  his  Majefty,  which  his 
many  Avocations  of  Bufinefs  have  caus'd  him,  X 
fear,  to  lay  afide.  And,  (as  himfelf  and  his  Royal 
Brother  are  the  Heroes  of  the  Poem)  to  reprefent 
to  them  the  Images  of  their  Warlike  PredeceiTors ; 
as  Achilles  is  faid  to  be  rouz'd  to  Glory,  with  the 
fight  of  the  Combat  before  the  Ships.  For  my 
own  part,  I  am  fatisfy'd  to  have  offer'd  the  De- 
fign, and  it  may  be  to  the  advantage  of  my  Repu- 
tation to  have  it  refus'd  me. 

In  the  mean  time,  my  Lord,  I  take  the  Confi-^ 
dence  to  prefent  you  with  a  Tragedy  ;  the  Chara- 
fters  of  which  are  the  neareft  to  thofe  of  an  He- 
roick  Poem.  *Twas  dedicated  to  you  in  my 
Heart,  before  *twas  prefented  on  the  Stage.  Some 
things  in  it  have  pafs'd  your  Approbation,  and 
many  your  Amendment.  You  were  likewife  plea- 
fed  to  recommend  it  to  the  King's  perufal,  before 
the  laft  hand  was  added  to  it,  when  I  received  the 
Favour  from  him,  to  have  the  moft  confiderable 
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Event  of  it  model  I'd  by  his  Royal  Pleafure.  It 
may  be  fome  Vanity  in  me  to  add  his  Teftimony 
then,  and  which  he  gracioufly  confirm'd  after- 
wards, that  it  was  the  beft  of  all  my  Tragedies  ; 
in  which  he  has  made  Authentick  my  private  O- 
pinion  of  it;  at  leaft,  he  has  given  it  a  Value  by 
his  Commendation,  which  it  had  not  by  my  Wri- 
ting. 

That  which  was  not  pleafing  to  fome  of  the 
fair  Ladies  in  the  laft  Ad  of  it,  as  I  dare  not  vin- 
dicate, fo  neither  can  I  wholly  condemn,  'till  I 
find  moreReafon  for  their  Cenfures.  The  Proce- 
dure of  hidamora  and  Melefinda^  feems  yet,  in  my 
Judgment,  natural,  and  not  unbecoming  of  their 
Charaders.  If  they  who  arraign  them,  fail  not 
more,  the  World  will  never  blame  their  Condud : 
And  I  fhall  be  glad,  for  the  Honour  of  my  Coun- 
try, to  find  better  Images  of  Virtue  drawn  to  the 
Li.'e  in  thtir  Behaviour,  than  any  I  could  feign  to 
adorn  the  Theatre.  I  confefs,  I  have  only  reprc- 
lented  a  pradical  Virtue,  mix'd  with  the  Frailties 
and  Imperfedions  of  human  Life.  I  have  made 
my  Heroine  fearful  of  Death,  which  neither  Caf- 
fandra  nor  Cleopatra  would  have  been ;  and  they 
themfelves,  I  doubt  it  not,  would  have  outdone 
Komance  in  that  particular.  Yet  their  Mandatja 
(and  the  Cyrus  was  written  by  a  Lady)  was  not 
altogether  fo  hard-hearted  :  For  (he  fate  down  on 
Khc  cold  Ground  by  the  King  of  AJj'yria^  and  not 
only  piy'd  him,  who  dy'd  in  her  Defence;  but 
allowM  him  fome  Favours,  fuch,  perhaps,  as  they 
would  think,  fhould  only  be  permitted  to  her  Cy- 
rus. 1  have  made  my  Melefinda^  in  oppofition  to 
Nourmahal^  a  Woman  paflionately  loving  of  her 
Husband,  patient  of  Injuries  and  Contempt,  and 
conltaiit  in  her  Kinducfs,  to  the  laft :    And  in 
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that,  perhaps,  I  may  have  err'd,  becaufe  it  is  not 
a  Virtue  much  in  ufe.    Thofe  Indian  Wives  are 
loving  Fools,  and  may  do  well  to  keep  themfelvcs 
in  their  own  Country,  or,  at  leall,  to  keep  Com- 
pany with  the  ArrteCs  and  Portia^ s  of  old  Rome : 
Some  of  our  Ladies  know  better  things.    But, 
it  may  be,  1  am  partial  to  my  own  Writings : 
-Yet  I  have  labourM  as  much  as  any  Man^,  to  di- 
vert my  felf  of  the  Self-opinion  of  an  Author  ; 
and  am  too  well  fatisfy'd  of  my  own  Weaknefs, 
to  be  pleas'd  with  any  thing  I  have  written.    But 
on  the  other  fide,  my  Rcafon  tells  me,  that,  in 
probability,  what  I  have  ferioufly  and  long  confi- 
der'd,  may  be  as  likely  to  be  juft  and  natural,  as 
what  an  ordinary  Judge  (if  there  be  any  fuch  a- 
mongft  thofe  Ladies)  will  think  fit,  in  a  tranfient 
Prefentation,  to  be  plac'd  in  ihe  room  of  that  which 
they   condemn.     The  moft  judicious  Writer  is 
fometimes  miftaken,  after  all  his  Care:  Bat  the 
hafty  Critick,  who  judges  on  a  View,  is  full  as 
liable  to  be  deceiv'd.  Let  him  fit  ft  confidcr  all  the 
Arguments,  which  the  Author  had,  to  write  this, 
or  to  dcfign  the  other,  before  he  arraigns  him  of 
a  Fault :  And  then,  perhaps,  on  fccond  Thoughts, 
he  will  find  his  Reafon  oblige  him  to  revoke  his 
Cenfure.    Yet,  after  all,  I  will  not  be  too  poli-. 
tive.     Homo  firm ^  humani  a  me  nihil  alienum  puto. 
As  I  am  a  Man, I  muft  be  changeable:  And  fome- 
times the  graved  of  us  all  are  lo,  even  upon  ridi- 
culous Accidents.     Our  Minds  are  perpetually 
wrought  on  by  the  temperament  of  our  Bodies : 
Which  makes  me  fufpcil,  they  are  nearer  ally'd, 
than  cither  our  Philofophers  or  School -Divines 
will  allow  them  to  be.     I   have  obferv'd,  fays 
Montaign^  that   when  the  Body  is  out  of  Order, 
itis  Companion  is  feldgm  at  his  eafe.  An  lii  Dfcam,, 

or 
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•r  a  clondy  Day,  has  Power  to  change  thif 
wretched  Cit-ature,  who  is  \'o  proud  of  a  reafona- 
ble  Soul,  and  make  him  think  what  he  thought 
not  Yeflerday.  And  Homer  was  of  this  Opinion, 
as  Cicero  is  pleas'd  to  traiiflate  him  for  us ; 

Tales  funt  hominum  mentes^  quali  pater  ipfi 
.   yupiter^  atidiferd  lufiravtt  lampaae  terras, 

Ov-  as  the  fame  Author,  in  his  Tujctilane  Que- 

£,i  ;is,  fpeaks  with  more  Modefty  than  ufual  of 
hiniCclf:  Nos  in  diem  vivimus  \  qnodcunque  am- 
inos Kojiros  probabilitate  percujjit^  td  dicimns.  'Ti$ 
not  therefore  iirpolTible,  but  that  I  may  alter  the 
Conclufion  of  my  Play,  to  reftore  my  felf  into 
the  good  Graces  of  my  fair  Criticks.  And  your 
Lordfhip,  who  is  fo  well  with  them,  may  do  me 
the  Office  of  a  Friend  and  Patron,  to  intercede 
with  them  on  my  Promife  of  Amendment.  The 
Impotent  Lover  in  Fetronius^  tho'  his  was  a  very 
unpardonable  Crime,  yet  was  receiv'd  to  Mercy 
on  the  Terms  I  offer.  Summa  excufationts  mea 
iac  eji :  Placebo  tibi^  ft  culpant  emendare  permi" 
feris. 

But  I  am  confcious  to  my  felf  of  offering  at  a 
greater  Boldnefs,in  prefenting  to  your  view  what  my 
Meannefs  can  produce,  than  in  any  other  Error,  of 
my  Play.  And  therefore  make  bafle  to  break  off 
this  tedious  Addrefs,  which  has,  I  know  not  how, 
already  run  it  felf  into  Pedantry,  with  an  excufe 
of  Tully^s^  which  he  fcnt  with  his  Books  De  Fmi- 
hut^  to  his  Friend  Brutus:  De  ipfis  rebus  autem, 
fapenumerh  Brute  "vereor  ne  reprehendar^  cum  hac 
nd  te  fcrtbam^  qui  turn  in  Poeji^  (I  change  it  from 
Philofophid)  turn  in  Optimo  genere  Poefeos  tantum 
pr»cejjeris.    Quodfifafertm  quafitt  eruMens^  jure 
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reprehenderer.  Scd  ab  eo  flurimitm  abfum  :  Nef^ 
tit  ea  cogfiofcas  qua  tibi  not'tjjima  Junt^  ad,  te 
mitto ;  ^ed  quia  facilUme  in  nomine  tuo  acquiefco^ 
^  quia  te  habeo  tequijfimum  eorum  Jiudiorum^ 
quce  mihi  communia  tecum  funt^  ajlimatorem  ^jf 
judicem.  Which  you  may  pleafe,  my  Lord,  to. 
apply  to  your  felf,  from  him,  who  is 


Tour  Lord/hifs 

mojl  Obedicttf 
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OUR  Author  by  Lxttrience finds  it  true, 
'Tis  much  more  hard  to  pleafe  himfelf  than  yon : 
And  out  of  no  feign' d  MoJefly,  this  Day 
Damns  his  laioriotis  Trifle  of  a  FUy : 
Uot  that  it's  worfe  than  vhat  before  he  vrit. 
But  he  has  now  another  T.xjle  of  Wit ; 
And  to  confefs  a  Truth, .  (though  out  of  time) 
Crows  weary  of  his  long-hz>'d  Miflrefs,  Rhyme. 
FuJJhns  too  fierce  to  be  in  Fetters  bound. 
And  Nature  flies  him  like  Enchanted  Ground. 
IVhat  Verfe  cati  do,  he  has  perform' d  in  this, 
Which  he  prefumes  the  mofl  Corre£l  of  his  ; 
Sutfpite  of  all  his  Pride,  a  fecret  Shame 

Invades  his  Breafl  at  Shakefpear'j  facred  Name: 
Aw'd  when  he  hears  his  Godlike  Romans  Rage, 
He,  in  aj:fl  Defpxir,  would  qttit  the  Stage. 
And  to  an  Age  lefs  polijh'd,  more  unsktWd,  * 

'I>oes,  with  difdain  the  foremofl  Honours  yield. 

As  with  the  greater  De:td  he  dares  not  firive. 

He  would  not  match  his  Verfe  with  thoft  who  live: 

Let  him  retire,  betwixt  two  Ages  caji. 

The  firft  of  this,  and  hindmoft  of  the  lafl. 

A  lofir.g  Gamefier,  let  him  fneak  away, 

lit  bears  r.9  ready  Money  from  the  Play. 
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The  Fate  which  governs  Toets,  thought  it  fit, 
He'Jl:ould  not  raife  his  Tortunes  by  hi:  Wit. 
The  Clergy  thrive,  and  the  litigious  Bar ; 
Dull  Heroes  fatten  vith  the  Spoils  of  fVar: 
All  Southern  Vices,  Heav'n  be  frais'd,  are  here  5 
But  Wit's  a  Luxury  yau  think  too  dear. 
When  yeu  to  cultivate  the  Plant  are  loath, 
Tis  a  Jhrewd  Sign  'twas  never  »f  your  Grorvth : 
And  Wit  in  Northern  Climates  will  not  blow. 
Except,  like  Orange-trees,  'tis  hous'd  from  Snow, 
There  needs  no  Care  to  put  a  Play-houfi  down, 
'Tis  the  mofi  Defart  Place  of  all  the  Town. 
We  and  our  Neighbours,  to  Jpeak  proudly,  are- 
Like  Monarchs,  ruin'd  with  expenfive  War. 
While,  like  wife  Englifh,  unconcerned,  ym  fit, 
And  fee  us  pl^  the  Tragedy  of  Wit. 
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MEN. 

The  old  Emperor.  Mr.  Mohun, 

Aureng-Zebe  his  Son.  Mr.  Hart. 

Morat^  his  younger  Son.  Mr.  Kyxajioft. 

Arimant,  Governor  of  Agra.  Mr.  IVinierJbal' 

Dianet.  ^ 

Solyman.  / Indian  Lords,  or 

Mir  Baba.  V     Omrahs ,      of 

Abas.  f    feveral  Fadi- 

Afa^h  Chan.  V     ons. 

Fa7:,el  Chan.       ^ 

W  O  M  E  R 

Nourmahal^  the  Emprcfs.  Mrs.  MarpaM 

Indamora.,  a  Captive  Queen.  Mrs.  Cox. 

Melefinda^  Wife  to  Morat.  Mrs,  Corbet. 

Zayda,   Favourite  Slave  to  the?j^^^   jj..j 
Emprefs.  5  ^ 
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ACT    I.     SCENE   I. 


Enur  Arimanr,  Afaph  Chan  and  Fazel  Chan. 

Arimant. 
I  Eav'n  feems  the  Empire  of  the  Eaft  to  ky 
On  the  Succcfs  of  this  important  Day : 
Their  Arms  are  to  the  laft  Decifion  bent. 

And  Fortune  licu"  v.'ith  the  Vafl  Event : 
she  now  has  in  her  Hand   the  greateft 
Stake, 

Which  for  contending  Monarchs  fhe  can  make. 
What  e'er  can  uree  ambitious  Youth  to  fight. 
She  pompoufly  difplays  before  their  Sight : 
Laws,  Empire,  A)!  permitted  to  the  Sword, 
And  Fate  could  ne'er  an  ampler  Scene  afford. 

Afaph.  Four  feveral  Armies  to  the  Field  are  led. 
Which,  high  in  equal  Hopes  four  Princes  head: 
IrJus  ard  Ganges,  our  wide  Empire's  Bounds, 
Swell  their  dy'd  Currents  with  their  Native's  Wounds : 
Each  purple  River  winding,  as  he  runs. 
His  bloody  Arms  about  his  flaughter'd  Sons. 

Taxel.  I  well  remember  you  foretold  the  Storm, 
When  firft  the  Brothers  did  their  Fadtions  form : 

Wheii 
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Wlicn  each,  by  curs'd  Cabals  of  Women,  drove 
To  draw  th' indulgent  King  to  partial  Love. 

Aran.  What  Heav'n  decrees,  no  Prudence  can  prevent. 
To  cure  their  mad  Ambition,  they  were  fent 
To  rule  a  diflanr  Province  each  alone. 
What  could  a  careful  Faiher  more  have  done? 
He  made  Provifion  againft  all,  but  Fatej 
While,  by  his  Health,  we  held  our  Pcccg  of  State. 
The  weight  of  fevenfy  Wintei  s  prell  him  down. 
He  bent  beneath  the  Burthen  of  a  Crown : 
Sickneis,  at  laft,  did  his  fpent  Body  fcize. 
And  L'fe  almoft  funk  under  the  Difeafe: 
Mortal  'twas  thought,  at  lead  by  them  deiu  'd. 
Who,  impioufly,  mto  his  Years  inquir'd: 
As  at  a  Signal,  lirci,/ht  the  Sons  prepare 
For  open  Force,  and  rufh  to  fudden  War: 
Meeting,  like  Winds  Irokc  looJe  upon  the  Main, 
To  prove,  by  Arms,  whole  Fate  it  was  to  reign. 

jifiph.  Rebels  and  Parricides  ! 

Arim.  Brand  not  their  Adlions  with  Co  foul  a  Name: 
Pity,  at  leaft,  what  we  are  forc'd  to  blame. 
When  Death's  cold  Hand  has  clos'd  the  Father's  Eye, 
You  know  the  younger  Sons  are  doom'd  to  die. 
Lefs  Ills  arc  chofen  greater  to  avoid. 
And  Nature's  Laws  axe  by  the  State's  deftroy'd, 
"What  Courage  tamely  could  to  Death  confent. 
And  not,  by  ftriking  firft,  the  Blow  prevent? 
Who  falls  in  fight,  cannot  himfclf  accufe, 
'  And  he  dies  greatly  who  a  Crown  purfues. 
To  them  Solyman  Agah. 

Solym.  A  new  Express  all  Ji^ra  docs  afright: 
T)nrah  and  Aure»g-Ze6e  are  join'd  in  Fight ; 
The  Prefs  of  People  thickens  to  the  Court, 
Th' impatient  Crowd  devouring  the  Report.  [bring, 

!     jir'tm.  T'each  changing  News  they  chang'd  AfFedtions 
And  fervilely  from  Fate  expcft  a  King. 

Soly?n.  The  Minifters  of  State,  who  gave  us  Law, 
In  Corners,  with  lelcdted  Friends,  withdraw : 
There,  in  deaf  murmurs,  iblemnly  are  wifej 
Whiip'ring,  Lke  Winds,  e'er  Hurricanes  arifc. 
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The  moft  Corrupt  are  mofl  Obfcquious  grown, 
And  thofe  they  icorn'd,  officioufly  they  own. 

Afaph.  In  change  of  Government, 
The  Rabble  rule  their  great  Opprelfor's  Fate: 
Do  Sovereign  Jufticc,  and  Revenge  the  State. 

Solym.  The  little  Courtiers,  who  ne'er  come  to  knoTT 
The  Depth  of  Faftions,  as  in  Mazes  go, 
Where  Int'refts  meet  and  crofs  £0  oft,  that  they  • 
With  too  much  care  are  wilder'd  in  their  Way. 

Arim   What  of  the  Emperor  ? 

Sol)m.  Unmov'd,  and  biave,  he  like  himfclf  appears^. 
And,  meriting  no  111,  no  Danger  fears: 
Yet  mourns  his  foi-mer  Vigour  loft  fb  far. 
To  make  him  now  Spedator  of  a  War : 
Repining  that  he  m.uft  preferve  his  Crown 
By  any  Help  or  Courage  but  his  own  : 
Wiflies,  each  Minute,  he  could  unbeget 
Thofe  Rebel-Sons,  who  dare  t'ufurp  his  Seat: 
To  fway  his  Empire  with  unequal  Skill, 
And  mount  a  Throne,  which  none  but  he  can  fill. 

Arim.  Oh !  had  he  ftili  that  Charader  maintained. 
Of  Valour,  which  in  blooming  Youth  he  gain'd ! 
He  promis'd  in  his  Eaft  a  glorious  Race; 
Now,  funk  from  his  Meridian,  fets  apace. 
But  as  the  Sun,  when  he  from  Noon  declines, 
And  with  abated  Heat,  lefs  fiercely  fliines,  . . 
Seem.s  to  grov/ Milder  as  he  gees  away, 
Pleafing  himfelf  with  the  Remains  of  Day ; 
So  he  who,  in  his  Youth,  for  Glory  ftrove, 
Would  recompence  his  Age  with  Eafe  and  Love. 

Afoph.  The  Name  of  Father  hateful  to  him  grows. 
Which,  for  one  Son,  produces  him  three  Foes. 

Faz.el.  Darah,  the  Eldcft,  bears  a  generous  Mind}. 
But  to  implacable  Revenge  inclined, 
Too  openly  does  Love  and  Hatred  fh.ow : 
A  bounteous  Maimer,  but  a  deadly  Foe. 

Solym.  From  Sujah's  Valour  I  fliould  much  cxpe£i^ 
But  he's  a  £i^et  of  the  Per/:an  Sed : 
And,  by  a  tcrcign  Int'rell  leeks  to  Reign, 
HopcJels  by  Love  the  Sceptre  to  obtain. 

Afaplf. 
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Afaph.  Mfirat's  too  infolent,  too  much  a  Brave, 
His  Courage  to  his  Envy  is  a  Slave. 
AVhat  he  attempts,  if  his  Endeavours  fail 
T'efFeft,  he  is  refolv'd  no  other  fliall. 

Arim.  But  Auren^-Zebe,  by  no  ftrong  Paflion  fway'd, 
Except  his  Love,  more  template  is,  and  weighed: 
This  Atlas  muft  our  finking  State  uphold} 
In  Council  cool,  but  in  Performance  bold ; 
He  funis  their  Virtues  in  himfelf  alone. 
And  a  ids  the  greateft,  of  a  Loyal  Son : 
His  Father's  Cabfe  upon  his  Sword  he  wears, 
And  with  his  Arms,  we  hope,  his  fortune  bears. 

Solym.  Two  vaft  Rewards  may  well  his  Courage  niovc, 
A  Parent's  Blefling,  and  a  Miftrefs'  Love. 
If  he  fiicceed,  his  Recompence,  we  hear, 
Muft  be  the  Captive  Queen  of  Cajftrmre, 
To  theitii  Abas. 

Ab.ts.  Mifchiefs  on  Mifchiefs,  greater  ftill,  and  morcir 
The  neighb'ring  Plain  with  Arms  is  cover'd  o'er: 
The  Vale  an  Iron-Harvcft  feems  to  yield 
Of  thick-fprung  Lances  in  a  waving  Field. 
The  polifh'd  Steel  gleams  terribly  from  far. 
And  every  moment  nearer  Ihows  the  War. 
The  Horles  neighing  by  the  Wind  is  blown, 
*Hki  Ciin'a-Elcphauts  o^er-look  the  Town. 

Arim.  If,  as  I  fear,  Morat  thefe  Pow'rs  command?, 
Our  Empire  on  the  Brink  of  Ruin  ftands: 
Th' ambitious  Emprefs  with  her  Son  is  join'd. 
And,  in  his  Brother's  Abfence,  has  defign'd 
The  unprovided  Town  to  take  with  e&. 
And  then,  the  Perfon  of  the  King  to  feize. 

Solym.  To  all  his  former  Ifluc  ftie  has  fliow^n 
Long  hate,  and  labour'd  to  advance  her  own. 

Abas.  Thefe  Troops  are  his. 
Sarat  he  took ;  and  thence,  preventing  Fame, 
By  quick  and  painful  Maixhes  hither  came. 
Since  his  Approach,  he  to  his  Mother  fent. 
And  two  long  Hours  in  clofe  Debate  were  fpent. 

Arim.  I'll  to  my  Charge,  the  Cittadel  repair. 
And  fhow  my  Duty  by  my  timely  Care, 
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Jb  them  the  Emperor  with  a  Letter  li  his  Hand-:  Ajter  himt 
an  Atnb*Jpidor,  with  a  Traiii  following. 
Af^ph.  But  fee,  the  Emperor!  a  fiery  red 
His  Brows,  and  glowing  Temples  does  o'er-fpread, 
Morat  has  fome  mfplealing  Meflage  fcnt. 

Amb.  Do  not,  great  Sir,  mifconftrue  his  Intenti 
Nor  call  Rebellion  what  was  prudent  Care, 
To  guard  himfelf  by  neccflary  War: 
While  he  belicv'd  you  living,  he  obey'd: 
His  Governments  but  as  your  Vice-Roy  fwa/d: 
But,  when  he  thought  you  gone 
T' augment  the  Number  of  the  Blefs'd  above. 
He  deem'd  'em  Legacies  of  Royal  Love : 
Nor  arm'd  his  Brothers  Portions  to  invade. 
But  to  defend  the  Prefent  you  had  made. 

Emp.  By  frequent  Meffages,  and  ftridt  Commanas, 
He  knew  my  Pleafure  to  difcharge  his  Bands : 
Proof  of  my  Life  my  Royal  Signet  madej 
Yet  ftill  he  arm'd,  came  on,  and  difbbcy'd.  [ceal'd: 

Amb.  He  thought  the  Mandat  forg'd,  your  Death  con^ 
And  but  dclay'd,  till  Truth  (bould  be  revcal'd. 

Emp.  News  of  my  Death  from  Rumor  he  rccciv'd  • 
And  what  he  wifti'd,  he  eafiy  believ'd : 
But  long  demurr'd,  though  from  my  Hand  he  knew 
I  hv'd,  fo  loath  he  was  to  think  it  true. 
Since  he  pleads  Ignorance  to  that  Command, 
Now  let  him  (how  his  Duty,  and  disband. 

Amb.  His  Honour,  Sir,  will  fuffcr  in  the  Gaufe- 
He  yields  his  Arms  unjuft,  if  he  withdraws ; 
And  begs  his  Loyalty  may  be  declar'd, 
By  owning  thofe  he  leads  to  be  your  Guard. 

Emp.  I,  in  my  felf,  have  all  the  Guard  I  needj 
Bid  the  prefumptuous  Boy  draw  off  with  fpeed:' 
If  his  audacious  Troops  one  Hour  remain 
My  Cannon  from  the  Fort  fhall  fcour  the'  Plain 

^i?w^   Since  you  deny  him  Entrance,  he  demands 
His  Wife,  whom  cruelly  you  hold  in  Bauds: 
Her,  if  unjuftly  you  from  him  detain, 
Kc  juftly  will  b^  force  of  Arms  regain. 

Entf. 
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Emp.  O'er  him,  and  his,  a  Right  from  Heav'n  I  hive; 
Subjcdt,  and  Son,  he's  doubly  born  my  Slave. 
But  whatibe'cr  his  own  Demerits  arc. 
Tell  him,  I  iliall  not  make  on  Women,  War. 
/nd  yet  I'll  do  her  Innocence  the  Grace, 
To  keep  her  here,  as  in  the  lafer  Place. 
But  rhou,  who  dar'ft  this  bold  Defiance  bring, 
May'ft  teel  the  Rage  of  an  offended  King. 
Hence  from  my  Sight,  without  the  leaft  Reply : 
One  Word,  nay,  one  Look  more,  and  thou  flialt  die. 

[Exit  AmbaJfaJor. 
Re-enter  Arimant. 
Arim.  May  Heav'n,  great  Monarch,  flill  augment  your 
With  length  of  Days,  and  every  Day  like  this.         [Bills 
For,  from  the  Banks  of  Gernna  news  is  brought. 
Your  Army  has  a  bloody  Battel  fought : 
Harah  from  Loyal  Aureng-Zebe  is  fledj 
And  forty  thouland  of  his  Men  lye  dead. 
To  SuJAh  next  your  conquering  Army  drew  j 
Him  they  furpris'd,  and  ealily  o'er-thicw. 
Etnp.  'Tis  well.  ■     [cone, 

Art/}*.  But  well  I   what  more  could  at  your  Wifh  be 
Than  two  fuch  Conquefls  gain'd  by  luch  a  Son? 
Your  Pardon,  mighry  Sirj 
You  feem  not  high  enough  your  Joys  to  ratCj 
You  ftand  indebted  a  vaft  Sum  to  Fate : 
And  fhould  large  Thanks  for  the  great  BlefTing  pay. 

Emp.  My  Fortune  owes  me  greater  every  Day. 
And  fhould  my  Joy  more  high  for  this  appear. 
It  would  have  argu'd  me  before  of  Fear. 
How  is  Heav'n  kind,  where  I  have  nothing  won. 
And  Fortune  only  pays  mc  with  my  own  i 

Arim.  Great  JLireng-Zebe  did  duteous  Care  exprels ; 
And  durft  not  pu(h  too  far  his  good  Succels. 
But  left  Morat  the  City  Diould  attack. 
Commanded  his  vidlorious  Army  back} 
Which,  left  to  march  as  fwiftly  as  they  may,  *> 

Himfelf  conies  firft,  and  will  be  here  this  Day,  C 

Before  a  cloi'e-form'd  Siege  fhut  up  his  way,  \ 

I  Imf. 
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"Emp.  Prevent  his  Purpofe,  hence,  with  all  thy  i^eed. 
Stop  hinii  his  Entrance  to  the  Town  fjibid. 

^rim.  How,  Sir?  your  Loyal,  your  Vi£lorious  Son? 
£»>/».  Him  would  I,  more  than  ail  the  Rebels,  lliun. 
^i;n.  Whom  with  your  Pow'r  and  Fortune,  Sir,  yoii 
Now  to  fufpedl  is- vain,  as  'tis  unjufl.  [truft,; 

He  comes  not  with  a  Train  to  move  your  Fear, 
But  trufts  himfelf,  to  be  a  Prisoner  here. 
You  knew  him  Brave,  you  know  him  Faithful  now; 
He  aims  at  Fame,  but  Fame  from  Serving  you. 
'Tis  iaid,  Ambition  in  his  Breaft  does  rage.: 
Who  would  not  be  the  Heroe  of  an  Age? 
All  grant  him  prudent;  Prudence  Interefl:  weiglis. 
And  Interefl:  bids  him  feck  your  Love  and  Praiie. 
I  know  you  grateful;  when  he  march'd  from  hence, 
You  bad  him  hope  an  ample  Recompeace : 
He  conquer'd  in  that  Hopej  and  from  your  Hands, 
His  Love,  the  precious  Pledge  he  left,  demands, 

E/fjp.  No  more;  you  fearch  too  deep   my  wounded 
And  fhow  mc  what  I  fear,  and  would  not  find.  [xMind^ 
My  Son  has  all  the  Debts  of  Duty  paid  .- 
Our  Prophet  lends  him  to  ray  prcierrt  Aid. 
Such  Virtue  to  diflruft  were  bale  and  low ; 

I'm  not  ungrateful or  I  was  not  fo  I 

Inquire  no  farther,  flop  his  corning  on : 
I  will  not,  cannot,  dare  not  fee  my  Son.  ,-^ 

Arim.  'Tis  now  too  late  his  Entrance  {o  prevent : 
Nor  muft  I  to  your  Ruin  give  conlent. 
At  once  your  Peoples  Heart,  and  Son's  you  lofe: 
And  give  him  all,  when  you  jufl:  things  refufe. 

Emp.  Thou  lov'fl-  me  lure;  thy  Faith  has  oft  been  try'd. 
In  ten  pitch'd  Fields,  not  fhriaking  from  my  Side, 
Yet  giv'ft  me  no  advice  to  bring  me  caie. 

Arhn.  Can  you  be  cur'd,  and  tell  not  your  Dilea^c? 
I  ask'd  you.  Sir. 

Emp. Thou  fliould'fl  have  ask'd  again : 

There  hangs  a  fecrct  Shame  on  guilty  Men. 

Thou  fliouid'fl  have  pull'd  the  Secret  from  my  Breaft, 

Torn  out  the  bearded  Steel  to  give  me  Refl:; 

At 
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At  leafl,  thou  fliould'ft  have  guefs'd- 


Yet  thou  art  honcfl:,  thou  could'ft  ne'er  have  gucfs'd. 

Haft  thou  been  ne/er  bafe  ?  did  Love  ne'er  bend 

Thy  frailer  Virtue,  to  betray  thy  Friend  ? 

Flatter  me,  make  thy  Court,  and  fay,  It  did : 

Kings  in  a  Crowd  would  have  their  Vices  hid. 

We  would  be  kept  in  Count'nance,  fav'd  from  Shame;' 

And  own'd  by  others  who  commit  the  fame. 

Nay,  now  I  have  confefs'd. 

Thou  feeft  me  naked,  and  without  difguife: 

I  look  on  Aurmg-Zebe  with  Rival's  Eyes. 

He  has  abroad  my  Enemies  o'ercomc. 

And  I  have  fougnt  to  ruin  him  at  home. 

Arlm.  This  free  Confeflion  (hows  you  long  did  ftrivc: 
And  Virtue,  thotigh  oppreft,  is  ftill  alive. 
But  what  Succels  did  your  Injuftice  find  ? 

Emf.  V/hat  it  dcferv'd,  and  not  what  I  defign'd. 
Unmov'd  fhe  ftood,  and  deaf  to  ail  my  Prayers, 
As  Seas  and  Winds  to  finking  Mariners. 
But  Seas  grow  calm,  and  Winds  are  reconcil'd : 
Her  Tyrant  Beauty  never  grows  more  mild. 
Pray'rs,  Promifes,  and  Threats  were  ail  in  vain. 

Arim.  Then  cufc  your  felf  by  generous  Difdain. 

'Emp.  Virtue,  Difdain,  Defpair,  I  oft  have  try'd. 
And  foil'd,  have  with  new  Arms  my  Foe  defy*d. 
This  made  me  with  fo  little  Joy  to  heat 
The  Vi£lory,  when  I  the  Vidtor  fear. 

Arim.  Something  you  fwiftly  muft  refolve  to  dd, 
"Left  Aureng-Zebe  your  fecret  Love  (hould  know. 
'Morat  without  does  for  your  Ruin  wait  j 
And  would  you  lofe  the  Buckler  of  your  State  ? 
A  jealous  Emprefs  lyes  within  your  Arms, 
Too  haughty  to  endure  negledied  Charms. 
"Your  Son  is  duteous,  but  (as  Man)  he's  frail. 
And  juft  Revenge  o'er  Virtue  may  prevail. 

Emp.  Go  then  to  IndmTwra,  (ay  from  me. 
Two  Lives  depend  upon  her  Secrefie. 
Bid  her  conceal  my  Pafllon  from  my  Son, 
Tho'  Aureng-Zebe  return  a  Conqueror, 
Both  he  and  ihc  arc  ftiU  within  my  Pow'r. 

Say. 
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Say,  Tm  a  Father,  but  a  Lover  too: 
Much  to  my  Son,  more  to  my  felf  I  owe. 
When  fhe  receives  him,  to  her  words  give  Law: 
And  even  the  Kindnefs  of  her  Glances  awe. 
See,  he  appears!     [^After  a flmt  whifper,  Arimant  departs. 
Enter   Aureng-Zebe,  Dianet,  and  Attendants.      Aureng- 
Zebe  kneels  to  his  Father,  and  kijfes  his  Hmd. 

Aur.  My  Vows  have  been  fuccefsful  as  my  Sword: 
My  Pray'rs  are  heard,  you  have  your  Health  reftor'd. 
Once  more  'tis  given  me  to  behold  your  Face : 
The  beft  of  Kings  and  Fathers  to  embrace. 
Pardon  my  Tears ;  'Tis  Joy  which  bids  'em  fiow, 
A  Joy  which  never  was  fincere  till  now. 
That  which  my  Conqueft  gave,  I  could  not  prize  j 
Or  'twas  imperfeft  till  I  faw  your  Eyes. 

Emp.  Turn  the  Difcourfe:  I  have  a  Reafon  why 
I  would  not  have  you  fpeak  fo  tenderly. 
Knew  you  what  Shime  your  kind  Expreflions  bring. 
You  would  in  pity  fpare  a  wretched  King; 

Aur.  A  King!  you  rob  me.  Sir,  of  half  my  due; 
You  have  a  dearer  Name,  a  Father  too. 

E?np.  I  had  that  Name. 

Atir. What  have  I  faid  or  done. 

That  I  no  longer  muft  be  cali'd  your  Son  ? 

'Tis  in  that  name,  He^v'n  knows,  I  glory  more. 

Than  that  of  Prince,  or  that  of  Conqueror. 

Emp.  Then  you  upbraid  mc;  I  am  plcas'd  to  fee 
You're  Kot  fo  perfcA,  but  can  fail,  like  me. 
I  have  no  God  to  deal  with. 

Aicr.  Now  I  find 

Some  fly  Court  Devil  has  feduc'd  your  Mind: 
Filrd  it  with  black  Sufpicions,  not  your  own : 
And  all  my  Adicns  through  faTe  Qpricks  fliown. 
I  ne'er  did  Crowns  ambitiOLifly  rcga-d: 
Honour  I  fought,  the  generous  Mind's  Reward. 
Long  may  you  live!  while  you  the  Sceptre  fway, 
I  flisll  be  flill  mofl  happy  to  obey. 

Emp.  Oh.,  Aureng-Zebe  \  thy  Virtues  fliine  too  bright,  / 
They  flafli  too  fierce :  I,  like  the  Bird  of  Night,  > 

Shut  my  '.'.ull  Eyes,  and  iicken  at  the  Sight.^  \ 

Vol.  IV.  E  Th.l; 
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Thou  hafl;  defcrv'd  more  Love  than  I  can  fliow: 
But  'tis  thy  Fate  to  give,  and  mine  to  owe. 
Thou  feeft  me  much  diftempcr'd  in  my  Mind : 
PuU'd  back,  and  then  pufh'd  forward  to  be  kind. 

Virtue,  and fain  I  would  my  Silence  break. 

But  have  not  yet  the  Confidence  to  fpeak. 
Leave  me,  and  to  thy  needful  Reft  repair. 

Aiir.  Reft  is  not  fuiting  with  a  Lover's  Care. 
I  have  not  yet  my  Indamora  fecn.  [Is  ^oin^. 

Emp.  Somewhat  1  had  forgot j  come  back  again: 
So  weary  of  a  Fatlier's  Company? 

yiur.  Sir,  you  were  picas'd  your  felf  to  Licenfc  me.' 

Emp.  You  made  me  no  relation  of  the  Fight. 
Eefides,  a  Rebel's  Army  is  in  fight. 

Advife  me  firft :  Yet  go 

He  goes  to  Intlamora;  I  fliould  take  [Apde, 

A  kind  of  envious  Joy  to  keep  him  back. 

Yet  to  detain  him  makes  my  Love  appear : 

I  hate  his  Prefence,  and  his  Abfence  fear.  [Exit. 

Atir.  To  forae  new  Clime,  or  to  thy  native  Sky, 
Oh  friendlefs  and  forfaken  Virtue  fly. 
Thy  Indian  Air  is  deadly  to  thee  grown: 
Deceit  and  canker'd  Malice  rule  thy  Throne. 
Why  did  my  Arms  in  Battel  prolp'rous  prove. 
To  gain  the  barren  Praife  of  filial  Love  ? 
The  bcft  of  Kings  by  Women  is  mif-led, 
Charm'd  by  the  Witchcraft  of  a  fecond  Bed. 
Againft  my  felf  I  Victories  have  won. 
And  by  my  fatal  Abfence  am  undone. 

To  hm,  Indamora,  with  Arimant, 
But  here  fl)e  comes ! 

In  the  calm  Harbour  of  whofe  gentle  Breaft, 
My  Tcmpeft-beaten  Soul  may  fafcly  reft. 
Oh,  my  Heart's  Joy !  what  e'er  my  Sorrows  be. 
They  ceafe  and  vanifli,  in  beholding  thee! 
Care  flvjns  thy  Walks ;  as  at  the  chearful  Light, 
The  groaning  C  hoils,  and  Birds  obfcene  take  flight. 
By  this  one  View,  all  my  paft  Pains  are  paid : 
And  all  I  hare  to  come  more  eafic  nude. 

Ihi. 
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Ind.  Such  fullcn  Planets  at  my  Birth  did  fliinc. 
They  threaten  every  Fortune  mixt  with  mine. 
Fly  the  Purfuit  of  my  difsfLrous  Love, 
And  from  unhappy  Neighbourhdod  remove. 

jiur.  Bid  the  laborious  Hind, 
Whofe  hardned  Hands  did  long  in  Tillage  toil, 
Negledt  the  promis'd  Harvcft  of  the  SoiJ. 
Should  I,  who  cultivated  Love  with  Blood, 
Refufe  PoflelTion  of  approaching  Good  ? 
■'.-  Ind.  Love  is  an  Airy  Good,  Opinion  makes: 
Which  he  who  only  thinks  he  has,  partakes. 
Seen  by  a  ftron g  Imagination's  Beam  5 
That  tricks  and  drefles  up  the  gaudy  Dream. 
Prcfented  fo,  with  Rapture  'tis  cnjoy'd : 
Rais'd  by  high  Fancy,  and  by  low  deftroy'd         ^ 

Aur.  If  Love  be  Vilion,  mine  has  all  the  Fire 
Which,  in  fiift  Dreams,  young  Prophets  does  infpL-c: 
I  Dream,  in  you,  our  jromis'd  Paradife: 
An  Age's  Tumult  of  continu'd  Bliis. 
But  you  have  ftill  your  Happinefs  in  doubt: 
Or  elfe  'tis  paft,  and  you  have  dreamt  it  out. 

Ind.  Perhaps  not  fo. 

Aur. Can  Indamora  prove 

So  altei'd?  Is  it  but.  Perhaps  you  Love? 
Then  farewel  all!  I  thought  in  you  to  find 
A  Balm,  to  cure  my  much  diftemper'd  Mind. 
I  came  to  grieve  a  Father's  Heart  eitrancr'd- 
But  little  thought  to  find  a  Miftiefs  chanc-'d. 
Nature  her  felt  is  chang'd  to  punilh  me  ^ 
Virtue  turn'd  Vice,  and  Faiih  Inconftancy. 

Ind.  You  heard  me  not  Inconftancy  con'feis- 
'Twas  but  a  Friend's  Advice  to  love  me  Ir-'fs 
Who  knows  what  advcrfc  Fortune  may  Lefi'p 
Arm  well  your  Mind:  Hope  Tttle,  and  fear'"a!] 
Hope,  with  a  goodly  Profped,  feeds  your  Eyc^ 
Snows,  from  a  riling  Ground,  Poffelllon  nigh  -', 
Shortens  the  Diflance,  or  o'er-looks  it  cuite  • 
So  eaiie  'ns  to  travel  with  the  Sight.     ^ 

Aur  Then  to  Defpair  you  would  my  Love  betrar 
By  taking  Hope,  its  laft  kind  Friend,  away.  ^' 

^  *  Yoa 
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You  hold  the  Glafs,  .but  turn  the  Perfpedtive ; 

And  farther  off  the  cfTen'd  Objcft  drive. 

You  bid  me  fear :  In  that  your  Change  I  know : 

You  would  prepare  me  for  the  coming  Blow. 

But,  to  prevent  you,  take  my  laft  Adieu  j  "J 

I'll  fadly  tell  my  felf  you  are  untrue,  ^ 

Rather  than  ftay  to  hear  it  told  by  you.  [Go/»^.  j 

Ind.  Stay,  Aurmg-Zebe,  I  muft  not  let  you  go. 
And  yet  believe  your  felf,  your  own  worft  Foe, 
Think  I  am  true,  and  feck  no  more  to  know. 
Let  in  my  Breaft  the  fatal  Secret  lye, 
*Tis  a  fad  Riddle,  which,  if  known,  wc  die. 

{Seeming  to  fnuft, 

Aur.  Fair  Hypocrite,  you  feek  to  cheat  in  vainj 
Your  Silence  argues  you  ask  time  to  feign, 
r  Once  Ihore,  farev/el :  The  Snare  in  Sight  is  laid, 
'  'Tis  my  own  Fault  if  I  am  now  betray'd.    [Going  again. 

Ind.  Yet  once  more  ftay ;  you  fhall  believe  me  true. 
Though  in  one  Fate  I  wrap  my  felf  and  you. 
Your  Abfencc 

Arim.  'Hold;  you  know  the  hard  Command 

I  muft  obey :  You  only  can  withftand 
Your  own  Mifhap.    I  beg  you  on  my  Knee, 
Be  not  unhappy  by  your  own  Decree. 

Aur.  Speak,  Madam,  by  (if  that  be  yet  an  Oath) 
Your  Love,  I'm  pleas'd  we  fhould  be  ruin'd  both. 
Both  is  a  found  of  Joy. 

In  Death's  dark  Bow'rs  our  Bridals  we  will  keep  ; 
And  his  cold  Hand 
Shall  draw  the  Curtain  when  we  go  to  flcep. 

hid.  Know  then,  that  Man  whom  both  of  us  did  trufti 
Has  been  to  you  unkind,  to  me  unjuft. 
The  Guardian  of  my  Faith  fb  falfe  did  prove. 
As  to  foUicite  me  with  lawlefs  Love : 
Pray'd,  promisd,  threaten'd,  all  that  Man  could  do, 
Bafe  as  ne's  great ;  and  need  I  tell  you  who  ? 

./hir.  Yes  5  for  I'll  not  believe  my  Father  meant : 
Speak  quickly,  and  my  impious  Thoughts  prevent. 

Ind.  You've  faid ;  I  wifh  I  could  fome  other  name ! 

Arim.  My  Duty  muft  cxcufe  me,  Sir,  from  blame. 

A 
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A  Guard  there. 

Enter  Guards. 

j[ur.  Slave,  for  me  ? 

^rim.  My  Orders  are 

T«  Ceize  this  Princefs,  whom  the;  Laws  of  War 
Long  fince  made  Prifoner. 

Aur. Villain. 

Ari?n.  Sir,  Tknow 

Your  Birth,  nor  durft  another  call  me  Co. 

Aur.  I  have  redeem'd  her  ■■,  and  as  mine  flie's  free. 

Arim.  You  may  have  Right  to  give  her  Liberty: 
But  with  your  Father,  Sir,  that  Right  difputCi 
For  his  Commands  to  me  were  abfolute;  . 
If  Ihe  difclos'd  his  Love,  to  ufc  the  Right 
Of  War,  and  to  fccure  her  from  your  Sight. 

Aur.  I'll  refcue  her,  or  die.  [Br asps. 

And  you,  my  Friends,  though  few,  are  yet  too  brave 
To  fee  your  Gen'ral's  Miilrels  made  a  Slave.     [All  draw, 

Ind.  Hold,  my  dear  Love!  if  fo  muchPow'r  there  lyes, 
As  once  you  own'd,  in  IndnTnora's  Eyes, 
Lofe  not  the  Honour  you  have  early  v/oni 
But  ftand  the  blamelefs  Pattern  of  a  Son. 
MytLove  your  Claim  inviolate  fecures: 
*Tis  writ  in  Fate,  I  can  be  only  yours. 
My  Sufif 'rings  for  you  make  your  Heart  my  Due : 
Be  worthy  nie,  as  I  am  worthy  you. 

AJir.  I've  thought,  and  blcfs'd  be  you  who  gave  me 
time :  '  {Cutting  up  his  Sword, 

My  Virtue  was  furpris'd  into  a  Crime. 
Strong  Virtue,  like  ftrong  Nature,  ftrugglcs  ftill : 
Exerts  it  felf,  and  then  throws  off  the  III. 
I  to  a  Son's  and  Lover's  Praifc  afpire : 
And  muft  fulfil  the  Parts  which  both  require. 
How  dear  the  Cure  of  jealoufie  has  coft  1 
With  too  much  Care  and  Tcndernefs  y'are  lofl. 
So  the  fond  Youth  from  Hell  ledeem'd  his  Prize, 
Till  looking  back,  fhc  vanifli'd  from  his  Eyes ! 

lExeant  feverally. 

E  5  ACT 
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A  C  T   II.    SCENE    I. 

Betwixt  the  ABs,  a  warlike  Tune  is  plaid,  Jliooting  off  Guns, 
anil  shouts  of  Soldiers  are  heard,  as  in  an  ^Jj'ault. 

Aureng-'Z.ebe,    Arimant,  Afaph  Chan,    Fazel  Chan, 
and  Solyman. 

^ur.Wf  Hat  Man  could  do, was  by  Ai&r/?/ perform'd : 
W    The  Fortrcfs  thrice  himielf  in  Perfon  ftorm'd. 

Your  Valour  bravely  did  th' Aflault  fuflain; 

And  fiU'd  the  Moats  and  Ditches  with  the  Slain. 

Till,  mad  with  Rage,  into  the  Breach  he  fir'd ; 

Slew  Friends  and  Foes,  and  in  the  Smoak  retir'd. 
Arim.  To  us  you  give  what  Praifes  ai  e  not  due : 

Morat  was  thrice  repuls'd,  but  thrice  by  you. 

High,  over  all,  was  your  great  ConducSt  fl.own : 

You  fought  our  Safety,  but  forgot  your  own. 

'     Afath.  Their  Standard,  planted  on  the  Battlement, 

Deipair  and  Death  among  the  Soldiers  fent : 

You,  the  bold  Omrc.h  tumbled  from  the  Wallj     .  ,,      -. 

And 'shouts  of  Viftory  purfu'd  his  Fall.  >>r  sH 

'Eazel.  To  you,  alone,  we  owe  this  profp'rous  Day: 

Our  Wives  and  Children  refcu'd  from  the  Prey : 

Know  your  own  Int'reft,  Sir,  where-e'er  you  lead, 

■We  joimlv  Vow  to  own  no  other  Head.  [mands; 

Sol'pn .  Your  Wrongs  are  known .  Impofe  but  your  Cora- 

Tliis  Hour  fliall  bring  you  twenty  thoufand  Hands. 
Aur.  Let  them  who  truly  would  appear  my  Friends, 

Employ  their  Swords,  like  mine,  for  noble  Ends. 

No  more :  Remember  you  have  bravely  done : 
I  Shall  Treafon  end,  what  Loyalty  begun? 
fl  own  no  Wrongs;  fome  Grievance  I  confefs, 
i,:But  Kings,  like  Gods,  at  their  own  Time  redrefs. 
'  Yet,  fome  becoming  Boldnefs  I  may  ufe : 

I've  well  deferv'd,  nor  will  he  now  refufe.  [A/ide. 
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ni  llrike  my  Fortunes  wirh  him  at  a  Heat : 
And  give  Jiim  not  the  leifure  to  forget. 

[Exit,  attended  by  the  Onirahs."' 

Ar'tm.  Oh!  InJamora,  hide  thefe  fatal  Eyes  j 
Too  deep  they  wound  whom  they  too  loon  furprifc : 
My  Virtue,  Prudence,  Honour,  InteieU,  all 
Before  this  Univerfal  Monarch  fall. 
Beauty,  Uke  Ice,  our  Footing  does  betray; 
Who  can  tread  fure  on  the  fmooth  flippcry  Way  ? 
Pleas 'd  with  the  Paflagc,  we  Aide  fwittly  on : 
And  fee  the  Dangers  which  we  cannot  Ihun. 
To  him,  Indamora. 

Ind,  I  hope  my  Liberty  may  reach  thus  far : 
Thcib  Terras  Walks  witliin  my  Limits  ate. 
I  came  to  feek  you,  and  to  let  you  know. 
How  much  I  to  your  generous  Pity  owe. 
The  King,  when  he  delign'd  you  for  my  Guard, 
Rciblv'd  he  would  not  make  my  Bondage  hard : 
If  otherwile,  you  have  deceived  his  Endj 
And  whom  he  meant  a  Guardian,  made  a  Friend. 

uirim.  A  Guardian's  Title  I  muft  own  with  Ihame : 
But  fhould  be  prouder  of  another  Name. 

Ind.  And  therefore  'twas  I  changed  tliat  Name  before: 
I  cali'd  you  Friend,  and  could  you  wiih  for  more  ? 

Arim.  I  dare  not  ask  for  what  you  would  not  grant : 
But  Willies,  Madam,  are  extravagant. 
They  are  not  bounded  with  things  pofliblc : 
I  may  wifli  more  than  I  preltime  to  tell: 
Deiire's  the  vaft  Extent  of  humane  Mind, 
It  mounts  above,  and  leaves  poor  Hope  behind. 
I  could  wilh 

Ind.  What? 

Arim.  Why  did  you  fpeak  ?  you've  dafh'd  myFancy  quite : 
Ev'n  in  th'  approaching  Minute  of  Delight. 

I  muft  take  breath 

E'le  I  the  Rapture  of  my  Wifli  renew. 
And  tell  you  then.  It  terminates  in  you.    ■ 

Ind.  Have  you  confider'd  what  th' Event  would  be? 
Or  know  you,  .drimant,  your  feif,  or  mc  ? 

E  4  Were 
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Weic  I  no  Queen,  did  you  my  Beauty  weigh, 
My  Youth  in  bloom,  your  Age  in  its  decay  ? 

Ar'tm.  I  my  own  Judge,  condemn'd  my  felf  before ; 
For  pity  aggravate  my  Crime  no  more. 
So  weak  I  am,  I  with  a  Frown  am  flain : 
You  need  have  us'd  but  half  fo  much  Difdain. 

/»</.  I  ar^  not  cruel  yet  to  that  degree : 
Have  better  Thoughts  both  of  your  Iclf,  and  me. 
Beauty  a  Monarch  is, 

Which  Kingly  Power  magnificently  proves. 
By  Crouds  of  Slaves,  and  peopled  Empire  loves. 
And  fuch  a  Slave  as  you,  what  Queen  would  lofe  ? 
Above  the  reft,  I  Arlmant  would  chufe: 
For  Counfel,  Valour,  Truth,  and  Kindnefs  too. 
All  I  could  wifh  in  Man,  I  find  in  you. 

Arim.  What  Lover  could  to  greater  Joy  be  rais'd! 
I  am,  methinks,  a  God,  by  you  thus  prais'd. 

Ind.  To  what  may  not  defert,  like  yours,  pretend  ? 
You  have  all  Qualities that  fit  a  Friend. 

Arim.  So  Mariners  miftakd  the  promis'd  Coaft : 
And,  with  full  Sails,  on  the  blind  Rocks  are  loft. 
Think  yon  my  aged  Veins  fo  faintly  beat. 
They  rift  no  higher  than  to  Friend fhip's  heat? 
So  weak  your  Charms,  that,  like  a  Winter's  Night, 
Twinkling  with  Stars,  they  freeze  me  while  they  light  ? 

Ind.  Miflake  me  not,  good  Arimant,  I  know 
My  Beauty's  Pow'r,  and  what  my  Charms  can  do. 
You  your  own  Talent  have  not  learn'ci  fo  well  j 
But  pradtife  one,  where  you  can  ne'er  excel. 
You  can  at  moft, 

To  an  indiif  rent  Lover's  Praife  pretend  : 
But  you  would  fpoil  an  admirable  Friend. 

Arim.  Never  was  Amity  fo  highly  priz'dj 
Nor  ever  any  Love  i^o  much  deipis'd. 
Ev'n  to  my  felf  ridiculous  I  growi 
And  would  be  angry,  if  I  knew  but  how. 

Ind.  Do  not.  Your  Anger,  like  your  Love,  is  vain : 
When  e'er  I  pleaft,  you  muft  be  pleas'd  again. 
Knowing  what  Pow'r  I  have  your  Will  to  bend, 
I'll  ufe  it}  for  I  need  juft  fuch  a  Friend. 

You 
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You  muft  perform,  not  what  you  think  is  fit : 
But,  to  what  ever  I  propose,  lubmit. 

Arim.  Madam,  you  have  a  ftrang;c  Afcendant  gain'di 
You  ufe  me  like  a  Courfer,  fpurr'd  and  rein'd : 
If  I  fly  out,  my  Fiercenefs  you  command, 
Then  iboth,  and  gently  ftroke  me  with  your  Hand. 
Impofcj  but  ufe  your  Pow'r  of  taxing  well: 
When  Subjefts  cannot  Pay,  they  foon  Rebel. 
Enter  the  Emperor,  unfeen  by  them. 

Ind.  My  Rebels  Punifhmcnt  would  eafie  prove: 
You  know  y'are  in  my  Pow'r  by  making  Love. 

Arim.  Would  I,  without  difpute,  your  Will  obey,' 
And  could  you,  in  return,  my  Life  betray  ? 

Em^.  What  danger,  Arimant,  is  this  you  fear? 
Or  what  Lovc-fecret  which  I  muft  not  hear? 
Thefc  alter'd  Looks  Ibme  inward  Motion  fhow. 
His  Cheeks  are  pale,  and  yours  with  Blufhes  glow. 

\To  her: 

Ind.  'Tis  what,  with  Juftice,  may  my  Anger  move: 
He  has  been  bold,  and  taik'd  to  me  of  Love. 

Arim.  I  am  betray'd,and  fhail  be  doom'd  to  d.\t\\^Afide. 

Eftfp.  Did  he,  my  Slave,  preflime  to  look  fb  high? 
That  crawling  Infeft,  who  from  Mud  began, 
Warm''d  by  my  Beams,  and  kindled  into  Man? 
Durft  he,  who  does  but  for  my  Pleafure  live. 
Intrench  on  Love,  my  great  Prerogative? 
Print  his  bafe  Image  on  his  Sovereign's  Coin  ? 
'Tis  Treafon  if  he  flamp  his  Love  with  mine. 

Arim.  'Tis  true,  I  have  been  bold ,  but  if  it  be 
A  Crime—- , 

Ind.  He  means,  'tis  only  fo  to  me. 

You,  Sir,  fhould  praiie,  what  I  muft  diiapprove; 
He  infolently  taik'd  to  me  of  Love: 
But,  Sir,  'tWLS  yours,  he  made  it  in  your  Name: 
You,  if  you  pleafe,  may  all  he  iaid  difclaim, 

Emp.  I  muft  diiclaim  what  e'er  he  can  exprefs: 
His  t^roveling  Senle  will  fhow  my  PalTion  leis. 
But  ftay,  if  what  he  faid,  my  Mefiage  be. 
What  Fear,  what  Danger  could  arrive  from  me  ? 
He  (aid,  he  fear'd  you  would  his  Life  betray. 
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Ind,  Should  he  prefume  again,  perhaps  I  may. 
Tho'  in  your  Hands  he  hazard  not  his  Life, 
Remember,  Sir,  your  fury  of  a  Wife  5 
Who,  not  content  to  be  reveng'd  on  you. 
The  Agents  of  your  Paflion  will  purfuc, 

Emp.  If  I  but  hear  her  nam'd,  I'm  lick  that  Day; 
The  Sound  is  mortal,  and  frights  Life  away. 
Forgive  me,  Ay'imant,  my  jealous  Thought : 
Diftruft  in  Lovers  is  the  tender'il  Fault. 
Leave  me,  and  tell  thy  felf  in  my  Exaife, 
Love,  and  a  Crown,  no  Rivaifliip  can  bear ; 
And  precious  things  are  ftill  polTefs'd  with  Fear. 

[Exit  Arim?int  6imin£.i 
This,  Madam,  my  Excufe  to  you  may  plead} 
Love  fliould  forgive  the  Faults  which  Love  has  made.    :" 

Imi.  From  me,  what  Pardon  can  you  hope  to  have, 
Robb'd  of  my  Love,  and  treated  as  a  Slave  ?  . 

.Emp.  Force  is  the  laft  Relief  which  Lovers  find : 
And  'tis  the  beft  Escule  of  Woman-kind. 

Ind.  Force  never  yet  a  generous  Heart  did  gain : 
We  yield  on  parley,  but  are  ftorm'd  in  vain. 
Conilraint,  in  all  things,  makes  the  Pleafure  Icfs ; 
Sweet  is  the  Love  which  comes  with  Willingneili. 

Emp.  No;  'tis  Reliftance  that  inflames  Defire: 
Sharpens  the  Darts  of  Love,  and  blows  his  Fire. 
Love  is  difarm'd  that  meets  with  too  much  Eafe : 
"Tie  Langui  flies,  and  does  not  care  to  pleale. 
And  therefore  'tis  your  golden  Fruit  you  guard 
With  fo  much  care,  to  make  Pollellion  hard, 

LiJ.  Was't  not  enough  you  took  my  Crown  away. 
But  cruelly  you  muft  my  Love  betray  ? 
I  was  well  pleas'd  to  have  transferr'd  my  Right, 
And  better  chang'd  your  Claim  of  lawicls  Might, 
By  taking  him,  whom  you  efteem'd  above 
Your  other  Sons,  and  taught  me  firft  to  Love. 

Emp.  My  Son  by  my  Command  his  Couric  muft  fteer: 
I  bad  him  Love,  I  bid  him  now  forbear. 
If  you  hive  any  Kindnefs  for  him  ftiil, 
Advife  him  not  to  Ihock  a  Father's  Will. 
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Jnd.  Muft  I  advife? 
Then  let  me  fee  him,  and  I'JI  try  t'obcy. 

Emp.  I  had  forgot,  and  dare  not  truft  your  way. 
Sut  fend  him  word, 

He  has  not  here  an  Army  to  command : 
Remember,  he  and  you  are  in  my  Hand. 

Ind.  Yes,  in  a  Father's  Hand,  whom  he  has  (erv'di 
And,  with  the  hazard  of  his  Life,  prcfsrv'd. 
But  Piety  to  you,  unhappy  Prince, 
Becomes  a  Crime,  and  Duty  an  Offence; 
Againft  your  felt,  you  with  your  Foes  combine, 
And  fecm  your  own  Deftruftion  to  defign. 

Emp.  You  may  be  pleas'd  your  Politicks  to  fpare ; 
I'm  old  enough,  and  can  my  felf  take  care. 

huL  Advice  from  me  was,  I  confcfs,  too  bold: 
Y'arc  old  enough;  it  may  be.  Sir,  too  old. 

E7np.  You  pleafe  your  {elf  with  your  Contempt  of  Age: 
But  Love,  negle£ied,  will  convert  to  Rage.  ' 

If  on  your  Head  my  Fiu-y  does  not  turn, 
Thank  that  fond«Dotage  which  fo  much  yon  fcorn. 
But,  in  another's  Peribn,  you  may  prove, 
There's  warmth  for  Vengeance  left,  tho'  not  for  Love. 
Re-enter  Arimant. 

Arim.  The  Emprels  has  the  Ana-chambers  pall, 
And  this  way  moves  with  a  difordcr'd  hafte: 
Her  Brows,  the  ftormy  Marks  of  Ano;cr  bear. 

Emp.  Madam,  retire:  S\\e  mufl  notTind  vou  here. 

[Exit  Indamora  vp'tth  Arimant. 
Er.ter  Nourmaha!  h  -jiily. 

Kour.  What  have  I  done,  that  No.trmahd  niuil  prbvS 
The  Scorn  and  Triumph  of  a  Ri^-a!'s  Love  >  '  ' 
My  Eyes  are  ftill  the  iame,  each  Gbr'^e,  each  Grace 
Keep  their  firll  Luftre   and  mnintain  iheii  Vl?.cc; 
Not  fccond  yet  to  any  oiht-r  Face, 

Emp.  What  Rage  tranfpoi  tr.you  '  Are  you  well  aw-ake? 
Such  Drrams  dillracSted  Minds  in  F-'avcr:-  make. 

Nour.  Thole  Feavcrsyou  have  giv'n,  thole  Dreams  hav€ 
By  broken  Faith,  and  nn  a'^ar'lor'(^  Bel  [lied. 

Such  X'ilion"^  hourly  pafs  before  mv  Sight  j  / 

Which  from  my  Eye^  their  babnv  Slumbers  fright,       > 
In  the  ieverell  Silence  of  the  Night.  ^  \ 

Vilion, 
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Vifions,  which  in  this  Cittadel  arc  fcen ; 
Bright,  glorious  Vifions  of  a  Rival  QiJcen. 

Emf.  Have  patience,  my  firfl:  Flames  can  ne'er  decay: 
Theie  arc  but  Dreams,  and  foon  will  pafs  away. 
Thou  know'ft,  my  Heart,  mv  Empire,  all  is  thine : 
In  thy  own  Heav'n  of  Love  Terenely  fhine : 
Fair  as  the  Face  of  Nature  did  appear, 
When  Flowers  firfl:  peep'd,  and  Trees  did  Bloflbms  bear. 
And  Winter  had 'not  yet  deform'd  th'  inverted  Year. 
Calm  as  the  Breath  which  fans  our  Eaft:ern  Groves, 
And  bright  as  when  thy  Eyes  firft  lighted  up  our  Loves.' 
Let  our  eternal  Peace  be  feal'd  by  this, 
With  the  firfl  Ardour  of  a  Nuptial  Kifs.  [Ofers  to  kifs  her. 
Nour.  Me  would  you  have,  me  your  faint  Kiffes  prove. 
The  Dregs  and  Droppings  of  enervate  Love  ? 
Muft  I  your  cold  long-labouring  Age  fuftiain. 
And  be  to  empty  Joys  provok'd  in  vain  ? 
Receive  you  lighing  after  other  Charms, 
And  take  an  abfent  Husband  in  my  Arms? 

Etnp.  Even  thefe  Reproaches  I  can  baar  from  you: 
You  doubted  of  my  Love,  believe  it  true. 
Nothing  but  Love  this  Patience  could  prodacc  5 
And  I  allow  your  Rage  that  kind  Excufe. 

Nour.  Call  it  not  Patiences  'tis  your  Guilt  ftands  mute: 
You  have  a  Caufe  too  foul  to  bear  difpute. 
You  wrong  me  firfl,  and  urge  my  Rage  to  rift,  ? 

Then  I  mufl  pafs  for  mad;  you,  meek  and  wife:  ^ 

Good  Man,  plead  Merit  by  your  foft  Replies.  J^ 

Vain  Priviledge  poor  Women  have  of  Tongue  : 
Men  can  fland  lilent,  and  refolve  on  Wrong. 

Emp.  What  can  I  more?  My  Friendfliip  you  refufe. 
And  even  my  Mildnefs,  as  my  Crime,  accufe. 

Nour.  Your  fuUen  Silence  cheats  not  me,  falfe  Manj 
I  know  you  think  the  bloodiefl  things  you  can. 
Could  you  accufe  me,  you  would  raife  your  Voice: 
Watch  for  my  Crimes,  and  in  my  Guilt  rejoice. 
But  my  known  Virtue  is  from  Scandal  free. 
And  leaves  no  fhadow  for  your  Calumny. 

Emp.  Such  Virtue  is  the  Plague  of  human  Life: 
A  viituous  Woman,  but  a  curled  Wife, 

Id 
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In  vain  of  pompous  Chaftity  y'are  proud : 
Virtue's  Adultery  of  the  Tongue,  when  loud. 
I,  with  lefs  pain,  a  Proftitute  could  bear. 
Than  the  fhrill  Sound  of  Virtue,  Virtue  hear. 

In  unchafte  "Wives 

There's  yet  a  kind  of  recompcnfing  Eafe ; 

Vice  keeps  'em  humble,  gives  'em  care  to  pleafe: 

But  againft  clamorous  Virtue,  what  Defence? 

It  flops  our  Mouths,  and  gives  your  Noife  Pretence^ 

Nour.  Since  Virtue  does  your  Indignation  raife, 
'Tis  pity  but  you  had  that  Wife  you  praife. 
Your  own  wild  Appetites  are  prone  to  range; 
And  then  you  tax  our  Humours  with  your  Changed 
Emp.  What  can  be  fweetcr  than  our  native  Home! 
Thither  for  Eafe,  and  foft  Repofe,  v^c  come : 
Home  is  the  facrcd  Refuge  of  our  Life: 
Secur'd  from  all  Approaches  but  a  Wife. 
If  thence  we  fly,  the  Caulc  admits  no  Doubt : 
None  but  an  Inmate  Foe  could  force  us  out. 
Clamours,  our  Privacies  uneaiie  make :  [forfake? 

Birds  leave  their  Nefts  difturb'd,  and  Beafts  their  Haunts 
Nour.  Honour's  my  Crime,  that  has  your  loathing  bred  : 
You  take  no  Pkafurc  in  a  virtuous  Bed. 

Emp.  What  Pleafure  can  tl-.ere  be  in  that  Eftate, 
Which  your  Unquietncfs  has  made  me  hate? 

I  fhrink  far  off 

DifTembling  Sleep,  but  wakeful  with  the  Fright. 
The  Day  takes  off  the  Pleafure  of  the  Night. 

Nour.  My  Thoughts  no  other  Joys  but  Pow'r  purfue: 
Or,  if  they  did,  they  muft  be  loft  in  you. 

And  yet  the  Fault's  not  mine 

Tho'  Youth  and  Beauty  cannot  Warmth  command  j 
The  Sun  i-a  vain  fliines  on  the  barren  Sind. 

E>r/p.  'Tis  true,  of  Marriage-bands  I'm  weary  grown.' 
Love  fcorns  all  Ties,  but  thofe  that  are  his  own. 
Chains  that  are  dragg'd,  muft  needs  unealie  prove : 
For  there's  a  God-like  Liberty  in  Love. 

No;ir.  What's  Love  to  you  ? 
The  Bloom  of  Beauty  other  Years  demands; 
Nor  Will  be  gather'd  by  fuch  wither'd  Hands : 

You 


jrio        Aureng-Zebe. 

You  importune  it  with  a  felfe  Defire: 
Which  fparklcs  out,  and  makes  no  fblid  Fire.' 
This  Impudence  of  Age,  whence  can  it  Tpring  ? 
All  you  expcdt,  and  yet  you  nothing  bring. 
Eager  to  ask,  when  you  are  paCi  a  Grant  j 
Nice  in  providing  what  you  cannot  want. 
Have  Confcience  j  give  not  her  you  love  this  Pain : 
Sollicite  not  your  fclf,  and  her,  in  vain. 
All  other  Debts  may  Compenlation  find : 
But  Love  is  flridt,  and  will  be  paid  in  kind. 

Em^.  Sure  of  all  Ills,  Domeflick  are  the  worilj 
"When  moft  fecure  of  Bleflings,  we  are  curfl:. 
When  we  lay  next  us  what  we  hold  mofl  dear. 
Like  Hercules,  invenomd  Shirts  we  wear j 
And  cleaving  Mifchiefs. 

Nonr.  — '■ What  you  merit,  have: 

And  fliare,  at  leaft,  the  Miferies  you  gave. 

Your  Days  I  will  alarm,  I'll  haunt  your  Nights : 

And,  worfe  than  Age,  difable  your  Delights. 

May  your  fick  Fame  flill  languifli,  'till  it  die: 

All  OiEccs  of  Pow'r  negledted  lie. 

And  you  grow  cheap  in  every  Subjcdt's  Eye. 

Then,  as  thegreatell  Cuife  that  I  can  givcj 

Unpity'd,  be  depos'd;  and  after  live.  [Going  ojf. 

Emp'.  Stay ;  and  nov/  learn. 
How  criminal  fce'er  we  Husbands  arc, 
'Tis  not  for  Wives  to  pufli  our  Crimes  too  far. 
Had  you  ftill  MiHrefs  of  your  Temper  been, 
I  had  been  modefl,  and  not  own'd  my  Sin. 
Your  Fury  haidens  me:  And  what  e'er  Wrong 
You  fufier,  you  have  canceli'd  by  youi  Tongue. 
A  Guard  there j  feiz.e  her:  She  fhall  know  this  Hour, 
What  is  a  Husband's  and  a  Ivlona:  ch's  Pow'r. 

[Guard  feix^s  her. 
'Enter  Aureng-2.ebc. 

JNiowr.  I  fee  for  whom  you;  Charter  you  maintain : 
I  muf!  be  fettci'd,  and  my  Sou  be  ilain. 
That  Zeljfr.fis  ambitious  Rscc  niay  rci-n. 
Not  ib  you  piomis'd,  •  hen  my  Leaury  drew  . 
All  Aj.a'i  Vows  3  when  lerj.a  left  for  you 

The 
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The  Realm  of  Candahar  for  Dow'r  I  brought : 
That  long  contended  Prize*  for  which  you  fought. 

Aur.  The  Name  of  Step-mother,  your  pracSlis'd  Art, 
By  which  you  have  effcrang'd  my  Father's  Heart, 
All  you  have  done  againft  me,  or  delign. 
Shows  your  Averfion,  but  begets  not  mine. 
Long  may  my  Father  IndisCs  Empire  guide : 
And  may  no  Breach  your  Nuptial  Vows  divide. 

Zm^.  Since  Love  obliges  not,  I  from  this  Howr, 
Aflume  the  Right  of  Man's  defpotick  Pow'r : 
Man  is  by  Nature  form'd  your  Sexes  Head : 
And  is  himfelf  the  Canon  of  his  Bed. 
In  Bands  of  Iron  fetter'd  you  Ihall  be : 
An  eafier  Yoke  than  what  you  put  onme. 

Aur.  Though  much  I  fear  mylnt'reft.is  not  great, 

\_Kneeling, 
Let  me  your  Royal  Clemency  intreat. 
Secrets  of  Marriage  ftill  are  Sacred  held : 
There  fweet  and  bitter  by  the  wife  conceal'd. 
Errors  of  Wives  refle£t  on  Husbands  ftill: 
And,  when  divulg'd,  proclatm  you've  choien  111. 
And  the  myflerious  Pow'r  of  Bed  and  Throne, 
Should  always  be  maintain'd,  but  rarely ^(hown. 

£»j/).  To  fo  perverfe  a  Sex  all  Grace  is  vain : 
It  gives  'em  Courage  to  offend  again : 
For  with  feign'd  Tears  they  Penitence  pretend : 
Again  are  pardon'd,  and  again  offend. 
Fathom  our  Pity  w^hen  they  fcem  to  grieve  j 
Only  to  try  how  far  wc  can  forgive. 
Till  lanching  out  into  a  Sea  of  ftrife. 
They  fcorn  all  Pardon,  and  appear  all  Wife. 
But  be  it  as  you  pleafe ;  For  your  lov'd  fake. 
This  laft  and  fruitlefs  Tryal  I  will  make. 
In  all  Requeils,  your  Right  of  Merit  ufe: 
And  know.  There  is  but  one  I  can  refufe. 

{Hejigm  to  theGmrds,  etnd  they  remove  from  the  Emprefs. 

Nour.  You've  done  enough,  for  you  delign'd  my  Chains : 
The  Grace  is  vanifh'd,  but  th'  Aftiont  remains. 
Nor  is't  a  Grace,  or  for  his  Merit  done^ 
You  durft  no  farther,  for  ypu  fear'd  my  Son. 

This 
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This  you  have  gain'd  by  the  rough  Courfe  you  prove; 
I'm  paft  Repentance,  and  you  paft  my  Love.  [Exit. 

Emp.  A  Spirit  fb  untam'd  the  World  ne'er  bore. 

Aur.  And  yet  worfe  Ufage  had  incens'd  her  more. 
But  fince  by  no  Obligement  fhe  is  ty'd, 
You  muft  betimes  for  your  Defence  provide. 
I  cannot  idle  in  your  Danger  ftand ; 
But  beg  once  more  I  may  your  Arms  command: 
Two  Battels  your  aufpicious  Caufe  has  won;  O 

My  Sword  can  perfect  what  it  has  begun,  S 

And,  from  your  Walls,  diflodge  that  haughty  Son,        \ 

Emp.  My  Son,  your  Valour  has,  this  Day,  been  Cuciip^ 
None  can  enough  admire,  or  praife  too  much.  '- 

But  now,  with  Reafbn,  your  Succefs  I  doubt : 
Her  Faftion's  ftrong  within,  his  Arms  without. 

vfer.  I  left  the  City  in  a  Panick  Fright: 
Lions  they  are  in  Council,  Lambs  in  Fight. 
But  my  own  Troops,  by  Mirzah  led,  are  near; 
I,  by  to-morrow's  dawn,  expect  'em  here. 
To  favour  'em,  I'll  Sally  out  e're  Day, 
And  through  our  flaug'ster'd  Foes  enlarge  their  Way! 

Emp.  Age  has  not  yet 
So  fhrunk  my  Sinews,  or  fo  chill'd  my  Veins, 
But  confcious  Virtue  in  my  Breaft  remains. 
But  had  I  now 

ThatStrengthjWith  which  my  boiling  Youth  V7as  fraught,  7 
When  in  the  Vale  of  Balafor  I  fought,  > 

And  from  Bengale  their  Captive  Monarch  brought  j       ^ 
When  Elfphant  'gainfl  Elephant  did  rear 
His  Trunk,  and  Caftles  juftl'd  in  the  Air; 
My  Sword  thy  way  to  Vi£i:ory  had  fhown : 
And  ow'd  the  Conqueft  to  it  (elf  alone. 

Aur.  Thole  fair  Idea's  to  my  Aid  I'll  call. 
And  emulate  my  great  Original. 
Or,  if  they  fail,  I  will  invoke  in  Arms, 
The  Fow'r  of  Love,  and  Indamorn'$  Charms. 

Emp.  I  doubt  the  happy  Influence  of  your  Star : 
T' invoke  a  Captive's  Name  bodes  ill  in  War. 
■  A:<r.  Sir,  give  me  leave  to  fay,  Whatever  now 
The  Omen  prove,  it  boded  well  to  you-. 

Ycur 
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Your  Royal  Promife,  when  I  went  to  fight, 
Oblig'd  me  to  rcfign  a  Vigor's  Right. 
Her  Liberty  I  fought  for,  and  I  won : 
And  claim  it  as  your  General,  and  your  Son. 

Smp    My  Ears  ftillring  with  noife,  I'lTivcxt  toDcatE: 
Tongue-kill'd,  and  have  not  yet  recover'd  Breath. 
Nor  will  I  be  prefcrib'd  my  Time  by  you : 
Firft  end  the  War,  and  then  your  Claim  renew. 
While  to  your  Conducft  I  my  Fortune  truft. 
To  keep  this  Fledge  of  Duty  is  but  juft. 

^ur.  Some  hidden  Caufe  your  Jealoufie  does  move,] 
Or  you  could  ne'er  fufpeft  my  Loyal  Love. 

Emp.  What  Love  foever  by  an  Heir  is  fliown. 
He  waits  but  time  to  (lep  into  the  Throne.  • 
You're  neither  juftify'd,  nor  yet  accus'd: 
Mean  while,  the  Pris'ner  with  Rcfpeft  is  us'd. 

^ur.  I  know  the  Kindneis  of  her  Guardian  fucH, 
I  need  not  fear  too  little,  but  too  much. 
But  how.  Sir,  how  have  you  from  Virtue  Iwcrv'd? 
Or  what  fo  ill  Return  have  I  dcferv'd  ? 
You  doubt  not  me,  nor  have  I  Ipent  my  Blood, 
To  have  my  Faith  no  bef^er  underftood : 
Your  Soul's  above  the  Bafcnefs  of  Diftruft : 
Nothing  but  Love  could  make  you  fo  unjuft. 

Emp.  You  know  your  Rival  then ;  and  know 
The  Son's  fhould  to  the  Father's  Claim  fubmit. 

rff«r.  Sons  may  have  right,  which  they  can  never  ( 
Your  felf  firft  made  that  Title  which  I  claim: 
Firft  bid  me  Love,  and  authoris'd  my  Flame. 

Emp.  The  Value  of  my  Gift  I  did  not  know: 
If  I  could  give,  I  can  refume  it  too. 

uiur.  Recal  your  Gift,  for  I  your  Power  confefs : 
^  But  firft,  take  back  my  Life,  a  Gift  that's  Icfs. 
Long  Life  would  now  but  a  long  Burthen  prove: 
You're  grown  unkind,  and  I  have  loft  your  Love. 
My  Grief  lets  unbecoming  Speeches  fall : 
1  fliould  have  dy'd,  and  not  complain'd  at  all. 
.  Emp.  Witnefs  ye  Pow'rs, 
How  much  I  fuffcr'd,  and  how  long  I  ftrove 
Againft  th'AlEiults  of  tliis  imperious  Love! 
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I  reprefented  to  my  felf  the  Shame 

Of  perjur'd  Faith,  and  violated  Fame. 

Your  great  Deferts,  how  ili  they  were  repaid  j 

All  Arguments,  in  vain,  I  urg'd  and  wcigh'd : 

For  mighty  Love,  who  Prudence  does  delpife. 

For  Reafon,  fliow'd  me  Indamoras  Eyes. 

What  would  you  more,  my  Crime  I  fadly  view, ' 

Acknowledge,  am  afliam'd,  and  yet  purfue. 

Aur.  Since  you  can  Love,  and  yet  your  Error  fee. 
The  fame  refifHefs  Pow'r  may  plead  for  me. 
With  no  lefs  Ardor,  I  my  Claim  purfue : 
I  love,  and  cannot  yield  her  even  to  you. 

"Emp.  Your  elder  Brothers,  though  o  ercome,  have  Right : 
The  youngeft  yet  in  Arms  prepar'd  to  fight. 
But,  yielding  her,  I  firmly  have  decreed. 
That  you  alone  to  Empire  fliall  fucceed. 

Aur.  To  after-Ages  let  me  Hand  a  Shame, 
When  I  exchange  for  Crowns  my  Love  or  Fame. 
You  mi^ht  have  found  a  mercenary  Son, 
To  profit  of  the  Battels  he  had  won : 
Had  I  been  fuch,  what  hinder 'd  me  to  take 
The  Crown  ?  nor  had  th'  Exchange  been  youri  to  make. 
While  you  are  living,  I  no  Right  pretend; 
Wear  it,  and  let  it  where  you  pleafe  defcend. 
But  from  my  Love,  \is  Sacrilege  to  part: 
There,  there's  my  Throne  in  Indamora's  Heart. 

Ifnp.  'Tis  in  Jier  Heart  alone  that  you  muft  Rciga : 
You'll  find  her  Perfon  difficult  to  gain. 
Give  willingly  what  I  can  take  by  Force: 
And  know.  Obedience  is  your  fafeft  Courfe. 

Aur.  I'm  taught,  by  Honour's  Precepts,  to  ob^: 
Feai-  to  Obedience  is  a  flavifh  Way. 
If  ought  my  Want  of  Duty  could  beget; 
You  take  the  moft  prevailing  Means,  to  threat. 
Pardon  your  Blood  that  boils  within  my  Veins; 
It  rifes  high,  and  menacing  difdains. 
Even  Death's  become  to  me  no  dreadful  Name: 
I've  often  met  him,  and  have  made  him  tanie ; 
In  fighting  Fields,  where  our  Acquaintance  grew, 
I  faw  liim,  and  contemn'd  him  firH  for  you. 
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Imp.  Of  formal  Duty  make  no  more  thy  boaft; 
Thou  difobey'fl:  where  it  concerns  me  moft. 
Fool,  with  both  Hands  thus  to  pufh  back  a  Crown :  " 
And  head'ong  caft  thy  felf  from  Empire  down. 
Though  Nourmahal  I  hate,  her  Son  fhall  reign : 
Inglorious  thou,  by  thy  own  Fault  remain. 
Thy  younger  Brother  I'll  admit  this  Hour : 
So  mine  (hall  be  thy  Miftrefs,  his  thy  Pow'r.  [Exit, 

Aur.  How  vain  is  Virtue  which  dire£ls  our  Ways 
Through  certain  Danger  to  uncertain  Praife ! 
Barren,  and  airy  Name !  thee  Fortune  flies ; 
With  thy  lean  Train,  the  Pious  and  the  Wile. 
Heay'n  takes  thee  at  thy  Word,  without  regard; 
And  lets  thee  poorly  be  thy  own  Reward. 
The  World  is  made  for  the  bold  impious  Man ; 
Who  flops  at  nothing,  ftizes  all  he  can. 
Juftice  to  Merit  docs  weak  Aid  afford ; : 
She  trufts  her  Ballance,  and  negleds  her  Sword. 
Virtue  is  nice  to  take  what's  not  her  ownj 
And,  while  fhe  long  confults,  the  Prize  is  gone. 
To  him,  Dianet. 

'Did.  Forgive  the  Bearer  of  unhappy  News : 
Your  alter'd  Father  openly  purfues 
Your  Ruin;  and,  to  compafs  his  Intent, 
For  violent  MorM  in  hafte  has  fent. 
The  Gates  he  order'd  all  to  be  unbarr'd : 
And  from  the  Market-place,  to  draw  the  Guard. 

Aur.  How  look  the  People  in  this  turn  of  State? 

Btd.  They  mourn  your  Ruin  as  their  proper  Fatej 
Curling  the  Emprefs:  For  they  think  it  done 
By  her  Procurement,  to  advance  her  Son. 
Him  too,  though  aw'd,  they  I'carcely  can  forbear: 
His  Pride  they  hate,  his  Violence  they  fear. 
All  bent  to  rife,  would  you  appear  their  Chief, 
Till  your  own  Troops  come  up  to  your  Relief. 
^  Aur.  Ill  treated,  and  forfaken,  as  I  am, 
I'll  not  betray  the  Glory  of  my  Name : 
'Tis  not  for  me,  who  have  preferv'd  a  State, 
To  buy  an  Empire  at  fo  bale  a  Rate. 

D'tit, 
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I>ia.  The  Points  of  Honour  Poets  may  produce  j 
Trappings  of  Life,  for  Ornament,  not  Ufc: 
Honour,  which  only  does  the  Name  advance. 
Is  the  meer  raving  Madnefs  of  Romance. 
PJeas'd  with  a  Word,  you  may  fit  tamely  down; 
And  fee  your  younger  Brother  force  the  Crown. 

^ur.  I  know  my  Fortune  in  Exti earns  does  ]yc: 
The  Sons  of  Imlojlan  muft  reign,  or  die. 
That  defperate  hazard  Courage  does  create  j 
As  he  play^  frankly,  who  has  leaft  Eftate, 
And  that  the  World  the  Coward  will  defpife. 
When  Life's  a  Blank,  who  pulls  not  for  a  Prize  ? 

Diet.  Of  all  your  Knowledge,  this  vain  Fruit  you  have. 
To  walk  with  Eyes  broad  open  to  your  Grave. 

Aur.  From  what  I've  faid,  conclude,  without  reply, . 
I  neither  would  Ufurp,  nor  tamely  die. 
Th' attempt  to  fly,  would  Guilt  bJetray,  or  Fear: 
Bcfides,  'twere  vain  ;  the  Fort's  our  Prifon  here. 

Somewhat  I  have  refblv'd- 

Morat,  perhaps,  has  Honour  in  his  Breaft: 

And,  in  extreams,  bold  Counfels  are  the  beft. 

Like  EmpYic  Remedies,  they  lafl  are  try'd; 

And  by  th' Event  condemn'd,  or  juftify'd. 

Prelence  of  Mind  and  Courage  in  Diflrefs, 

Are  more  than  Armies  to  procure  Succcfs.  [Exit, 

ACT    III.    SCENE    [. 

Arimant,  whb  a  Letter  his  Hand:  Indamora. 

^rim.  AND  I  the  MefTenger  to  him  from  you? 

xV  Your  Empire  you  to  Tyranny  purfuc : 
You  lay  Commands,  both  cruel  and  unjuft. 
To  ferve  my- Rival,  and  betray  my  Truft. 

Ind.  You  firft  betray'd  your  Truft  in  loving  mc, 
And  ftiould  not  I  my  own  Advantage  fee  ? 

Scrvng 
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Serving  my  Love,  you  may  my  Friendfhip  gainj 
You  know  the  reft  of  your  Pretences  vain. 
You  muft,  my  Arimunt,  you  muft  be  kind  : 
'*Tis  in  your  Nature,  and  your  noble  Mind. 

jirim.  I'll  to  the  King,  and  ftreight  my  Truft  refign,  \ 
Ind.  His  Truft  you  may,  but  you  Ihall  never  mine. 
Heav'n  made  you  love  me  for  no  other  end, 
But  to  become  my  Confident  and  Friend : 
As  fuch,  I  keep  no  Secret  from  your  Sight, 
And  therefore  make  you  judge  how  ill  I  write: 
Read  it,  and  tell  me  freely  then  your  Mind: 
If  'tis  indited  as  I  meant  it,  kind. 

Arim',  I  ask  not  Hesni'n  my  Freedom  to  rejiore,  [Reading. 
IBut  only  for  your  fake  I'll  read  no  more:. 

And  yet  I  muft- 

■Lefs  for  my  own,  than  for  yottr  Sorrow,  fad —         [Reading, 
Another  Line,  like  this,  would  make  me  mad— — — 
Heav'n!  ile  goes  on — yet  more — and  yet  more  kind! 

[^  Rettdirfg, 
Each  Sentence  is  a  Dagger  to  my  Mind. 

See  me  this  Night— [Reading^ 

Thank  Fortune,  who  did  fuch  a  Friend  provide. 
For  faithful  Arhnintfhall  be  your  Guide. 
Not  only  to  be  made  an  Inltrument, 
But  preitigag'd  without  my  own  Comfent! 

hid.  Unknown  t'ingage  you  ftill  augments  my  Score, 
And  gives  you  fcopc  of  meriting  the  moi'c. 

Arim.  The  beft  of  Men 
Some  ijnt'reft  in  their  Adlions  muft  confefsi 
None  merit  but  ia  hope  they  may  poffefs. 
The  fatal  Paper  rather  let  me  tear. 
Than,  like  Bellerophon,  my  own  Sentence  bear. 

Ind.  You  may;  but  'twill  not  be  your  beft  Advice; 
'Twill  only  give  me  Pains  of  Writing  Twice. 
You  know  you  muft  obey  me,  foon  or  late; 
■Why  ftiould  you  vainly  ftruggle  with  your  Fate.* 
Arim.  I  thank  thee,  Heav'n,  thou  haft  been  won-^ 
drous  kind!  (^ 

Why  am  I  thus  to  Slavery  delign'd,  /* 

And  yet  am  cheated  with  a  freeborn  Mind  ?  j 

Or 
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Or  make  thy  Orders  with  my  Realbn  fute. 
Or  let  me  live  by  Senfe  a  glorious  Brute—— 


[She  frown. 
You  frown,  and  I  obey  with  Tpeed,  before 
That  dreadful  Sentence  comes.  See  me  no  more: 
See  me  no  more!  that  Sound,  methinks,  I  hear 
Like  the  laft  Trumpet  thund'ring  in  my  Ear. 
Enter  Solyman. , 

Solym.  The  Priricefs  Melefndu,  bath'd  in  Tears, 
And  tofs'd  alternately  with  Hopes  and  Fears, 
If  your  Affairs  flich  leifure  can  afford, 
"Would  learn  from  you  the  Fortunes  of  her  Lord, 

Arm.  Tell  her,  that  I  fome  Certainty  may  bring; 
I  go  this  Minute  to  attend  the  King. 

Ind.  This  lonely  Turtle  I  defire  to  fee : 
Crief,  tho'  not  cur'd,  is  eas'd  by  Company. 

Arim.  to  Solym.  Say,  if  flie  pleafe,  fhe  hither  may  re- 
pair. 
And  breathe  the  freflinefs  of  the  open  Air.    [Exit  Solym, 

Jful.  Poor  Princefs .'  how  I  pity  her  Eftate, 
"Wrapt  in  the  Ruins  of  her  Husband's  Fate ! 
She  mourn'd  Kdorat  fhould  in  Rebellion  rife ; 
Yet  he  offends,  and  flie's  the  Sacrifice, 

Arim.  Not  knowing  his  Defign,  at  Court  {lie  ftaid ; 
*Till,' by  Command,  clofe  Pris'ner  fhe  was  made. 
Since  when. 

Her  Chains  with  Roman  Conftahcy  fhe  bore ; 
But  that,  perhaps,  an  Imlian  Wife's  is  more. 

Ind.  Go,  bring  her  Comfort  j  leave  me  here  alone. 

Arim.  My  Love  muft  ftill  be  in  Obedience  fhown. 

[Exit  Arim. 

Enter  Melefinda,  led  by  Solyman,  reho  retires  afterwards. 

Ind.  When  graceful  Sorrow  in  her  Pomp  appears. 
Sure  fhe  is  drefs'd  in  Melefntia's  Tears, 
Your  Head  reclin'd,  (as  hiding  Grief  from  view,) 
Droops,  like  a  Rofe  furcharg'd  with  Morning  Dew. 

Mel.  Can  Flow'rs  but  droop  in  abfencc  of  the  Sun, 
"Which  wak'd  their  Sweets?  And  mine,  alas !  is  gone. 
But  you  the  nobleft  Charity  exprefs :  ■ 

For  they  who  fliine  in  Courts,  Hill  ftiuu  Diflrcfs.J 

~  Ind. 
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Isi.  Diftrcfs'd  my  felf,  like  you,  confin'd  I  live: 
And  therefore  can  Compaflion  take,  and  give. 
We're  both  Love's  Captives,  but  with  Fate  fb  croft. 
One  muft  be  happy  by  the  others  lofs. 
Morat,  or  Aureng-Zebe  mud  fall  this  Day.  ") 

Mel.  Too  truly  Tamerlain's  Succcflbrs  they,  C 

Each  thinks  a  World  too  little  for  his  Sway.  \ 

"Could  you  and  I  the  fame  Pretences  bring, 
Mankind  Ihould  with  more  eafe  receive  a  King: 
I  would  to  you  the  narrow  World  refign,' 
And  want  no  Empire  while  Morat  wis  mine. 
•  Ind,  Wifli'd  Freedom  I  prefage  you  fbon  will  find- ' 
If  Heav'n  be  jufl:,  and  be  to  Virtue  kind.  *'' 

Mel.  Quite  otherwife  my  Mind  forctels  my  Fate: 
Short  is  my  Life,  and  that  Unfortunate. 
Yet  fliould  I  not  complain,  would  Heav'n  afford 
Some  little  time,  e'er  Death,  to  fee  my  Lord. 

W.  Thefe  Thoughts  are  but  your  Melancholy's  Food  • 
Rais'd  from  a  lonely  Life,  and  dark  Abode:  * 

But  whatfoe'er  our  jarring  Fortunes  prove. 
Though  our  Lords  hate,  methinks  we  two  may  love. 

Mel.  Such  be  our  Loves  as  may  not  yield  to  Fate; 
I  bring  a  Heart  more  true  than  fortunate. 

iGiziijg  their  Hands. 
To  them,  Arimant. 
Arim.  I  come  with  hafte  furpriung  News  to  bring: 
In  two^  Hours  time,  fince  JaH:  I  faw  the  King, 
Th' Affairs  of  Court  have  wholly  chang'd  their  Face: 
Unhappy  AHveng-Zebe  is  in  difgi  ace : 
And  your  Morat,  (proclaim 'd  the  Succeflbr) 
Is  call'd,  to  awe  the  City  with  his  Power. 
Thofe  Trumpets  his  triumphant  Entry  tell. 
And  now  the  Shouts  waft  near  the  Cittadel. 

Ind.  See,  Madam,  fee  th'  Event  by  me  forefliown : 
I  envy  not  your  Chance,  but  grieve  my  own. 
Mel.  A  Change  fo  unexpedled  muft  furprife : 
And  more,  becaufe  I  am  unus'd  to  Jovs. 

Ind.  May  all  your  Wifhes  ever  profp'rous  be. 
But  I'm  too  much  concern'd  th'  Event  to  fee. 
My  Eyes  too  tender  -v" 

.  To 
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To  view  my  Lord  become  the  publick  Scorn. 

I  came  to  comfort,  and  I  go  to  mourn,  [Taking  her  leave. 

Mel.  Stay,  I'll  nor  iee  my  Lord, 
Before  I  give  your  Sorrow  fome  Relief;    ' 
And  pay  the  Charity  you  lent  my  Grief. 
Here  he  iliall  fee  me  firft  with  you  confin'd: 
And,  if  your  Virtue  fail  to  move  his  Mind, 
I'll  ufe  my  Int'reft  that  he  may  be  kind. 
Fear  not,  I  never  mov'd  him  yet  in  vain. 
Ind.  So  fair  a  Pleader  any  Caufe  may  gain. 
Mel.  I  have  no  tafte,  methinks,  of  coming  Joyj 
For  black  Prefages  all  my  Hopes  deftroy. 
Die,  fomcthing  whifpers,  Melfjinda,  diej 
Fulfil,  fulfil  thy  mournful  Deftiny. 
Mine  is  a  Gleam  of  Bliis,  too  hot  to  laft, 
Watry  it  fhines,  and  will  be  loon  o'er-cafl:. 
Indamora  and  Melefinda  re-enter,  as  into  the  Chamber, 
uirim.  Fortune  ieems  weary  grown  of  AHreng-Zebe, 
While  to  her  new-made  Favourite,  Morat, 
Her  lavifh  Hand  is  waftefully  profuib : 
With  Fame  and  flowing  Honours  tided  in, 
Born  on  a  fwelling  Current  fmooth  beneath  him. 
The  King  and  haughty  Emprels,  to  our  Wonder, 
If  not  atton'd,  yet  leemingly  at  peace. 
As  Fate  for  him  that  Miracle  relerv'd. 

I.nter  in  Triumph,  Emperor,  Morat,  and  Train. 
Bmp.  I  have  confefs'd  I  love. 
As  I  interpret  fairly  your  Defign, 
So  look  not  with  leverer  Eyes  on  mine. 
Your  Fate  has  call'd  you  to  th' Imperial  Seat; 
In  Duty  be,  as  you  in  Arms  are,  great. 
For  Aureng-Zebe  a  hated  Name  is  grown. 
And  Love  lefs  bears  a  Rival  than  the  Throne. 

Mor.  To  me,  tlie  Cries  of  fighting  Fields  are  Charms ; 
Keen  be  my  Sable,  and  of  Proof  my  Arms, 
I  ask  no  other  Bleffing  of  my  Stars  : 
No  Prize  but  Fame,  nor  Miftiel's  but  the  Wars. 
I  fcarce  am  pleas'd  I  tamely  mount  the  Throne : 
Would  Aureng-Zebe  had  all  their  Souls  in  one : 

With 
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with  all  my  elder  Brothers  I  would  fight. 
And  fo  from  partial  Nature  force  my  Ria;ht. 

Emp.  Had  we  but  lafting  Youth,  and  Time  to  fpare. 
Some  mie;ht  be  thrown  away  on  Fame  and  Wa- : 
But  Youth,  the  perifhing  Good,  runs  on  too  faft : 
And  uncnjoy'd  will  fpend  it  felf  to  wafte-. 
Few  know  the  Ule  of  Life  before  'tis  pad. 
Had  I  once  more  thy  Vigour  to  Command, 
I  would  not  let  it  die  upon  my  Hand : 
No  Hour  of  Pleaflire  fhould  pafs  empty  by. 
Youth  (hould  v/atch  Joys,  and  (hoot  'em  as  they  fly; 

Mor.  Methinks  all  Pleafiire  is  in  Greatnefs  found. 
Kings,  UkeHcav'n's  Eye,  fhould  fpread 'heir  Beams  around. 
Picas'd  to  be  feen,  while  Glory's  Race  they  run : 
Reft  is  not  for  the  Chariot  of  the  Sun. 
Subjefts  are  ftiff-neck'd  Animals,  they  foon 
Feel  flacken'd  Reins,  and  pitch  their  Rider  down. 

Emp.  To  thee  that  Drudgery  of  Pow'r  I  give : 
Cares  be  thy  Lot :  Reign  thou,  and  let  me  live. 
The  Fort  I'll  keep  for  my  Security ; 
Bus'nefs,  and  publick  State  refign  to  thee. 

Mor.  Luxurious  Kings  are  to  their  People  loft: 
They  live,  like  Drones,  upon  the  publick  Coft.  — 

My  Arms,  from  Pole  to  Pole,  the  World  (hall  ftiake: 
And,  with  my  felf,  keep  all  Mankind  awake. 

Emp.  Believe  me.  Son,  and  needlefs  Trouble  fparej 
*Tis  a  bafc  World,  and  is  not  worth  our  Care. 
The  Vulgar,  a  fcarcc  animated  Clod, 
Ne'er  pleas'd  with  ought  above  'em.  Prince  or  God, 
Were  I  a  God,  the  drunken  Globe  fhould  roul : 
The  little  Emmets  with  the  human  Soul 
Care  for  themfelves,  while  at  my  Eafe  I  fat. 
And  fecond  Caufes  did  the  Vv"ork  of  Fate. 
Or,  if  I  would  take  Care,  that  Care  fhould  be 
For  Wit  that  fcorn'd  the  World,  and  liv'd  like  me. 
To  them,  Nourmahal,  Zayda,  and  Attendmts. 

Nour.  My  dear  Morat,  {Embracing  her  Son, 

This  Day  propitious  to  us  all  has  teen: 
You're  now  a  Monarch's  Heir,  and  I  a  Queen. 
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Your  youthful  Father  now  may  quit  the  State, 
And  find  the  Eafe  he  fought,  indulg'd  by  Fate. 
Cares  (hall  not  keep  him  on  the  Throne  awake. 
Nor  break  the  golden  Slumbers  he  would  take. 
Emp.  In  vain  1  ftruggl'd  to  the  Goal  of  Life, 
While  Rebel-Sons,  andan  imperious  Wife 
Still  dragg'd  me  backward  into  Noife  and  Strife. 

Mor.  Be  that  remembrance  loft;  and  be't  my  Pride 
To  be  your  Pledge  of  Peace  on  either  fide. 
To  them,  Aureng-Zebc. 
Aur,  With  all  th'aiTurance  Innocence  can  bring, 
Teavlefs  without,  becaufe  fecure  within, 
Arra'd  with  my  Courage,  unconcern'd  I  fee 
This  Pomp ;  a  Shame  to  you,  a  Pride  to  me. 
Shame  is  but  where  with  Wickednefs  'tis  join'dj 
And,  while  no  Bafenefs  in  this  Breaft  I  find, 
I  have  not  loft  the  Birth-right  of  my  Mind. 

Emp.  Children  (the  blind  Effcdl  of  Love  and  ChanccT 
Form'd  by  their  fportive  Parents  ignorance) 
Bear  from  their  Birth  th'  Impreflions  of  a  Slave : 
WhomHeav'n  for  Play- games  firft,and  then-forServicegave, 
One  then  may  be  dyplac'd,  and  one  may  reign : 
And  want  of  Merit,  render  Birth-right  vain. 

Mor.  Comes  he  t'upbraid  us  with  his  Innocence  ? 
Seize  him,  and  take  the  preaching  Brachman  hence. 
Aur.  Stay,  Sir;  I,  from  my  Years,  no  Merit  plead:  ^ 

[Tg  his  Fathtt, 
AH  niy  Defigns  and  Afts  to  Duty  lead. 
Your  Life  and  Glory  are  my  only  End ; 
And  for  that  Prize  I  with  Morat  contend. 

Mor.  Not  him  alone;  I  all  Mankind defic. 
Who  dares  Adventure  more  for  both  than  I  ? 

A(tr.  I  know  you  brave,  and  take  you  at  your  Word: 
That  prefent  Service  which  you  vaunt,  afford. 
Our  two  Rtbellious  Brothers  arc  not  dead : 
Though  vanquifh'd,  yet  again  they  gather  Head. 
I  dare  you,  as  your  Rivaim  Renown, 
March  out  your  Army  from  th' Imperial  Town: 
Chufe  whom  you  plcafc,  the  other  kave  to  mc; 
And  fct  our  Father  abloltftelj  free. 

Thtf, 
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Thisi  if  you  do,  to  end  all  future  Strife,- 
I  am  content  to  lead  a  private  Life : 
Disband  mjr  Army  to  fecurc  the  State, 
Kor  aim  at  more,  but  leave  the  reft  to  Fat*. 

Mor.  I'll  do't.  Draw  out  my  Army  on  the  Plain^     *^ 
War  is  to  me  a  Paftimc,  Peace  a  Pain. 

Emp.  Think  better  firft.  [To  Mot-; 

You  fee  your  felf  inclos'd  beyond  Efcape,  [To  Aur. 

^nd  therefore,  Frotms-likc,  you  change  your  Shape. 
Of  Promife  prodigal,  while  Pow'r  you  want. 
And  preaching  in  the  felf-dcnying  Cant. 

Mor.  Plot  better  •  for  thefe  Arts  too  obvious  are. 
Of  gaining  Time,  the  Mafter-piece  of  Warj 
Is  Aurmg'Zebe  fo  known  ? 

jiur. If  Afts  like  mine. 

So  far  from  Int'reft,  Profit,  or  Defign, 

Can  fhow  my  Heart,  by  thofe  I  would  be  known  : 

I  wifti  you  could  as  well  defend  your  own. 

My  abfent  Army  for  my  Father  fought : 

Yours,  in  thefe  Walls,  is  to  inflave  him  brought. 

If  I  come  fingly,  you  an  armed  Gueft, 

The  World  with  cafe  may  judge  wholb  Caufe  is  bcft. 

Mor.  My  Father  faw  you  ill  Ddigns  purfuC; 
And  my  AdmilTion  fhow'd  his  Fear  of  you. 

Attr.  Himfelf  bed  knows  why  he  his  Love  withdraws: 
I  owe  him  more  than  to  declare  the  Caufe. 
But  flill  I  prefs  our  Duty  may  be  Ihown 
By  Arms. 

Mor.  — — — I'll  van^uifli  all  h;s  Foes  alone, 
Aur.  You  fpeak  as  if  you  could  the  Fates  command. 
And  had  no  need  of  any  other  H  nd. 
But,  lince  my  Honour  you  fo  far  fufpcft, 
'Tis  juft  I  fhould  on  your  Defigns  reflcft. 
To  prove  your  felf  a  loyal  Son,  declare 
You'll  lay  down  Arms  when  you  conclude  the  War. 
Mor.  No  prefent  Anfwer  your  Demand  requires  j 
The  War  once  done,  I'll  do  what  Heav'n  infpires. 
And  while  the  Sword  this  Monarchy  fecurcs, 
Tis  manag'd  by  aa  abler  Arm  than  yours. 
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Emp.  Morat's  Ddign  a  doubtful  Meaning  bears :  [^i>art. 
In  Anrmg-Zehe  true  Loyalty  appeal's. 
He,  for  my  Safety,  does  his  own  defpifej 
Still,  with  his  Wrongs,  I  find  his  Duty  rife. 
T  feel  my  Virtue  ftrugling  in  my  Soul, 
But  ftronger  PaflTion  does'"its  Pow'r  Controul. 
Yet  be  advis'd  your  Ruin  to  prevent.  [To  Aur.  Apart. 

You  might  be  fafc,  if  you  would  give  cx)nfcnt. 

jiw.  So  to  your  Welfare  I  of  uie  may  be. 
My  Life  or  Death  are  equal  both  to  me. 

Emp.  The  Peoples  Hearts  are  yours  j  the  Fort  yet  mine: 
Be  wife,  ani  Indamora's  Love  refign. 
I  am  obfcrv'd:  Remember  that  I  give 
-  This  my  laft  Proof  of  Kindneft,  die,  or  live. 
'  Aur.  Life,  with  my  Indnmora,  I  would  chufei 

But,  loling  her,  the  End  of  Living  lofe. 
I  had  confidcr'd  all  1  ought  before ; 
And  Fear  of  Death  can^m3ke  me  change  no  more. 
The  Peoples  Love  £o  little  I  efiecm, 
Condemn'd  by  you,  I  would  not  live  by  them. 
May  he  who  muft  your  Favour  now  pofTefs, 
Much  better  ferve  you,  and  not-  love  you  left. 

Bmp.  I've  heard  yea;  and,  tofinifh  the  Debate,  [^(j«<^. 
Commit  that  Rebel  Pris'ncr  to  the  State. 

Mor,  The  deadly  Draught  he  ftiall  begin  this  Day : 
And  languifh  with  infenfible  Decay. 

Aur.  I  hate  the  lingring  Summons  to  attend. 
Death  all  at  once  would  be  the  nobler  End. 
Fate  is  unkind !  methinks  a  General 
Should  warm,  and  at  the  Head  of  Armies  fall. 
And  my  Ambition  did  that  Hope  purfue. 
That  fo  I  might  havcdy'd  in  fight  iov  vom. [To h'ts Father', 

Mor.  Would  I  had  been  Difpoicr  of  thv  Stars ; 
Thou  fliouldfl  have  had  thy  Wifh,  and  dy'd  in  Wars. 
*Tis  I,  not  thoti,  have  reai'on  to  repine, 
Tliat  thou  fhouldfl:  fell  by  any  Hand,  but  mine. 

Aur.  When  thou  wertform'd,  Keav'ndidaMan  begin  j 
.But  the  brute  Soul,  by  chance,  was  fhuffl'd  in. 
X'  illn  Woods  and  Wilds  thy  Monarchy  maintain: 
'  ^  Where  valiant  Beafts,  by  Force  and  Rapine,  reign. 
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In  Life's  next  Scene,  if  Tranfmigrarion  be. 
Some  Bear  or  Lion  is  relerv'ii  for  thee. 

M6r.  Take  heed  rhou  eom'il  not  in  that  Lion's  way:> 
I  prophecy  thou  wilt  thy  Soul  convey  ?» 

Into  a  Lamb,  and  be  again  my  Prey.  ^ 

Hence  with  that  dreaming  Priefl:. 

Nonr. Let  me  prepare 

The  pois'nous  Draught-  His  Death  fliall  be  my  Care. 
Near  my  Apartment  let  him  Pris'ner  be: 
That  I  his  hourly  El  bs  of  Life  may  fee. 

Aur.  My  Lite  I  would  not  Ranlbme  with  a  Pray'r: 
'Tis  vile,  fince  'tis  rot  worth  my  Father's  Care. 
I  go  not.  Sir,  indebted  to  my  Grave: 
You  paid  your  fetf,  and  took  the  Liie  you  gave.     [Exit. 

Emp.  O  that  I  had  more  Scnfe  of  Virtue  let't,     [Afidt. 
Or  were  of  that,  which  yet  remains,  bereft. 
I've  jufl:  enough  to  know  how  I  offend, 
And,  to  my  Shame,  have  not  enough  to  mend.^ 
Lead  to  the  Mofque — — ■ 

Mor.  Love's  Pleafures  why  fliould  dull  Devotion  flay? 
Heav'n  to  my  Melefinda's  but  the  way, 

[Exeunt  Emperor,  Morat,  and  TrAin. 

Zayd.  Sure  Aureng-Zebe  has  ib  me  what  of  Divine, 
"Whole  Virtue  ihrtHigh  fo  dark  a  Cloud  can  fhine. 
Fortune  has  from  b/iomt  this  Day  remov'd 
The  greatefl  Rival,  and  the  bell  belov'd. 

}>lour.  He  is  not  yet  remov'd. 

Znyd.  — He  lives,  'tis  true ; 

But  ibon  mull  die,  and,  what  I  mourn,  by  you.' 

tioHT.  My  Zn^dO),  may  thy  Words  prophetic  be : 

[Embracing  her  tMjerly, 
I  take  the  Omen,  let  him  die  by  me. 
He  flifl'd  in  my  Arms  fliall  lole  his  Breath: 
And  Life  it  felf  fliall  envious  be  of    'eath. 

Zayd.  Bleis  me,  you  Pow'rs  above! 

Nonr.  Why  dofl  thou  ilart  ? 
Is  Love  fo  ftrange?  or  have  not  I  a  Heart? 
Could  Aureng-Zebe  fb  lovely  fccm  to  thee. 
And  I  want  Eyes  that  noble  Worth  to  fee  I 
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Thy  little  Soul  was  but  to  Wonder  mov'd : 

My  Senfe  of  it  was  higher,  and  I  lov'd. 

That  Man,  that  God-like  Man,  fo  brave,  Co  great  j 

But  theie  are  thy  fmall  Praifcs  I  repeat. 

I'm  carry 'd  by  a  Tide  of  Love  away : 

He's  fbmewhat  more  than  I  my  icif  can  fay., 

Zayd.  Though  all  th'  Ideas  you  can  form  be  true. 
He  muft  not,  cannot  be  poflefs'd  by  you. 
If  contradi£i^ing  Int'refts  could  be  mixt. 
Nature  her  felf  has  caft  a  Bar  betwixt. 
And,  ere  you  reach  to  this  inceftuous  Love, 
You  muft  divine  and  human  Rights  remove. 

Noi^r.  Count  this  among  the  Wonders  Love  his  done : 
I  had  forgot  he  was  my  Husband's  Son! 

^ayJ.  Nay,  more;  you  have  forgot  who  is  your  own  : 
For  wliom  your  Care  fo  long  deiign'd  the  Thi'one. 
Jtdorat  muft  rail,  if  Aureng-Zebe  ftiould  rife. 

Hour.  'Tis  true ;  but  who  was  e'er  in  Love,  and  wife  ? 
Why  was  that  fatal  Knot  of  Marriage  ty'd. 
Which  did,  by  making  us  too  near,  divide? 
Divides  me  from  my  Sex !  for  Heav'n,  I  find. 
Excludes  but  me  alone  of  Woman-kind. 
1  ftand  with  Guilt  confounded,  loft  with  Shame, 
And  yet  made  wretched  only  by  a  Name. 
If  Names  have  fuch  command  oh  human  Life, 
Love  fure's  a  Name  that's  more  Divine  than  Wife. 
That  Sovereign  Power  all  Guilt  from  Adiioa  takes. 
At  leaft  the  Stains  are  beautiful  it  makes. 

Zayd.  Th'incroaching  111  you  early  ftiould  oppofe: 
Flatter'd  'tis  worfe,  and  by  Indulgence  grows. 

^ottf.  Alas!  and  what  have  I  not  laid  or  done  ? 
I  fought  it  to  the  laft :  And  Love  has  won. 
A  bloody  Conqueft ;  which  Deftru<flion  brought. 
And  ruin'd  all  the  Country  where  he  fought. 
Whether  this  PallioB  from  above  was  fent 
The  Fate  of  him  Heav  n  favours  to  preveat. 
Or  as  the  Curie  of  Fortune  in  excefsj 
That,  ftretching,  would  beyond  its  reach  poflefs : 
And,  with  a  Taftc  which  Plenty  does  deprave, 
Loaths  lawful  Good,  and  lawiels  lil  does  crave  ? 
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Zayd.  But  yet  confider ■ 

j^our.  — No,  'tis  lofs  of  time : 

Think  how  to  farther,  not  divert  my  Crime. 
My  artful  Engines  inftantly  I'll  move: 
And  chufe  the  fofc  and  gentleft  Hour  of  Love. 
The  Under-Provofl:  of  the  Fort  is  mine. 
But  fee,  Moratl  I'll  whiiper  my  Defign. 

Enter  Morat  w/'/^  Arimant,  as  talking:  Attendants; 

/Irim.  And  for  that  Caufe  was  not  in  publick  feen :' 
But  ftays  in  Prifon  with  the  captive  Queen, 

M«r.  Let  my  Attendants  wait;  I'll  be  alone: 
Where  leaft  of  State,  there  mofl:  of  Love  is  fhown. 

Nour.  My  Son,  your  Bus'nefs  is  not  hard  to  guefs; 

ITo  Morat; 
Long  Abfence  makes  you  ea^r  to  poffcis : 
I  will  not  importune  you  by  my  Stay; 
She  merits  all  the  Love  wjbich  you  can  pay. 

[Exit  with  7,ayda. 
"Ra-ent&r  Arimant,  -with  Melefinda  j  then  Exit.  Morat  ritns 
to  Melelinda,  and  embraces  her. 

Mor.  Should  I  not  chide  you,  that  you  chofe  to  ftay 
In  gloomy  Shades,  and  loft  a  glorious  Day  ? 
Loft  the  firft  Fruits  of  Joy  you  fhould  pofTefs 
In  my  Remrn,  and  made  my  Triumph  lefs  ? 

Met.  Should  I  not  chide,  tliat  you  could  ftay  and  fee 
Thofe  Joys,  preferring  publick  Pomp  to  me? 
Through  my  dark  Cell  your  Shouts  of  Triumph  rung: 
I  hearcTwith  Pleafure ;  but  I  thought  'em  long. 

Mor.  The  Publick  will  in  Triumphs  rudely  Ihare, 
And  Kings  the  Rudenefs  of  their  Joys  muft  bear: 
But  I  made  hafte  to  fet  my  Captive  free: 
And  thought  that  work  was  only  worthy  me. 
The  Fame  of  antient  Matrons  you  purfue; 
And  ftand  a  blamelefs  Pattern  to  the  New. 
I  have  not  words  to  praife  llich  A6ts  as  thefe : 
But  take  my  Heart,  and  mold  it  as  you  pleafe. 

Mel.  A  Tryal  of  your  Kindnefs  I  muft  make. 
Though  not  for  mine  fo  much  as  Virtue's  fake. 
The  Queen  of  CaJ/imeer-^-  ■  ■ 

F  4  Mori 


12,8         Aureng-Zede. 

Mor.  >■  ■  .- No  more,  my  Lovej 

That  only  Suit  I  beg  you  not  to  move. 
That  file's  in  Bonds  for  -Attreng-Zebe  I  know,  ^ 

And  n.ould,  by  my  Confcnt,  continue  fb.  ^ 

The  good  old  Man,  I  fear,  will  Pity  fhov/.  J 

^-ly  Father  dotes,  and  let  him  ftiJl  dote  on ; 
He  buys  his  Miftrefs  dearly  with  his  Throne. 
Aff (,  See  her ;  and  then  be  cruel  if  you  can. 
hlor.  'Tis  not  vvirh  me  as  with  a  private  Man. 
Such  may  be  fway'd  by  Honour,  or  by  Lovcj 
But  Monarchs,  only  by  their  Int'refi:  move. 

Mel.  Hcav'n  docs  a  Tribute  for  your  Pow'r  demand: 
He  leaves  th'Oppreft  and  Poor  upon  your  Hand, 
/nd  thofe  who  Stewrrds  of  his  Pity  prove. 
He  Blefles,  in  return,  with  publick  Love. 
In  his  DiHrefs,  fome  Miracle  is  fhown : 
If  exil'd,  Heav'n  reftores  him  to  his  Throne. 
He  needs  no  Guard  while  any  Subjedl's  near : 
Nor,  hke  his  Tyrant  Neighbours,  lives  in  Fear : 
No  Plots  th' Alarm  to  his  Retirements  give: 
'Tis  all  Mankind's  Concern  that  he  fl-.ould  live. 

l/Ior.  You  promis'd  Friendfhip  in  your  low  Eftatej 
And  fhould  forget  it  in  your  better  Fate  j 
Such  Maxims  are  more  plaulible  than  truej 
But  fomewhat  muft  be  given  to  Love  and  you. 
I'll  view  this  Captive  Queen ;  to  let  her  fee, 
Pray'rs  and  Complaints  are  loft  on  iuch  as  me.    [pleas'd, 
Mel.  I'll  bear  the  Nevys:  Heav'n  knows  how  much  I'm 
That,  by  my  Caie,  th'afflicfled  may  be  eas'd. 
Us  jJ}e  is  going  off",  enter  Indamora. 
InJ.  I'll  fpare  your  Pains,  and  venture  out  alone. 
Since  you,  fair  Piincefs,  my  Pvotedlion  own. 
But  you,  brave  Prince,  a  harder  Task  muft  find; 

[To  Morat  kneelrng,  ■O'ho  takes  her  «^. 
In  faving  me,  you  would  but  half  be  kind. 
An  humble  Suppliant  at  your  Feet  I  lye  3  _ 

You  have  condemn'd  my  better  Part  to  die. 
Without  my  Aureng-Zebe  I  cannot  livej 
Revoke  his  Doom,  or  elTc  my  Sentence  give. 

Mel. 
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Mel.  If  Melejinda  in  your  Love  have  part. 
Which,  to  fafpeft,  wrould  break  my  tender  Heart: 
If  Love,  like  mine,  may  for  a  Lover  plead,' 
By  the  chafte  Pleafures  of  our  Nuptial  Bed, 
By  all  the  Int'reft  my  part  Suff 'rings  make. 
And  all  I  yet  would  fuffer  for  your  fake; 
By  you  your  felf,  the  lafl:  and  deareft  tie 

Mor.  You  move  in  vain ;  for  Aurmg-Zebe  muft  die, 
Ind.  Could  that  Decree  from  any  Brother  come  ? 
Nature  her  felf  is  fentenc'd  in  your  Doom,    f^ 
-s   Piety  is  no  more,  (he  fees  her  Place 
/  Ufiirp'd  by  Monflers,  and  a  favage  Race. 

Erom  her  foft  Eaftern  Cliroes  you  drive  her  forth. 
To  the  cold  Manfions  of  the  utmoft  North. 
How  can  our  Prophet  fuffer  you  to  Reign, 
When  he  looks  down,  and  fees  your  Brother  flain? 
Avcngirg  Furies  will  your  Life  purfue: 
Think  there's  a  Heav'n,  Morat,  though  not  for  you, 
Mel.  Her  words  imprint  a  Terror  on  my  Mind. 
What  if  this  Death,  which  is  for  him  defign'd. 
Had  been  your  Doom,  ("far  be  that  Augury!) 
And  you.  not  Atireng-Zebe,  condemn'd  to  die? 
Weigh  well  the  various  turns  of  human  Fate, 
And  feek,  by  Mercy,  to  fecure  your  State. 

Jnd.  Had  Heav'n  the  Crown  for  Aureng-Zebe  defit^n'd, 
Pity,  for  you,  had  picrc'd  his  generous  Mind. 
Pity  does  with  a  noble  Nature  luit : 
A  Brother's  Life  had  fuffer'd  no  difpute. 
All  things  have  right  in  Life,  our  Prophet's  Care 
Commands  the  Beings  ev'n  of  Brutes  to  fpare. 
Though  Int'refl:  his  Reilraint  lias  juftify'd. 
Can  Life,  and  to  a  Brother,  be  deny'd  ? 

Mor.  All  Reafons  for  his  Safety  urg'd,  are  weak: 
And  yet,  methinkr,  'tis  Heav'n  to  hear  you  fpeak. 
Mel.  'Tis  part  of  your  own  Being  to  invade 
^kr.  Nay,  if  11  e  fail  to  move,  would  you  perfwade? 

\TMming  tQ  In^a. 
My  Brother  does  «  glorious  Fate  purfue. 
I  envy  him,  that  he  muft  fell  for  you. 
He  had  been  Bafc,  had  he  releas'd  his  Right : 
For  fuch  an  Empire  none  but  Kings  fhouid  fi»ht, 
F  ^ 
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If  with  a  Father  he  difputes  this  Prize, 
My  Wonder  ceafes  when  I  fee  thefc  Eyes. 

Mel.  And  can  you  then  deny  thofe  Eyes  you  praife  ? 
Can  Beauty  Wonder,  and  not  Pity  raife  ? 

Mor.  Your  Interceflion  now  is  needleft  grown: 
Retire,  and  let  me  fpeak  with  her  alone. 

[Melcfinda  retires,  weeping,  to  the  fide  of  the  Theatre, 
Queai,  that  you  may  not  fruitlefs  Tears  employ, 

[Taking  Indamora's  Hand^ 
I  bring  you  News  to  fill  your  Heart  with  Joy : 
Your  Lover  King  of  all  the  Eaft  fliali  reign : 
For  Aureng-Zebe  to  morrow  fhall  be  (lain. 

Jnd.  The  Hopes  you  rais'd,  you've  blafted  with  a  Breath : 

[Starting  back. 
With  Triumphs  you  began,  but  end  with  Death. 
Did  you  not  fay,  my  Lover  fhould  be  King  ? 

Afor.  I,  in  Morat,  the  beft  of  Lovers  bring. 
Por  one  forfaken  both  of  Earth  and  Heav'n, 
.  Your -kinder  Stars  a  nobler  Choice  have  given: 
I  My  Father,  while  I  pleafc,  a  King  appears ; 
His  Pow'r  is  more  declining  than  his  Years. 
An  Emperor  and  Lover,  but  in  fhow : 
But  you,  in  me,  have  Youth  and  Fortune  too. 
As  Heav'n  did  to  your  Eyes,  and  Form  Divine, 
Submit  the  Fate  of  all  th' Imperial  Linej 
So  was  it  order'd  by  its  wile  Decree, 
That  you  fhould  find  'em  all  compris'd  in  me. 

Ind.  If,  Sir,  I  feem  not  difcompos'd  with  Rage, 
Feed  not  your  Fancy  with  a  falfe  Prefage. 
Farther  to  prefs  your  Courtfhip  is  but  vain : 
A  cold  Refufal  carries  more  Difdain. 
Unfetled  Virtue  ftormy  may  appear ; 
Honour,  like  mine,  ferenely  is  fevere. 
To  fcorn  your  Perfon,  and  rejcft  your  Crown, 
Difbrder  not  my  Face  into  a  Frown.       [Turns  from  him. 

Mor.  Your  Fortune  you  fhould  rev'rently  have  us'd ; 
Such  Offers  are  not  twice  to  be  refus'd. 
I  go  to  Aureng-Zebe,  and  am  in  haflc . 
For  your  Commands,  they're  like  to  bc  the  lafl. 

Ini.  Tell  liim, 

\       Witi 
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With  my  own  Death  I  would  his  Life  redeem  j 
But  lefs  than  Honour,  both  our  Lives  efteem. 
Mor.  Have  you  no  more  ? 

j„J. What  (hall  I  do  or  fiy  ?  [Ajidel 

He  muft  hot  in  this  Fury  go  away. 

Tell  him,  I  did  in  vain  his  Brother  movej 

And  yet  he  falfly  faid,  he  was  in  Love. 

Falflyj  for  had  he  truly  lov'd,  at  leaft. 

He  would  have  giv'n  one  Day  to  my  Requeft. 

Mor.  A  little  yielding  may  my  Love  advance: 
She  darted  from  her  Eyes  a  lidelong  Glance, 
Juft  as  fhe  fpoke;  and,  like  her  Words,  it  flew: 
Scem'd  not  to  beg,  what  yet  {h.e  bid  me  do. 
A  Brother,  Madam,  cannot  give  a  Day }  [To  her. 

A  Servant,  and  who  Hopes  to  Merit,  may. 

Mel.  If,  Sir [Coming' te  hffff^ 

Mor.  No  more  —  j(et  Speeches,  and  a  formal  Tale, 
With  none  but  Statefmcn  and  grave  Fools  prevail. 
Dry  up  your  Tears,  and  praftile  every  Grace, 
That  fits  the  Pageant  of  your  Royal  Place.  [£;»/>. 

Mel.  Madam,  the  flrangc  Reverfc  of  Fate  you  fee : 

[To  Indamora. 
I  pity'd  you,  now  y6u  may  pity  me.        [Exit  after  h'm^ 

Irid.  Poor  Princefs !  thy  hard  Fate  I  could  bemoan. 
Had  I  not  nearer  Sorrows  of  my  own. 
Beauty  is  feldom  Fortunate,  when  great : 
A  vaft  Eftate,  but  overcharg'd  with  Debt, 
feike  thofe  whom  Wane  to  Bafenefs  does  betray; 
I'm  forc'd  to  flatter  him  I  cannot  pay. 

0  would  he  be  content  to  feiz,e  the  Throne : 

1  beg  the  Life  of  Aureng-Zebe  alone. 

Whom  Heav'n  would  blcfs,  from  Pomp  it  will  remove,' 
And  make  their  Wealth  in  PxiVacy  and  Love.         [Mxir, 
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ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

Aureng-Zebe  folus. 

DIftruft,  and  Darknef-,  of  a  future  <^tate. 
Make  poor  MankinJ  fo  fearful  of  their  Fate. 
Death,  in  it  fclf,  is  nothing  j  but  we  fear 
To  be  we  know  not  what,  we  know  not  where. 

ISoft  Mujick, 
This  is  the  Ceremony  of  my  Fate : 
A  parting  Treat  5  and  I'm  to  die  in  State. 
They  lodge  me,  as  I  were  the  Perjian  King; 
And  with  luxurious  Pomp  my  Death  they  bring. 
To  him,  Nourmahal. 

Nour.  I  thought,  before  you  drew  your  lateft  Breath, 
To  fmoo'h  your  PafBge,  and  to  foften  Death; 
For  I  would  have  you,  when  you  upward  move, 
Speak  kindly  of  me,  to  our  Friends  above: 
Kor  narne  me  there  th'Occaflon  of  your  Fate; 
Or  what  my  Tntcreft  does,  impute  to  Hate. 

Ai.r.  I  ask  not  for  what  End  your  Pomp's  defign'dj 
Whether  t'infult,  or  to  compofe  iny  Mind: 
I  mark  d  it  not ; 

But,  know  ng  Death  would  foon  th' Affault  begin, 
Stopd  firm  colkcl-ed  in  my  Strength  within : 
To  guard  that  Breach  did  all  my  Forces  guide, 
And  left  unmannM  the  cjuiet  Senfes  lide. 

No.-.r.  Bccaufc  Moral  from  me  his  Being  took, 
AH  I  can  fay  will  much  ilifpedted  look : 
'TIs  little  to  confefs  your  Fate  I  grieve; 
Yet  more  than  you  would  ealily  believe. 

Aur.  Since  my  inevitable  Death  you  know, 
You  fafcly  unavailing  Pity  fhow: 
Tis  Pqpuiar  to  mourn  a  dyii  g  Foe. 

'Nou'r.  You  made  my  Liberty  your  late  Requeft; 
Is  no  Return  due  from  a  grateiui  Breaft  ? 
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4  grow  impatient,  'till  I  find  fome  way 
Great  OflSccs,  with  greater,  to  repay. 

Aur.  When  I  coniider  Life,  'tis  all  a  Cheat;      i 
Yet,  fool'd  with  hope.  Men  favour  the  Deceit ; 
Truft  on,  and  think  to  Morrow  will  repay : 
To  Morrow's  falfer  than  the  former  Day; 
Lies  worfe;  and  while  it  fays.  We  fhall  be.blefl: 
With  fome  new  Joys,  cuts  off  what  we  poffeft. 
Strange  cozenage!  none  would  live  paft  Years  again^ 
Yet  all  hope  Pleaflire  in  what  yet  remain ; 
/nd,  from  the  Dregs  of  Life,  think  to  receive 
What  the  fir  ft  fprightly  running  could  not  give. 
I'm  tir'd  wirh  waiting  for  this  Chimick  Gold, 
Which  fools  us  young,  and  beggars  us  when  old. 

Kour.  'Tis  not  for  nothing  that  we  Life  purfuc; 
It  pays  our  Hopes  with  fomething  ftill  that's  new*. 
Each  Day's  a  Miftrefs,  unenjoy'd  before;  ^ 

Like  Travellers,  we're  pleas'd  with  feeing  more. 
Did  you  but  know  what  Joys  your  way  attend. 
You  would  not  hurry  to  your  Journey's  end. 

Aur.  I  need  not  hafte  the  end  of  Life  to  meet; 
The  Precipice  is  juft  beneath  my  Feet. 

Aur.  Think  not  my  Senle  of  Virtue  is  fo  fmalh 
I'll  rather  leap  down  firft,  and  break  your  Fall. 
My  Aureng-Zebe  (may  I  not  call  you  fo  ?) 

{Taking  him  by  the  Hmi. 
Behold  me  now  no  longer  for  your  Foe; 
I  am  not,  cannot  be  your  Enemy : 
Look,  is  there  any  Malice  in  my  Eye  ? 

Pray  fit iBothfii, 

That  diftance  fhews  too  much  Refpeft,  or  Fear . 
You'll  find  no  Danger  in  approaching  near. 

Aur.  Forgive  th'  Amazement  of  my  doubtful  State; 
This  Kindnefs  from  the  Mother  of  Morat ! 
Or  is't  fome  Angel,  pitying  what  1  bore, 
Who  takes  that  Shape,  to  make  my  Wonder  more? 

Nour.  Think  me  your  better  Genius  in  Difguife; 
Or  any  thing  that  more  may  charm  your  Eyes. 
Your  Guardian  Angel  ne/er  could  excel 
la  care,  nor-  could  he  love  his  Cbai'l^fo  wcU. 
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jtttr.  "Whence  can  proceed  fo  wonderful  a  Change? 
Nour.  Can  Kindneft  to  Deftrt,  like  yours,  be  ftrange? 

Kindnefs  by  feaet  Sympathy  is  ty'dj 

"For  noble  Souls  in  Nature  are  ally'd. 

I  faw  with  what  a  Brow  you  brav'd  your  Fate; 

Yet  with  what  Mildnefs  bore  your  Father's  Hate. 

My  Virtue,  like  a  String  wound  up  by  Art, 

To  the  lame  Sound,  when  yours  was  touch'd,  took  part 

At  diftancc  (hook,  and  trembled  at  my  Heart. 
Anr.  I'll  not  complain  my  Father  is  unkind. 

Since  fo  much  Pity  from  a  Foe  I  find. 

Tuft  Heav'n  reward  this  Aft. 
Hour.  'Tis  well  the  Debt  no  Payment  docs  demand. 

You  turn  me  over  to  another  Hand. 

But  happy,  happy  (he. 

And  with  the  Blels'd  above  to  be  compar'd, 

"Whom  you  your  felf  would,  with  your  felf,  reward : 

The  greatell-,  nay,  the  faireft  of  her  Kmd, 

"Would  envy  her  that  Blifs  which  you  dcfign'd. 
Aur.  Great  Princes  thus,  when  Favourites  they  raifc. 

To  juftifie  their  Grace,  their  Creatures  praife. 
Hour.  As  Love  the  nobleft  Paflion  we  account. 

So  to  the  higheft  Object  it  (hould  mount. 

It  fhows  you  brave  when  mean  Defirej  you  fliun. 

An  Eagle  only  can  behold  the  Sun : 
And  fo  muft  you  j  if  yet,  Prefage  Divine 

There  be  in  Dreams,  or  was't  a  Vifion  mine? 
Ahy.  Of  me  ? 

i^har. And  who  could  elk  employ  my  Thought  ? 

I  dream'd,  your  Love  was  by  Love's  Goddefs  Ibught  j 

Officious  Cupids,  hov'ring  o'er  your  Head, 

Held  Myrtle  Wreaths;  Beneath  your  Feet  were  ^cad 

"What  Sweets  foe'er  Sahean  Springs  dilclofe. 

Our  Iniinn  Jafmine,  or  the  Syrian  Rofet 

The  wanton  Minifters  around  you  ftrove 

For  Service,  and  inipir'd  their  Mother's  Love :    "' 

Clofe  by  your  Side,  and  languifliing,  flie  lies. 

With  bluftiing  Cheeks,  fhort  Breath,  and  wi(hing  Eyc»>" 

Upon  your  Breaft  fupnely  lay  her  Head, 

"Wiuie,  on  your  Face,  her  familh'd  fight  Ihe  fed. 
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Then,  with  a  Sigh,  into  thefe  Words  fhe  broke, 
CAnd  gather'd  humid  Kiflcs  as  flie  fpoke.) 
Dull,  and  ingrateful!  muft  I  offer  Love? 
Defir'd  of  Gods,  and  envy'd  ev'n  by  Jove : 
/nd  doft  thou  Ignorance  or  Fear  pretend  ? 
Nean  Soul!  and  dar'ft  notglorioufly  offend? 
Then,  prefling  thus  his  Hand ■ 

jiur. I'll  hear  no  more.  Xj^Jmg  ufl 

^was  impious  to  have  underftood  before; 

And  Ij  'till  now,  endeavour'd  to  mifJ:ake 

Th'  inceftuous  Meaning  which  too  plain  you  make. 

Nour.  And  why  this  Nicenefs  to  that  Pleafure  Ihown^ 
"Where  Nature  furos  up  all  her  Joys  in  onej 
QuGs  all  fhe  can,  snd  labouring  flill  to  give, 
Makes  it  fo  great,  we  can  but  tafte  and  live: 
So  fills  the  Senfcs,  that  the  Soul  feems  fled, 
And  Thought  it  felf  does,  for  the  time,  lie  dead; 
Till,  Hke  a  String  fcru*d  up  with  eager  hafte. 
It  breaks,  and  is  too  exquisite  to  laft  ? 

^ar.  Heav'nsI  can  you  this,  without  juH  Vengeance, 
When  v/ill  you  thunder,  if  it  now  be  clear?  [hear? 

Yet  her  alone  let  not  your  Thunder  feize : 
J,  too,  deferve  to  die,  becaufe  I  pleafe. 

Nour.  Cuftom  our  Native  Royaky  does  awe; 
Promifcuous  Love  is  Nature's  general  Law : 
For  whofoever  the  firft  Lovers  were. 
Brother  and  Sifter  made  the  fecond  Pair, 
And  doubled,  by  their  Love,  their  Piety. 

-4«r.  Hence,  hence,  and  to  fbme  barbarous  Climate  Rji 
Which  only  Brutes  in  human  Form  does  yield. 
And  Man  grows  wild  in  Nature's  common  Field. 
Who  eat  their  Parents,  Piety  pretend ; 
Yet  there  no  Sons  their  facred  Bed  aicend. 
To  vail  great  Sins,  a  greater  Crime  you  chuiej 
And,  in  your  Inceft,  your  Adult'ry  lofe. 

Nour.  In  vain  this  haughty  Fury  you  have  fliown,' 
How  I  adore  a  Soul  fo  like  my  own ! 
You  muft  be  mine,  that  you  may  learn  to  live : 
Know  Joys,  which  only  Ihe  who  loves  can  give, 

Notf 
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Nor  think  that  A£lion  you  upbraid,  {o  ill: 
I  am  not  chang'd;  I  love  my  Husband  ftill; 
But  love  him  as  he  was,  whien  youthful  Grace, 
And  the  firft  Down  began  to  fl-iade  his  Face : 
That  Image  does  my  Virgin-flames  renew. 
And  all  your  Father  {bines  more  bright  in  you. 

^ur.  In  mc  a  Horror  of  my  felf  you  raife ; 
Curs'd  by  your  Love,  and  blalled  by  your  Praift. 
You  find  new  ways  to  profecute  my  Fatej 
And  your  leaft-guilty  Paflion  was  your  Hate. 

NoHT.  I  beg  my  Death,  if  you  can  Love  deny. 

[Ofering  him  a  Bagger, 

Aur.  I'll  grant  you  nothing  j  no,  not  ev'n  to  die. 

No«r.  Know  then,  you  arc  not  half  fo  kind  as  I . 

{Stamp  with  her  Foot. 

Enter  Mutes,  fime  with  Swerdi  drawn,  one  with  a  Cup. 
You've  choien,  and  may  now  repent  too  late. 
Behold  th'  effedt  of  what  you  wifh'd,  my  Hate. 

[Taking  the  Cup  to  prefint  him. 
This  Cup,  a  aire  for  both  our  Ills  has  brought: 
_You  need  not  fear  a  Philtre  in  the  Draught. 

Aur.  All  muft  be  Poifon  which  can  come  from  thccj 

[Receiving  it  from  her. 
But  this  the  Icaft.    T*  immortal  Liberty 
This  firft  I  pour— ——like  dying  Socrates  j 

'  Spilling  a  little  of  it. 
Grim  though  he  be.  Death  pleafes  when  he  frees. 
As  he  is  going  to  drink,  'Enter  Morat  attended. 

Mcr.  Make  not  iuch  haftc,  you  muft  my  leifure  ftay: 
Your  Fate's  deferr'd,  you  fhall  not  die  to  Day. 

[Taking  the  Cup  from  hifn> 

Kour.  What  foolifh  Pity  has  pofTels'd  your  Mnd, 
To  alter  what  your  Prudence  once  deiign'd  ? 

Mor.  What  if  I  pleafe  to  lengthen  out  his  date 
A  Day,  and  take  a  Pride  to  cozen  Fate  ? 

Neur.  'Twill  not  be  fafe  to  let  him  live  an  Hour. 

Mor.  1*1!  do't,  to  fl.ow  my  Arbitrary  Pow'r. 

Nour.  Fortune  may  take  him  from  your  Hands  agaijy. 
And  you  repent  th'  occafion  loA  in  vaiu. 
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Uor.  I  fmile  at  what  your  Female  Fear  forefees : 
I'm  in  Fate's  Place,  and  didlate  her  Decrees. 
Let  Arimmt  be  caJl'd.  [Exit  one  of  his  Attendmis, 

Aur.  Give  me  the  Poifon,  and  I'll  end  your  Strife ; 
I  hate  to  keep  a  poor  precarious  Life. 
Would  I  my  Safety  on  bafe  Terms  receive, 
Know,  Sir,  I  could  have  liv'd  without  your  leave. 
But  thofe  I  could  accuib,  I  can  forgive: 
By  my  difdainful  Silence,  let  'em  live. 

Nour.  What  am  I,  that  you  dare  to  bind  my  Hand? 

[r^  Morat. 
So  low,  I've  not  a  Murder  at  command ! 
Can  you  not  one  poor  Life  to  her  afford. 
Her  who  gave  up  whole  Nations  to  your  Sword  ? 
And  from  th' Abundance  of  whofe  Soul  and  Heat, 
Th' overflowing  ferv'd  to  make  your  Mind  fo  great. 

Mor.  What  did  that  Greatnefs  in  a  Woman's  Mind  I 
111  lodg'd,  and  weak  to  adl  what  it  deJign'd. 
Plcafure's  your  Portion,  and  your  flothtul  Eale : 
When  Man's  at  leifure,  ftudy  how  to  pJeafe. 
Soften  his  angry  Hours  with  fervile  Care, 
And  when  he  calls,  the  ready  Fcafl:  prepare. 
From  Wars,  and  from  Affairs  of  State  abftain : 
Women  cmafculate  a  Monarch's  Reign  j 
And  murmuring  Crouds,  who  fee  'em  (bine  with  Goldr 
That  pomp,  as  their  own  ravifh'd  Spoils  behold. 

Hour.  Rcge  clioaks  my  Words ;   ' Tis  Womanly  to^ 
weep :  \_Afide.C 

Jn  my  fwoH'n  Breaft  my  clofe  Revenge  I'll  keep  i        ^ 
I'll  watch  his  tender 'ft  Part,  an   there  ftrike  deep.   [Zxlt.  jy 

Aur.  Your  ftrange  Proceeding  does  my  Wonder  move} 
Yet  fecms  rot  to  exprefs  a  Brother's  Love. 
Say  to  V  hat  Caufe  my  rcfcu'd  Life  I  owe, 

Mor.  If  what  you  ask  would  pleafe,  you  fhould  not  know. 
But  iince  that  Knowledge,  more  than  Death,  will  grieve. 
Know,  Indamora  gain'd  you  this  Rcpriere.         [Change  ? 

Aur.  And  whence  had  flie  the  Pow'r  to  work  your 

Mcr.  The  Pow'r  of  Beauty  is  not  new  or  flrange. 
Should  fhe  command  me  more,  I  could  obeyj 
But  her  Rec^ueft  was  bounded  with  a  Day, 

Take 
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Take  that;  and,  if  you'jl  {pare  my  farther  Crime, 
Be  kind,  and  grieve  to  Death  againft  your  Time^ 

Rjter  Arimant. 
Remove  this  Pris'ner  to  fome  fafer  Place : 
He  has,  for  Indamora's  fake,  found  Grace : 
And  from  my  Mother's  Rage  muft  guarded  be, 
Tiil  you  receive  a  new  Command  from  me. 

Arim.  Thus  Love,  and  Fortune,  perfecute  me  ftilJ, 
And  make  me  Slave  to  every  Rival's  Will.  \j^^e. 

Aur.  How  I  difdain  a  Life,  which  I  muft  buy 
With  your  Contempt,  and  her  Inconftancy  ! 
For  a  few  Hours,  my  whole  Content  I  pay  : 
You  fhall  not  force  on  me  another  Day, 

\JE.x'tt  with  Arimant. 
Enter  Melefinda. 

hiel.  I  have  teen  fceking  you  this  Hour's  Jong  {pace* 
And  fear'd  to  find  ycu  in  another  Place  j 
But,  fince  you're  here,  my  Jealoufie  grows  lefs:] 
You  will  be  kind  to  my  Unworthinefs. 
"What  Ihall  I  fay  ?  I  love  to  that  degree. 
Each  Glance  another  way  is  robb'd  from  me. 
Abfence,  and  Prifons,  I  could  bear  again ; 
But  fink,  and  die,  beneath  your  leaft  Difdain. 

Mor.  Why  do  you  give  your  Mind  this  needlefs  Care, 
And  for  your  felf,  and  me,  new  Pains  prepare  ? 
I  ne'er  approv'd  this  PafTion  in  Excefs : 
If  you  would  fliow  your  Love,  diftruft  me  lefs. 
I  hate  to  be  purfu'd  from  Place  to  Place : 
Meet,  at  each  turn,  a  ftale  domeftick  Face. 
Th*  approach  of  Jealoufie,  Love  cannot  bear, 
He's  wild,  and  foon  on  wing,  if  watchftd  Eyes  come  near. 

Mel.  From  your  lov'd  Prefencc  how  can  I  depart  ? 
My  Eyes  purfue  the  Objc£l  of  my  Heart. 

Mcr.  You  talk  as  if  it  were  our  Bridal  Night: 
Fondnefs  is  flili  th*  Erfeift  of  new  Delight  i 
And  Marriage  but  the  Plcafure  of  a  Day  : 
The  Metai's  bafe,  the  Gildino;  worn  away. 

Mel,  I  fear  Fm  guilty  of  fome  great  Oficace* 
And  that  has  bred  this  cold  Indifference. 

Mor. 
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Mor.  The  grcateft  in  the  World  to  Flefli  and  Blood : 
You  fondly  love  much  longer  than  you  fhould, 

Mel.  If  that  be  all  which  makes  your  Difcontcnt, 
Of  fuch  a  Crime  I  never  can  repent. 

Mor.  Would  you  force  Love  upon  me,  Avhich  I  fhunf 
And  bring  courfe  Fare,  when  Appetite  is  gone  ? 

Mel.  Why  did  I  not,  in  Prifon,  die  before 
My  fatal  Freedont  made  me  fuffer  more? 
I  had  been  pleas'd  to  think  I  dy'd  for  you, 
And  doubly  pleas'd,  becaufc  you  then  were  true: 
Then  I  had  Hope;  but  now,  alas,  have  none. 

Mor.  You  fay  you  love  me;  let  that  Love  be  ftiowB.' 
'Tis  in  your  Power  to  make  my  Happincfs. 

Mel.  Speak  quickly ;  To  command  me  is  to  blefs. 

Mor.  To  Indamorn  you  my  Suit  muft  meve: 
You'll  fure  fpeak  kindly  of  the  Man  you  love. 

Mel.  Oh !  rather  let  me  perifh  by  your  Hand, 
Than  break  my  Heart,  by  this  unkind  Command: 
Think  'tis  the  only  one  I  could  deny  j 
And  that  'tis  harder  to  refufe  than  die. 
Try,  if  you  pleafe,  my  Rival's  Heart  to  win  : 
rU  bear  the  Pain,  but  not  promote  the  Sin. 
You  own  what  e'er  Perfeftions  Man  can  boafl-. 
And  if  {be  view  you  with  my  Eyes,  (he's  loft. 

Mor.  Here  I  renounce  all  Love,  all  Nuptial  Ties  i 
Henceforward  live  a  Stranger  to  my  Eyes: 
When  I  appear,  fee  you  avoid  the  Place, 
And  haunt  me  not  with  that  unlucky  Face. 

Mel.  Hard,  as  it  is,  I  this  Command  obey, 
And  hafte,  while  I  have  Life,  to  go  away : 
In  pity  ftay  fome  Hours,  till  I  am  dead. 
That  blamelefs  you  may  court  my  Rival's,  Bed. 
My  hated  Face  I'll  not  prefume  to  ftiow ; 
Yet  I  may  watch  ycxvc  Steps  where-e'er  you  go. 
Unfeen,  I'll  gaze;  and  with  my  latcfl  Breath, 
Blefs,  while  I  die,  the  Author  of  my  Death,      [Weeding. 
Enter  Emperor. 

Emp.  When  your  Triumphant  Fortune  high  appears, 
What  Caufe  can  drawthefe  unbecoming  Tears? 
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Let  Cheerfulnels  on  happy  Fortune  wait. 
And  give  not  thus  the  Counter-time  to  Fate. 

Mel.  Fortune  long  frown'd,  and  has  but  lately  fmli  d ; 
I  doubt  a  Foe  fb  newly  reconcil'd. 
You  faw  but  Sorrow  in  its  waning  Form, 
A  working  Sea  remaining  from  a  Storm ; 
When  the  now  weary  Waves  roul  o'er  the  Deep, 
And  faintly  murmur  e'er  they  fall  aflccp. 

Emp.  Your  inward  Griefs  you  fmother  in  your  Mifld  j 
But  Fame's  loud  Voice  proclaims  your  Lord  unkind. 

Mor.  Let  Fame  l-e  buiie  where  il  e  has  to  do: 
Tell  of  fought  Fields,  and  every  pompous  Show. 
Thofe  Tales  tre  fit  to  fill  the  Peoples  Ears ; 
Monarch?,  unqueilion'd,  move  in  higher  Spheres. 

Mel.  Believe  not  Rumor,  but  your  felf ;  and  fee 
The  Kindnefs  'twixt  my  plighied  Lord  and  me. 

[Kf£m£  Morati 
This  is  our  State;  thus  happily  we  livej 
Thefe  are  the  Quarrels  which  we  take  and  give. 
I  had  no  other  way  to  force  a  Kifs.        [Aj/de  to  Morat^ 
Forgive  my  laft  Farewel  to  you,  and  Bliis.  [Exit. 

Emp.  Your  haughty  Can  iage  fliows  toomuchofScorn^ 
And  Love,  like  hers,  deferves  not  that  Return. 

Mor.  You'll  pleafe  to  leave  me  judge  of  what  I  dok 
And  not  examine  by  the  outward  (how. 
Your  Ufage  of  my  Mother  might  be  good: 
I  judg'd  it  not. 

Emp.  Nor  was  it  fit  you  fliould. 

Mor.  Then,  in  as  equal  Ballance  weigh  my  Deeds.. 

Emp.  My  Right,  and  my  Authority,  exceeds. 
Suppofe  (what  I'il  not  grant)  Injuftice  donci 
Is  judging  me  the  Duty  of  a  Son? 

Mor.  Not  "of  a  Son,  out  of  an  Emperor: 
You  canccll'd  Duty  when  you  gave  me  Pow'r. 
If  your  own  Aftions  on  your  Will  you  ground". 
Mine  fliall  hereafter  know  no  other  Bound. 
What  meant  you  when  you  cali'd  me  to  a  Throne  ? 
Was  it  to  pleafe  me  with  a  Name  alone  ? 

E>^p.  'Twasthat  I  thought  your  Gratitude  would  know 
What  to  my  partial  Kindnefs  you  did  owe: 

That 
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That  what  your  Birth  did  to  your  Claim  deny, 

Your  Merit  ef  Obedience  might  fupply.  [propofc; 

Mor.  To  your  own  Thoughts  fuch  Hopes  you  might 
But  I  took  Empire  not  on  terms  like  thofe. 
Of  Bufinefs  you  complain'd  ;  now  take  your  Eafe: 
Enjoy  what  e'er  decrepid  A^e  can  picafe : 
Eat,  Sleep,  and  tell  long  Tales  of  what  you  were 
In  Flow'r  of  Youth,  if  any  one  will  hear.  Z?P^ 

Mmp.  Pow'r,  like  new  Wine,  does  your  weak  Brain  fur- 
And  its  mad  Fumes,  in  hot  Difcourfes,  rife; 
But  time  thefe  giddy  Vapours  will  remove; 
Mean  while  I'll  tafte  the  fober  Joys  of  Love. 

Afor.  You  cannot  Love,  nor  Plcafures  take,  or  give; 
But  Life  begin,  when  'tis  too  late  to  live. 
On  a  tir'd  Conrfer  you  purfue  Delight, 
Let  flip  your  Morning,  and  fet  out  at  Night. 
If  you  have  liv'd,  take  thankfully  the  pafl: : 
Make,  as  you  can,  the  fweet  Remembrance  hd. 
If  you  have  not  enjoy'd  what  Youth  could  give. 
But  Life  funk  through  you  like  a  leaky  Sieve, 
Accufe  your  felf  you  liv'd  not  while  you  mightj 
But,  in  the  Captive  Queen  refign  your  Right. 
I've  now  refblv'd  to  fill  your  uieleis  Place;  P 

I'll  take  that  Pofl:  to  cover  your  Difgrace,  S 

And  love  her,  for  the  Honour  of  my  Race.  3 

Emp.  Thou  doft  but  try  how  far  I  can  forbear. 
Nor  art  that  Monfter  which  thou  wouldft  appear : 
But  do  not  wantonly  my  PafTion  move; 
I  pardon  nothing  that  relates  to  Love. 
My  Fury  does,  like  jealous  Forts,  purfue 
With  Death,  ev'n  Strangers  who  but  come  to  view. 

Mer.  I  did  not  only  view,  but  will  invade : 
Could  you  fhed  Venom  from  your  reverend  Shade, 
Like  Trees,  beneath  whofe  Arms  'tis  Death  to  fleep; 
Did  rouling  Thunder  your  fenc'd  Fortrefs  keep. 
Thence  would  I  iSiatch  my  Semele,  hke  fove. 
And  'midft  the  dreadful  Rack  enjoy  my  Love. 

Emp.  Have  I  for  this,  ungrateful  as  thou  art. 
When  Right,  when  Nature,  ftruggi'd  in  my  Heart; 

Whcfl 
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When  Heav'n  call'd  on  me  for  thy  Brother's  Qaina,' 
Broke  all,  and  fully'd  my  unfpotted  Fame? 
Wert  thou  to  Empire,  by  my  Bafenefs,  brought. 
And  wou'd'ft  thou  ravifh  what  lb  dear  I  bought? 
^    -Dear !  foi-  my  Confcience  and  its  Peace  I  gave : 
Why  was  my  Rcafon  made  my  Pafflon's  Slave  ? 
I  fee  Heav'ns  Jufticej  thus  the  Pow'rs  Divine 
Pay  Crimes  with  Crimes,  and  punifti  mine  by  thine. 

Mor.  CriiTies  let  them  pay,  and  punifh  as  they  pleafc: 
What  Pow'r  makes  mine,  by  Pow'r  I  mean  to  feize. 
Since  'tis  to  that  they  their  own  Greatnefs  owe 
Above,  why  fliould  they  quettion  mine  below  ?      [£xiV, 

Einp.  Prudence,  thou  vainly  in  our  Youth  art  fought. 
And  with  Age  purchas'd  art  too  dearly  bought : 
We're  paft  the  ufe  of  Wit,  for  which  wc  Toili 
Late  Fruit,  and  planted  in  too  cold  a  Soil. 
My  Stock  of  Fame  is  lavifli'd  and  decay 'dj 
No  profit  of  the  vaft  Protufion  made. 
•!     Too  late  my  Folly  I  repent  j  I  know 
/  JMy  Aureng-Zebe  would  ne'er  have  us'd  mc  fo. 
'  Y  But,  by  his  Ruin  I  prepared  my  own;  "TJ 

/    And,  like  a  naked  Tree,  my  Shelter  gone,  C 

\To  Winds  and  Winter-ftorms  muft  Hand  cxpos'd  a-Q 
lone.  [£xrf.3 

'Enter  Aureng-Zebe  and  Arimant. 
gUr'tm,  Give  me  not  Thanks,  which  I  will  ne'er  delervej 
But  know,  'tis  for  a  nobler  Price  I  fcrvc. 
By  Indamora's  Will  you're  hither  brought : 
All  my  Reward,  in  her  Command  1  fought. 
The  reft  your  Letter  tells  you. —   See,  like  Light, 
She  comes  i  and  I  mull:  vaniib,  like  the  Night.       [Eilit. 
Enter  Indamora. 
Ind.  'Tis  now  that  I  begin  to  live  again ; 
Heav'ns,  I  forgive  you  all  my  Fear  and  P^in ; 
Since  I  behold  my  Aurtng-Ztbe  appear, 
I  could  not  buy  him  at  a  Price  too  dear. 
His  Name  alone  afforded  me  Relief, 
Repeated  as  a  Charm  to  cure  my  Grief. 
I  that  lov'd  Name  did,  as  fome  God,  invoke 
And  printed  Kiifes  on  it  while  I  ipokc. 

Asm, 
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Aur.  Short  Eafc;  but  long,  long  Pains  from  you  I  find; 
Health,  to  my  Eyes;  but  Poifbn,  to  my  Mind. 
Why  arc  you  made  lb  excellently  fair  ? 
So  much  above  what  other  Beauties  are. 
That,  ev'n  in  curfing,  you  new  form  my  Breath ; 
And  make  me  blefs  thofe  Eyes  which  give  mc  Death  ? 

Ini.  What  Reafon  for  your  Curfcs  can  you  find  ? 
My  Eyes  your  Conqueft,  not  your  Death,  defign'd. 
If  they  offend,  'tis  that  th.y  are  too  kind. 

Aur.  The  Ruins  they  have  wrought,  you  will  not  fee: 
Too  kind  they  arc,  indeed,  but  not  to  me, 

Ini.  Think  you  bafe  Intcreft  Souls,  likfe  mine,  canfway? 
Or  that,  for  Greatnefs,  I  can  Love  betray? 
No,  Aureng-Zebe,  you  merit  all  my  Heart,, 
And  I'm  too  Noble  but  to  give  a  Part. 
Your  Father,  and  an  Empire!  am  I  known 
No  more  ?  Or  have  fo  weak  a  Judgment  fhown. 
In  chufing  you,  to  change  you  tor  a  Throne  ? 

Aur.  How,  with  a  Truth,  you  would  a  Falfliood  blind! 
'Tis  not  my  Father's  Love  you  have  defign'd ; 
Your  Choice  is  fix'd  where  Youth  and  Pow*r  are  join' 
Ind.  Where  Youth  and  Pow'r  arc  join'd  !  has  he  « 

Name  ? 
Aur.  You  would  be  told;  you  glory  in  your  Shame 
There's  Mufick  in  the  Sound ;  and,  to  provoke 
Your  Plcafure  more,  by  me  it  muft  be  fpoke. 
Then,  then  it  ravifhes,  when  your  pleas'd  Ear 
The  Sound  does  from  a  wretched  Rival  hear. 
Moral's  the  Name  your  Heart  leaps  up  to  raeetj 
While  Aureng-Zebe  lies  dying  at  your  Feet.      ^ 
Ind.  Who  told  you  this  ? 

Aur. Are  you  fb  loft  to  Shame? 

Morat,  Morat,  Morat :  You  love  the  Name 
So  well,  your  ev'ry  Queftion  ends  in  thatj 
You  force  me  ftill  to  anfwcr  you,  Morat. 
Merat,  who  beft  could  tell  v/hat  you  reveai'd; 
Morat,  too  proud  to  keep  his  Joy  conceal'd. 

Ind.  Howe'cr  unjuft  your  Jealoufie  appear. 
It  Ihows  the  Lofs,  of  what  you  love,  you  fear  j 
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And  does  my  Pity,  not  my  Anger  move : 
I'll  fond  it,  as  the  fioward  Child  of  Love. 
To  fliow  the  Truth  of  my  unaltcr'd  Brcaft, 
Know,  that  your  Life  was  given  at  my  Requeft : 
At  leaft  Repricv'd.    When  Heav'n  deny'd  you  Aid, 
She  brought  it'j  flie^  whcfe  FaKhood  you  upbraid. 

uiur.  /md  'tis  by  that  you  would  your  Falfliood  hide; 
Had  you  not.  ask'd,  how  happy  had  I  dy'd! 
Accurft  Reprieve !  not  to  prolong  my  Breathy 
It  brought  a  ling'ring,  and  more  painful  Death] 
I  have  not  liv'd  lince  firft  I  heard  the  News; 
The  Gift  the  guilty  Giver  does  accufe. 
You  knew  the  Price,  and  the  Requeft  did  move. 
That  you  might  pay  the  Ranfom  with  your  Love. 

Ind.  Your  Accufation  muft,  I  fee,  take  place; 
And  am  I  guilty,  infamous,  and  bafe! 

Aur.  If  you  are  falfe,  thofe  Epithets  are  finallj 
You're  then  the  Things,  the  Abftradi  of  'cm  all. 
And  you  are  falfe:  You  jpromis'd  hira  your  Love. 
No  other  Price  a  Heart  lo  hard  could  move. 
Do  not  I  know  him !  Could  his  brutal  Mind 
Be  wrought  upon?  Could  he  bejufl,  or  kiad? 
Infultingly,  he  made  your  Love  his  Boaft ; 
Gave  me  my  Life,  and  told  me  what  it  coft. 
Speak  j  anfwer.    I  would  fain  yet  think  you  true : 
Lie;  and  I'll  not  believe  my  feif,  but  you. 
Tell  me  you  LovCj  I'll  pardon  the  Deceit, 
And,  to  be  fool'd,  my  Iclf  ailifl:  the  Cheat. 

J»</.  No ;  'tis  too  late :  I  have  no  more  to  fay. 
If  you'll  believe  I  have  been  falle,  you  may. 

^«r.  I  would  not;  but  your  Crimes  too  plain  appear: 
Nay,  even  that  I  fliould  think  you  true,  you  fear. 
Did  I  not  tell  you,  I  would  be  deceiv'd? 

Ind.  I'm  not  concern'd  to  have  my  Truth  belicv'd. 
You  would  be  cozen'd  !  would  aflift  the  Cheat ! 
But  I'm  too  plain  to  join  in  the  Deceit : 

I'm  pleas'd  you  think  me  falfe^ 

And,  whatfoe'er  my  Letter  did  pretend, 
2  made  this  Meeting  for  no -other  end. 


Aureng-Zebe.         145P 

Aur.  Kill  me  not  quite,  with  this  Indifference: 
When  you  are  Guiltlefs.boaft  not  an  Offence. 
I  know  you  better  than  your  fclf  you  know: 
Your  Heart  was  true,  but  did  fome  Frailty  (liow: 
You  promis'd  him  your  Love,  that  I  might  live;  > 

But  promis'd  what  you  never  meant  to  give.  > 

Speak,  was't  not  fo  ?  confefs  j  I  can  forgive.  j 

Tnd.  Forgive!  what  dull  Excufes  you  prepare! 
As  if  your  Thoughts  of  me  were  worth  my  Care, 

Aur.  Ah  Traitrefs!  Ah  ingrate!  Ah  faithlcfs  Mind! 
Ah  Sex,  invented  firft  to  damn  Mankind ! 
Nature  took  care  to  dref s  you  up  for  Sin : 
Adorn'd,  without;  unfinifh'd  left,  within. 
Hence,  by  no  Judgment  you  your  Loves  dirccft; 
Talk  much,  ne'er  think,  and  flill  the  Wrong  afFc6t. 
So  much  Self-love  in  ycur  Corripofure's  mix'd. 
That  Love  to  others  frill  remains  untix'd : 
Greatnefs,  and  Noife,  and  Show,  are  your  Delight; 
Yet  wife  Men  love  you,  in  their  own  defpight: 
And,  finding  in  their  native  Wit  no  Eafe, 
Are  forc'd  to  put  your  Folly  on,  to  pleafe. 

Ind.  Now  you  Ihall  know  what  Caufe  you  have  to  Rage  j 
But  to  increafe  your  Fury,  not  aflwage : 
I  found  the  Way  your  Brother's  Heart  to  move. 
Yet  promis'd  not  the  leafl  Return  of  Love. 
His  Pride  and  brutal  Fiercenefs  I  abhor ; 
But  fcorn  your  mean  Sufpicions  of  me  more. 
I  ow'd  my  Honour  and  my  Fame  this  Care: 
Know  what  your  Folly  loft  you,  and  de/pair. 

_  ,,  [Turning  fmn  him, 

Aur.  Too  cruelly  your  Innocence  you  tell; 
Show  Heav'n,  and  damn  me  to  the  Pit  of  Heil. 
ITow  I  believe  you ;  'tis  not  yet  too  iafc  : 
You  may  forgive,  and  put  a  Stop  to  Fate : 
Save  me,  juft  finking,  and  no  more  to  rife.  iShefrimns 
How  can  you  look  with  fuch  relcntlefs  Eyes.» 
Or  let  your  Mind  by  Penitence  be  mov'd, 
Or  I'm  refolv'd  to  think  you  nevci  lov'd. 
You  are  not  clear 'd,  unleis  you  Mercy  fpeak  : 
I'll  think  you  took  th'Occalion  thus  to  break 
Vol,  IV.  G  '  ;^. 
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Ind.  Small  Jealoufics,  'tis  true,  inflame  Deftrc; 
Too  great,  not  fan,  but  quite  blow  out  the  Fire : 
Yet  I  did  love  you,  till  fuch  Pains  1  bore. 
That  I  dare  tniil  my  felf  and  you  no  more. 
Let  me  not  love  you ;  but  here  end  my  Pain : 
Diftruft  may  make  me  wretched  once  again. 
Now,  with  full  Sails,  into  the  Port  I  move. 
And  fafely  can  unlade  my  Breaft  of  Love; 
Quiet,  and  calm ;  Why  fliould  I  then  go  backi 
To  tempt  the  fecond  Hazard  of  a  Wrack  ? 

Aiir.  Behold  thefe dying  Eyes,  fee  their  fubmiflive  Awe; 
Thefe  Tears,  which  Fear  of  Death  could  never  draw: 
Heard  you  that  Sigh  ?  from  my  heav'd  Heart  it  paft. 
And  faid.  If  you  forgive  not,  'tis  my  laft. 
yLove  mounts,  and  rowls  about  my  ftormy  Mind, 
s  Like  Fire,  that's  born  by  a  tempeftuous  Wind. 
Oh,  I  could  ftifle  you,  with  eager  Hafte! 
Devour  your  Kiffes  with  my  hungry  Tafte! 
Ru(h  on  you!  eat  you!  ^vande^  o'er  each  Part, 
Raving  with  Pleafure,  fnatch  you  to  my  Heait ! 
^   Then  hold  you  off,  and  gaze  I  then,  ivith  new  Rage, 
Iftsadc  you,  till  my  contoous  Limbs  prefage 
Torrents  of  Joy,  which  ail  their  Banks  o'erflowr! 
So  loil,  fo  bleft,  as  I  but  then  could  know ! 

jKd.  Be  no  more  jeaksus.  [G/i/»j  hitn  her  Htmd. 

Aht.         "Give  me  Caufeno  more: 
The  Danger's  greater  after,  than  before. 
If  I  relapfe;  to  cure  my  Jealoufie 
Let  me  (for  that's  the  ea;icfV  parting)  die. 
Jnd.  My  Life ! 
y         Aur.  ———My  Soul! 
j         jnd.  ———My  All  that  Heav'n  can  give! 
'     Death's  Life  with  you;  without  you, Death  to  IiVe." 
To  them,  Arimant,  hdfiily. 
^m.  Oh,  we  are  loft,  beyond  all  human  Aid? 
The  Citadel  is  to  Merai  betray 'd. 

The  Traytor,  and  the  Treafon,  known  too  late;  f 

The  falfe  Abas  dcliver'd  up  the  Gate,  > 

Ev'n,  while  I  fpeak,  we're  compa6'd  round  withFate.^ 

The 
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The  Valiant  cannot  fight,  or  Coward  fly ; 
But  both  in  undiftinguifh'd  Crouds  muft  die. 

^ur.  Then  my  Prophctick  Fears  are  come  to  pafs : 
Morat  was  always  bloody  j  now,  he's  bafe: 
And  has  fo  far  in  Ufurpation  gone. 
He  will  by  Parricide  fecure  the  Throne; 
To  tkem,  the  Emperor. 
Emp.  Am  I  forfakcn,  and  betray'd,  by  all? 
Not  one  brave  M^i  dare,  wiih  a  Monarch,  fall? 
Then,  welcome  Death,  to  cover  my  Dilgrace; 
I  would  not  live  to  reign  o'er  fuch  a  Race. 
My  Aureng-Zebel  ,[5'ff«»j  AurcngrZebc.' 

But  thou  no  more  art  mine;  my  Cruelty 
Has  quite  dcftroy'd  the  Right  I  had  in  thee. 
I  have  been  bafe, 

Bafe  ey'n  to  him  from  whom  I  did  receive 
All  that  a  Son  could  to  a  Parent  give ; 
Behold  me  punifh'd  in  the  felf-iame  kird, 
Th'  Ungratelul  docs  a  more  Ungrateful  find. 

Aur.  Accule  your  felf  no  more;  you  could  not  bc 
Ungrateful:  Could  commit  no  Crime  to  me: 
I-  only  mourn  my  yet  uncancelled  Score : 
You  put  me  paft  the  Pow'r  of  Paying  more : 
That,  that's  my  Grief,  that  I  can  only  grieve, 
And  bring  but  Pity,  where  I  would  relieve  j 
For  had  I  yet  ten  thoufand  Lives  to  pay. 
The  mighty  Sum  (liould  go  no  other  way. 

Emp.  Can  you  forgive  mc  ?  'tis  not  fit  you  fiiculd. 
Why  will  you  be  fo  excellently  good  ? 
'Twill  ftick  too  black  a  Brand  upon  my  Name : 
The  Sword  is  needlefsj  I  fliall  die  with  fhamc. 
What  had  my  Age  to  do  with  Love's  Delight, 
Shut  out  from  all  Enjoyments  but  the  Sight  ? 

Arim.  Sir,  you  forget  the  Danger's  imminent:  T 

This  Minute  is  not  for  Excufes  lent.  ^ 

Emp.  Difturb  me  not— f" 

How  can  my  lateft  Hour  be  better  fpent  ?  S 

To  reconcile  my  felf  to  him  is  more, 
Than  to  regain  all  I  poflefs'd  before. 

G  a  Empire, 


14S 


Aureng-Zebe. 


Empire,  and  Life  are  now  not  worth  a  Pray'r : 
His  Love,  alone,  delerves  my  dying  Care. 

Aur.  Fighting  for  yon,  my  Death  will  ylorious  be. 

Ind.  SecK  to  preferve  your  felf,  and  live  for  me. 

Arim.  Lofc  then  no  farther  time. 
Hcav'n  has  inipir'd  me  with  a  fuddcn  Thought,  ^ 

Whence  your  unhop'd-for  Safety  may  be  wrought,         > 
Though  with  the  Ha-zard  of  my  blood  'tis  bought.       ^ 
But,  iince  my  Life  can  ne'er  be  fortunate, 
•Tis  fo  much  Sorrow  well  redeem'd  from  Fate. 
You,  Madam,  mufl:  retire ; 
Your  Beauty  is  its  own  Security, 
And  leave  the  Condud:  of  the  reft  to  me. 
Glory  will  crown  my  Life,  if  I  ilicceed  j 
If  not,  (he  may  afford  to  love  me  dead.  \^-/iJiJe. 

Aur.  My  Father's  kind;  and.  Madam  you  forgive: 
Were  Heav  n  fo  pleas'd,  I  now  could  wilh  to  live. 
And,  I  fl  all  live. 

With  Glory,  and  with  Love,  at  once  I  bum : 
I  ieA  th'inipiring  Heat,  and  abfent  God  return.  \I.xettm. 

ACTV.     SCENE    I. 

Indamora  alone, 

TH  E  Night  fecms  doubled  with  the  Fear  fhe  brings. 
And,  o'er  the  Cittadel,  new  fpreads  her  Wings. 
The  Morning,  as  mirtaken,  turns  about. 
And  ail  her  early  Fires  again  go  out. 
Shouts,  Cries  and  Groans,  firfl  pierce  my  Ears,  and  then 
A  flafh  of  Lightning  draws  the  guilty  Scene, 
And  ftiGws  me  Arms,  and  Wounds,  and  dying  Men. 
Ah,  fhould  my  Aureng-Zebe  be  fighting  there. 
And  envicus  Winds  diftinguifli'd  to  my  Ear, 
His  dying  Groans,  and  his  lafl:  Accents  bear! 
To  her,  Morat,  attended. 
Mor.  The  bloody  Bus'nefs  of  the  Night  is  done, 
And,  in  the  Cittadel,  an  Empire  won. 

Our 
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Our  S'^^'ords  fo  wholly  did  the  Fates  employ. 
That  thev,  a"  length,  grew  weary  to  deftroy: 
Refu-i'd  the  Work  we  brought  j  and,  out  of  breath, 
Made  So  row  and  Defpair  attend  for  Death. 
But  what  of  all  my  Conqueft  can  I  boaft  ? 
My  haughty  Pride,  before  your  Eyes,  is  loft : 
And  VidVory  but  gains  mc  to  prefent 
That  Homage,  which  our  Eaftern  World  has  fent. 

lid.  Your  Vi£tory,  alas,  begets  my  Fears : 
Can  you  not  then  triumph  without  my  Ti.'ars? 
Refolve  mc;  (for  you  know  my  Deftiny 
In  Ajireng-Zehe's)  iay,  do  I  live,  or  die  ? 

Mor.  Urg'd  by  my  Love,  by  Hope  of  Empire  fir'd'j' 
*Tis  true,  I  have  perform'd  what  both  requir'd: 
What  Fate  decreed;  for  when. great  Souls  a.re  giv'n. 
They  bear  the  Marks  of  Sovereignty  from  Heav'n, 
My  elder  Brothers  my  Fore-runners  came; 
Rough-draughts  of  Nature,  ill  delign'd,  and  lame; 

Blown  oft",  like  Bloftbms,  never  made  to  hear  j 
Till  I  came,  finifti'd;  her  laft  laboured  Care. 

Ind.  This  Prologue  leads  to  your  fucceeding  Sin: 
Blood  ended  what  Ambition  did  begin. 

Mor.  'Twas  rumor'd,  but  by  whom  I  cannot  tell. 

My  Father  fcap'd  from  out  the  Cittadel : 

My  Brother  too  may  live, 
Jnd.  He  rnay. 

Mor.  He  muft : 

I  kill'd  him  not:  And  a  lefs  Fate's  unjuft. 

Heav'n  owes  it  me,  that  I  may  fill  his  Room; 

A  Phoenix-Lover,  rifmg  from  his  Tomb. 

In  whom  you'll  lofe  your  Sorrows  for  the  Dead; 

More  warm,  more  fierce,  and  fitter  for  your  Bed. 
Ind.  Should  I  from  Aureng-Zebe  my  Heart  divide,      > 

To  love  a  Monfter,  and  a  Parricide?  S 

Thcfe  Names  your  fwellmg  Titles  cannot  hide.  S 

Severe  Decrees  may  keep  our  Tongues  in  awe. 

But  to  our  Thoughts,  what  Edidt  can  give  Law  ? 

Ev'n  you  your  felt,  to  your  own  Breaft,  fliall  tell 

Ycur  Crimes;  and  your  own  Confcience  be  your  Hell. 

G  3  Mw. 


^fP        Aurfng-Zebf. 

Mor.  What  Bus'nefs  has  myConfcienccwith  a  Crown? 
She  links  in  Pleadires,  and  in  Bowls  will  drown. 
If  Mirth  iliould  fail,  I'll  bufie  her  with  Cares; 
Silence  her  claniorous  Voice  with  louder  V/ars: 
Trumpets  and  Drums  fhall  fright  her  from  the  Thronc> 
As  founding  Cymbals  aid  the  lab'ring  Moon. 

Ind.  Repcll'd  by  thefc,  more  eager  (he  will  groWi 
Spring  back  mere  ftrongly  than  a  Scythian  Bow : 
Amidlt^your  Train,  this  unfeen  Judge  will  waitj 
Examin  how  you  came  by  all  your  State; 
Upbraid  your  impious  Pomp;  and,  in  your  Ear, 
"Will  hollow,  Rebel,  Tyraht,  Murderer. 
Your  ill-got  PowV  wan  Looks  and  Care  (hall  bring : 
Known  but  by  Difcontent  to  be  a  King. 
Of  Crouds  afraid,  yet  anxious  when  alone; 
You'll  fit  and  brood  your  Sorrows  on  a  Throne. 

Mor.  Birth-right's  a  vulgar  Road  to  Kingly  Sway; 
'Tis  ev'ry  dull-got  elder  Brother's  way. 
Dropt  from  above,  he  lights  into  a  Throne;  p 

Grows  of  a  Piece  with  tliat  he  fics  upon,  > 

Heav'ii's  Choice,  a  low,  inglorious,  rightful  Drone.      ^ 
But  who  by  force  a  Scepter  does  obtain, 
Shows  he  can  govern  that  which  he  could  gain. 
Right  comes  of  courfe,  what  e'er  he  was  before  j 
Murder  and  Ufurpation  are  no  more. 

Itui.  By  your  own  Laws  you  fuch  Dominion  make> 
As  ev'ry  flronger  Pow'r  has  right  to  take: 
And  Parricide  will  fo  deforrn  your  Name, 
That  difpoflefllng  you  will  give  a  Claim. 
Who  next  Ufurps,  will  a  jull  Prince  appear; 
So  much  your  Ruin  will  his  Reign  endoar. 

Mer.  I  without  Guik,  would  mount  the  Royal  Scat^j 
^ut  yet  'tis  neceflary  to  be  Great. 

Ind.  All  Greatnefs  is  in  Virtue  underflood : 
'Tis  only  neceflary  to  be  Good. 
Tell  me,  what  is't  at  which  great  Spirits  aim. 
What  mofl:  your  ielf  dellre  ? 

Mor.  >  Renown  and  Fame, 

And  Pow'r,  as  uncontrol'd  as  is  my  Will. 

hid.  How  you  confound  Delires  of  Good  and  111 ! 

For 
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For  true  Renown  is  ftill  with  Virtue  join'd; 

But  Luft  of  Pow'r  lets  loofe  th'unbridl'd  Mind, 

Yours  is  a  Soul  irregularly  Great, 

"Which  wanting  Temper,  yet  abounds  with  Heat: 

So  flrong,  yet  lb  unequal  Ptilfes  beat. 

A  Sun  which  does,  through  Vapours^  dimly  fliine: 

What  Pity  'tis  you  are  not  all  Divine ! 

New  molded,  thorough  light'ned,  and  a  .Breafl 

So  pure,  to  bear  the  lafb  fevereft  Tcft; 

Fit  to  Command  ao  Empire  you  fliould  gain  < 

By  Virtue,  and  without  a  Blufli  to  reign. 

Mer.  You  fliow  me  fbmewhat  I  ne'er  learnt  before  j 
But  'tis  the  diftant  Profpedl  of  a  Shore,  ■ 
Doubtful  in  Mifts ;  which,  like  inchantcd  Ground, 
Flies  from  my  Sight,  before  'tis  fully  found. 

Ind.  Dare  to  be  Great,  without  a  guilty  Crown  j 
View  it,  and  lay  the  bright  Temptation  down : 
'Tis  bale  to  Ceize  on  all,  becaufe  ycu  may; 
That's  Empire,  that  which  I  can  give  away ; 
There's  Joy  when  to  wild  Will  you  Laws  prefcribe,    --^ 
When  you  bid  Fortune  carry  back  her  Bribe : 
A  Joy,  which  none  but  greateft  Minds  can  taflcj 
A  Fame,  which  will  to  endlefs  Ages  laft. 

Mor.  Renown,  and  Fame,  in  vain,  I  courted  long} 
And  ftill  purfu'd  'em,  though  direfted  wrong. 
In  Hazard,  and  in  Toils,  I  heard  they  lay  j 
Sail'd  farther  than  the  Coaft,  but  mifs'd  my  W^y : 
Now  you  have  giv'n  me  Virtue  for  my  Guide  j 
And,  with  true  Honour,  baliaflcd  my  Pride.  #-- 
Unjufl:  Dominion  I  no  more  purfuej 
I  quit  all  other  Claims  but  thofe  to  you. 

Jnd.  Oh  be  not  jufl  to  halves!  pay  all  you  owe: 
Think  there's  a  Debt  to  Mekjmda  too. 
To  leave  no  ^lemifli  on  your  After-Lifej 
Reward  the  Virtue  of  a  ;uff'ring  Wife. 

Mor.  To  Love,  6»ce  pa.t,  I  cannot  backward  movcj 
Call  Ycfterday  again,  and  I  may  love. 
'Twas  not  for  nothing  I  the  Crown  rclign'di     " 
I  ftili  muft  own  a  Mer cenaiiy, Mind: 

G'4  I, 
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I,  in  this  venture,  double  Gains  purfue, 
And  laid  out  all  my  Stock  to  purchafe  yo^.   . 

T)  them,  Afaph  Chan. 
Now,  what  Succefs?  dees  Aureng-Zebt  yet  live? 
Api^h.  Fortune  has  giv'n  you  all  that  fhe  c^h  girc. 

Your  Brother ■ 

Mor.  • Hold ;  thou  fhow'fl:  an  impious  Joy, 

And  think'ft  I  ftill  take  t>leafure  to  Deftroy : 

Know,  I  am  chang'd,  and  would  not  have  him  flain. 

Afjfh.  'Tis  paft  j  and  you  defire  his  Life  in  vajii. 
He  prod'gal  of  Soul,  rufh'd  on  the  Stroke 
Of  lifted  Weapons,  and  did  Wounds  provoke :, 
In  fcorn  of  Night,  he  would  not  be  conceaWj 
His  Soldiers,  where  he  fought,  his  Name  revcal'd : 
In  thickeft.  Crouds,  ftill  Aurmg-Zebe  did  found: 
The  vaulted  Roofs  did  Aureng-Zebe  rebound, 
Till  late,  and  in  his  Fall,  the  Name  was  drown'd. 

Ind.  Wither  that  Hand  which  brought  him  to  his  Fate, 
And  blafted  be  the  Tongue  which  did  relate. 

Afafh.  His  Body 

Mor. Ceafe  to  inhanfe  her  Mifery : 

Pity  the  Queen,  and  fhow  Refpcft  to  me. 
.'  "Tis  ev'ry  Painter's  Art  to  hide  from  fight, 
\  And  caft  in  Shades,  what  fcen  would  not  delight. 

Your  Grief,  in  me  fuch  fympathy  has  bred,         \Ji>  her., 
I  mourn ;  and  wifli  I  could  recal  the  Dead. 
Love  foftens  me;  and  blows  up  Fires,  which  paft 
Through  my  tough  Heart,  and  melt  the  ftubborn  Mafs. 

J«i/.  Break,  Heart  J  orchoak,  with  fobs,  my  hated  Breath; 
Do  thy  own  Work :  Admit  no  foreign  Death. 
Alas!  why  do  I  make  this  ufelefs  Moan? 
I'm  dead  already,  for  my  Soul  is  gone. 
To  tkem,  Mir  Baba. 
Mir.  What  Tongue  the  Terror  of  this  Night  can  tell. 
Within,  without,  and  round  the  Citadel ! 
A  ncw-form'd  Fadlrion  does  your  Pow'r  oppofe; 
The  fight's  confus'd,  and  all  who  meet  are  Foes : 
A  fecor.d  Clamour,  from  the  Town,  we  hear  j 
And  the  I'ai-  Noife  lo  loud,  it  drowns  the  near. 

A^as, 
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^b(n,  who  feem'd  our  Friend,  is  either  fled  i 
Or,  what  we  fear,  our  Enemies  does  head  : 
Your  frighted  Soldiers  fcarce  their  Ground  maintain. 

Mor.  I  thank  their  Furyj  we  ihall  fight  again: 
They  roufe  my  Rage;  I'm -eager  to  fubdue: 
.Tis  fatal  to  with-hold  my  Ey„s  from  you. 

\_Exit  with  the  two  Omrah:, 
Enter  Melefinda. 

Mel.  Can  Misery  no  place  of  Safety  know? 
The  Moife  purilies  me  whcrefoe'er  I  go. 
As  Fa^tf  fought  only  me,  and  where  I  fled, 
Aim'd  all  its  Darts  at  my  devoted  Head. 
And  let  it;  I  am  now  paft  Care  of  Life;  . 
The  laft  of  Women;  an  abandon'd  Wife. 

ZK</.WhetherDefign  or  Chance  has  brought  you  hcrc.T,., 
I  ftand  obliged  to  Fortune,  or  to  Fear;  sr 

Weak  Women  fl.ould,  in  danger,  herd  like  Deer.  ■^"' 

But  fay,  fiom  whence  this  new  Combuftion  fprings? 
Are  there  yet  more  Morals?  more  fighting  Kings.^ 

Mel,  Him  from  his  Mother's  Love  your  Eyes  divide,!. 
And  now  her  Arms  the  cruel  Strife  decide. 

Ind.  What  ftrange  Misfortunes  my  vcxt  Life  attend?^ 
Death  will  be  kind,  and  all  my  Sorrows  end. 
If  NQurmahal  prevail,  I  know  my  Fate. 

Mel.  I  pity,  as  my  o-wn,  your  hard  EftatC; 
But  what  can  my  weak  Charity  aftqrd  ? 
I  have  no  longer  In1?rcft  in  my  Lord : 
Nor  in  his  Mother,  he :  She  owns  her  Hate 
Aloud,  and  would  her  {elf  ullirp  the  State. 

Irui.  I'm  ftupify'd  with  Sorrow,  paft  Relict 
Of  Tears :  Parch'd  up,  and  wither'd  with  my  Grief. 

Mel.  Dry  Mourning  will  decays  more  deadly  bring,   . 
As  a  North  Wind  burns  a  too  forward  Spring. 
Give  Sorrow  vent,  and  let  the  Sluices  go. 

Ind.  My  Tears  are  all  congeal 'd,  and  will  not  flow. 

Mel.  Have  Comtort ;  yield  not  to  the  Blows  of  Fate, 

Ind.  Comfort,  like  Cordials  after  Death,  comes  late. 
Name  not  ib  vain  a  Word;  my  Hopes  are  fled : 
Think  your  Morat  were  kind,  and  think  him  dead. 

G  i"  M»l, 
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Mel.  I  can  no  more.     ■    ■  ■< 
Can  no  more  Arguments,  for  Comfort,  find : 
Your  J?0<iipg  Words  have  quit;e  o'erwhelm'd  my  Mind. 
[Clattering  tf  Weapons  within* 
Jnd.  Tlie  Noife  increafes,  as  the  Billows  rore, 
"When  fowling  from  afar  they  threat  the  Shore. 
She  comes ;  and  feeble  Nature  now  I  find 
shrinks  back  in  Danger,  and  foriakes  my  Mind. 
I  wifh  to  die,  vet  dare  not  Death  endure  j 
Deteft  the  Med'cine,  yet  delire  the  Cure. 
I  would  have  Death;  but  mild,  and  at  Command: 
I  dare  not  truft  him  in  another's  Hand. 
In  Nourmahal's  he  would  not  mine  appear; 
But  arm'd  with  Terror,  and  difguvs'd  with  Fear. 

Aff /.  Beyond  this  Place  you  can  have  no  Retreat : 
Stay  here,  and  I  the  Danger  will  repeat. 
I  fear  not  Death,  bccaufe  my  Life  I  hate: 
And  envious  Death  will  fl  un  th' Unfortunate. 
Ind.  You  muft  not  venture. 
^el. ."  ,  .    — Let  me:  I  may. do 
My  fclf  a  Kindnels,  in  obliging  )OU. 
In  your  lov'd  Name,  I'll  feek  my  angry  Lord; 
And  beg  your  Safety  from  his  conqu'riog  Sword: 
So  his  Protefiio"  all  your  Fears  will  eale. 
And  I  fliall  fee  him  once,  and  not  difpleafe.  [Exit. 

Ind.  Oh  wretched  Queen !  what  Pow'r  thy  Life  can  fa v€  ? 
'A  Stranger,  and  Unfriended,  and  a  Slave! 

Enter  Nourmahal,  Zayda,  and  Abas,  vith  Soldkrs^ 
Alas,  fhe's  here ! 

[Indamora  withdroivs  to  the  imer  part  of  the  Scene. 
Koi^r.  Heaitlcfs  they  fbughit,  and  quitted  loon  thpir 
"While  ours  with  eafieVifiory  were  cro.wn'd.    [Giowid, 
To  you,  A^as,  my  Life  and  Empire  too, 
And,  what's  yet  dearer,  my.  Revenge,  I  owe. 

A^as.  The  vain  Morat,  by  his  own  Rafhnefs  wrQughtj 
Top  ibon  difcover'd  his  an:ibitious  Tlwiught  i 
■  Believ'd  me  his,  becauie  I  fpokc  him  f;^ir, 
■■    And  pitch'd  his  Head  into  the  ready  Siw^  - 
Kence  'twa-;  I  did  his  Troops  at  firtl  admit; 
But  fuch,  whole  Numbers  could  no  Fears  beget; 

By 
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By  them  th' Emperor's  Party  firft  I  flew, 
Tlien  turned  my  Arms  the  Vi<9:ors  to  fubdue. 

Nour.  Now  let  the  hcad-firong  Boy  my  Will  controtlli 
Virtue's  no  Slave  of  Man ;  no  Sex  confines  the  Soul : 
I,  for  my  fclf,  th'  Imperial  Seat  will  gain. 
And  he  Aali  wait  my  LeiHire  for  his  Reign'. 
But  Aureng-Zebe  is  no  where  to  be  found. 
And  now  perliaps  in  Death's  cold  Arms  he  lyes : 
I  fought,  and  conquer'd,  yet  have  loft  the  Prize. 

Zayd.  The  Chanee  of  War  dcteriiiin'd  -vrell  the  Strifci" 
That  rack'd  you,  'tW'ixt  the  Lover  and  the  Wife. 
He's  dead,  whole  Lore  had  liiily'd  all  your  Rteign, 
And  made  you  Empre'^s  of  the  World  in  vain. 

Kour.  No 5  I  my  Pow'r  and  Pleafure  would  divide: 
The  Drudge  had  queach'd  my  Flames,  and  then  had  dy'el 
I  rage,  to  think  without  that  Blifs  I  live; 
That  I  could  wifli  what  Fortune  would  not  give : 
But,  what  Love  cannot.  Vengeance  muft  fupply  ; 
She,  who  bereav'd  me  of  hisHeart,  ftiall  die. 

Zf^d.  Ill  Search :  Far  diftant  hence  fhc  cannot  be. 

\Gots  in. 

Nour.  This  v('ondrous  Mafter-piece  I  fain  would  fecj 
This  fatal  Helen,  v/ho  can  Wars  inipire, 
Make  Kings  her  Slaves,  and  fet  the  World  on  fire. 
My  Husb;  nd  lock'd  his  jewel  from  my  Viewj 
Or  durft  not  fet  the  Falie  one  by  the  True. 
Re-tmir  Zayda,  leading  Indamora. 

Zayd.  Your  frighted  Captive,  e'er  ffjc  dies,  receive  j 
Her  Soul's  juft  gomg  eifc,  without  yotir  Icarc, 

Nour.  A  fairer  Creature  did  my  Eyes  ne'er  fee ! 
Sure  fhe  was  ferm'd  by  Heav'n  in  fpite  to  me! 
Some  Angel  copy'd,  while  I  flept,  each  Grace, 
And  molded  ev'ry  Feature  from  my  Face. 
Such  Majefty  does  ffofn  hef  Forehead  ri^, 
Her  Cheeks  fuch  BJuflies  caft,  fuch  Rays  her  Eyes, 
Nor  I,  nor  Envy,  can  a  Blemifh  findj  ~ 

The  Palace  is,  without,  too  wcli  dclign'd:^  C 

Condu£t  me  in,  for  I  will  view  thy  Mind.       [To  hef .  -* 
Speak,  if  thou  hall  a  Soul,  that  I  may  fee, 
If  Heav'n  can  make  throughout  anoiher  Mc, 
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InJ.  My  Tears  and  Miferies  muft  plead  my  Cauft ; 

jMy  Words,  the  Terror  of  your  Prefence  awcs^. 

Mortals,  in  fight  of  Angels,  mute  beconKjj 
The  nobler  Nature  ftrikes  th'Inferiour  dumb, 

Nour.  The  Palm  is,  by  the  Foe's  Confeffion,  mine; 
But  I  difdain  what  bafely  you  refign.. 
Heav'n  did,  by  me,  the  outward  Model  build : 
Its  inward  Work,  the  Soul,  with  Rubbifh  fill'd. 
Yet,  oh!  thimperfedl  Piece  moves  more  Delight  j 
*Tis  gilded  o'er  with  Youth,  to  catch  the  Sight. 
The  (Gods  have  poorly  robb'd  my  Virgin  Bloom, 
And  what  I  am,  by  what  I  was,  o'ercome. 
Tiaitrefs,  reftore  my  Beauty  and  my  Charms, 
^or  fteal  my  Conqueft  with  my  proper  Arms. 

InJ.  What  have  I  done,  thus  to  inflame  your  Hate? 
I  am  not  Guilty,  but  Unfortunate. 

Nour.  Not  Guilty,  when  thy  Looks  my  Pow'r  betray,  -y 
Seduce  Mankind,  my  Subjeft,  from  my  Sway,  S- 

Take  all  my  Hearts,  and  all  my  Eyes  away  ?  ^ 

My  Husband  firft ;  but  that  I  could  forgive : 
He  only  mov'd,  and  talk'd,  but  did  not  live. 
My  Aureng-Zehe,  for  I  dare  own  the  Name, 
The  glorious  Sin,  and  the  more  glorious  Flame; 
Him,  from  my  Beauty,  have  thy  Eyes  mif-led,  ^ 

And  (larv'd  the  Joys  of  my  expefted  Bed.  > 

Ind.  His  Love  fo  fought,  he's  happy  that  he's  dead,      ^ 
O  had  I  Courage  but  to  meet  my  Fate; 
That  ftiort  dark  Paflage  to  a  future  State; 
That  melancholy  Riddle  of  a  Breath. 

Hour.  That  fomething,  or  that  nothing,  after  Death : 
Take  this,  and  teach  d^  felf.  [Gh'mg  a  Dagger, 

JrJ.  Alas! 

Keur.  Why  dofl:  thou  fhake? 

Difhonour  not  the  Vengeance  I  defign'd : 
A  Queen,  and  own  a  bale  Plebeian  Mind ! 
Let  it  drink  deep  in  thy  moft  vital  Part : 
Strike  home,  and  do  mc  rcaibn  in  thy  Heart. 

Ind,  I  dare  not. 
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iJour.  ' Do't,  while  I  ftand  by  and  fee. 

At  my  full  Guft,  without  the  Drudgery. 
I  love  a  Foe,  who  dares  my  Stroke  prevent. 
Who  gives  me  the  full  Scene  of  my  Content, 
Shows  mc  the  flying  Soul's  Convulfive  ftrife. 
And  all  the  Anguifh  of  departing  Life: 
Difdain  my  Mercy,  and  my  Ragcr  defie; 
Curfc  me  with  thy  laft  Breath ;  and  make  me  fee 
A  Spirit  worthy  to  have  Rival'd  me. 

Ifui.  Oh,  I  defire  to  die;  but  dare  not  yet: 
Give  me  fome  refpite,  I'll  difcharge  the  Debt. 
Without  my  jiureng-Zebe  I  wouid  not  live.      [thy  Fate, 
Nour.  Thine,  Traitrefs !  thine !  that  word  has  wing'd 
And  put  me  paft  the  tedious  Forms  of  Hate. 
I'll  kill  thee  with  fuch  Eageriiefs  and  Hafte, 
As  Fiends,  let  loofe,  would  lay  all  Nature  wafte. 

[Indamora  runs  back :  As  Nourmalial  is  running  to  her, 
dajhing  of  Swords  is  heard  re i thin. 
Sold.  Yield,  y'are  o'erpow'r'd :  Rcfiftance  is  ia  vain. 

\_mthtn. 
lior.  Then  Death's  my  Choice:  Slibmiffion  I  diCiain : 

[Within. 
Hour.  Retire,  you  Slaves :  Ah  whither  does  he  run 

[-4/  the  Doer^ 
On  pointed  Swords  ?  Difarm,  but  fave  my  So'i. 
Enter  Morat  /iaggering,  and  upheld  by  Soldiers. 
M*r.  She  lives !  and  I  fliall  fee  her  once  ao^ain ! 
I  have  not  thrown  away  my  Life  in  vain. 

[Catches  hold  <?/ Indamora'^  G»rvR,  and  falls  by  her: 
She/its. 
I  can  no  more;  yet,  ev'n  in  Death,  I  find 
My  fainting  Body  byafs'd  by  my  Mind : 
I  fall  toward  you ;  ftill  my  contending  Soul 
Points  to  your  Breaft,  and  trembles  to  its  Pole. 
To  them,  Melefinda,  haflily,  cafiing  her  felf  on  the  other  fid* 
of  Morat. 
hfel.  Ah  wo,  wo,  wo !  the  worft  of  Woes  I  find ! 
Live  ftill:  Oh  live;  live  ev'n  to  be  unkind. 
With  half-fhut  Eyes  he  feeks  the  doubtful  Dayj 
But,  Ah!  he  bends  his  Sight  another  way. 

He 
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He  faints!  and  in  that  Sigh  his  Soul  is  gonej 

Yet  Heav'n's  unmov'd,  yet  Heav'n  looks  carekis  OQ^ 

Nour.  Where  arc  thofe  Pow'rs  wiiich  Monarchs  fliouM 
Or  do  they  vain  Authority  pretend  [defcad  ? 

O'er  human  Fates,  and  their  weak  Empire  (how, 
Which  cannot  guard  their  Images  below? 
If,  as  their  Image,  he  was  not  Divine, 
They  ought  to  nave  reipedred  him  as  mine. 
FH  waken  them  with  my  Revenge  j  and  fhe  y 

Their  Jndamora  (hall  mv  Victim  oe,  Sm 

And  helplefs  Heav'n  (hall  mourn  in  vain,  like  me,         j 
\^As  Jlie  is  going  to  fiab  Indamora,  Morat  rtujes  him- 
Jeif,  and  holdt  htr  Haad. 

Mor.  Ah,  what  are  we. 
Who  dare  maintain  with  Heav'n  this  wretched  Strife, 
Puft  with  the  Pride  of  Hcav'n's  ov/n  Gift,  fiail  Life ? 
That  blaft  which  my  ambitious  Spirit  fwell'd. 
Sec  by  how  weak  a  Tenure  it  was  held ! 
I  only  Hay  to  lave  the  Innocent: 
Oh  envy  not  my  Soul  its  laft  Content. 

Ind.  No,  let  me  diev  I'm  doubly  fummon'd  now; 
Firft,  by  my  Aureng-Zebe\  and,  fince,  by  you. 
My  Soul  grows  hardy,  and  can  Death  endure  r 
Your  Convoy  makes  the  dang'rous  Way  kcure. 

Met.  Let  me,  at  Icaft,  a  Funcial  Marriage  crave j 
Kor  grudge  my  cold  Embraces  in  the  Grave, 
I  have  too  juft  a  Title  in  the  Strife: 
By  me,  unhappy  me,  he  loft  his  Life: 
I  cail'd  him  hither;  'twas  my  fatal  Breath; 
And  I  the  Screech-Owl  that  proclaim'd  his  Death.  ' 

[iyhout  viihin. 

Abas.  What  new  Alarms  arethefe?  I'll  haflc  and  ieci 

{Exit. 

Uour.  Look  up,  and  live.  An  Empire  fhall  be  thine. 

hlor.  That  I  contemn'd,  cv'n  when  I  thought  it  mine. 
Oh,  I  mufl:  yield  to  my  hard  Deftinies,  \To  Ind. 

And  mu.Q:  for  ever  ceaic  to  ice  your  Eyes. 

Mel.  Ah  turn  your  Sight  to  rae,  my  dcarcft  Lord ! 
Can  you  not  one,  one  paiting  Look  aiford? 

Ev'a 
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Ev'n  fo  unkind  in  Death?  but  'tis  in  vain} 

I  lofe  my  Breath,  and  to  the  Winds  oonaplain: 

Yet  'tis  as  much  in  vain  your  cruel  Scorn  j 

Still  I  can  love,  witiiout  this  laft  Return,  ,.  ^    .j.j 

Nor  Fate,  nor  you,  can  my  vow'd  Faith,  controuli    !  1 

Dying,  I'll  follow  your  diidainful  Soul : 

A  Ghoft,  rU  haunt  your  Ghoft  j  and,  where  you  go. 

With  mournful  Murmurg  fill  the  Plains  below. 

Mor.  Be  happy,  MeleJJmla,  ceaie  to  grieve. 
And,  for  a  more  deferving  Husband,  live : 
Can  you  forgive  me  ? 

Mel.  -— " Can  I!  Oh  my  Heart f 

Have  I  heard  one  kind  Word  before  I  part? 

I  can,  I  can  forgive :  Is  that  a  Tasik 

To  love,  like  mine?  Are  you  fo  good  to  ask? 

One  kifs Oh  'tis  too  great  a  Blefling  tUsi[KiJJeshim, 

I  would  not  live  to  violate  the  Blifs. 
Re-enter  Abas. 
jiias.  Some  envious  Devil  lias  ruin'd  us  yet  mwe: 
The  Fort's  revolted  to  the  Emperor  j 
The  Gates  are  open'd,  the  Portcullis  drawn  j 
And  deluges  of  Armies,  from  the  Town, 
Come  pow'ring  in :  I  heard  the  mighty  flaw. 
When  fir  ft  it  broke;  the  crowding  Enligns  faw-. 
Which  choak'd  the  Paflage ;  and,  (what  kaft  I  fear'd,) 
The  waving  Arms  oi  u^inreug-Zeke  appear'd, 
Difplay'd  with  your  hlorttt's : 
In  cither's  Flag  the  golden  Serpents  bear, 
Ered:ed  Crefts  alike,  like  Volumes  rear,  .J, 

And  mingle  friendly  hiffings  in  the  Air.  3^m> 

Their  Troops  are  join'di  and  our  Dcftru(fi-ion  nigh.      '' 
I     Kour.  'Tis  vain  to  fight,  and  I  diidain  to  %. 
ril  mock  the  Triumphs  which  our  Foes  intend  j 
•  And,  fpite  of  Fortune,  make  a  glorious  End. 
In  pois'nous  Draughts  my  Liberty  I'll  find: 
And  from  the  naufeous  World  fet  free  my  Mind.    [^Ex'it. 
At  the  other  end  of  the  Stage,  enter  Aureng-Zebe,  Dianct^ 
md.  Atteiulants.    Aureug-Zcbe  turm  bnck,    and  /peaks, 
entr'uig. 

Ai.r.  The  Lives  of  all,  who  ceafe  from  Coratbat,.ipare( 
My  Brother's  be  your  moil  peculiar  Caie : 

Our 
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Our  impious  Ufc  no  longer  fliall  obtain; 
Brothers  no  more,  by  Brothers,  fliall  be  flain. 

[Seeing  Indamora'  and  MoratI 
Ha !  do  I  dream  ?  is  this  my  hop'd  Succeis  ? 
I  grow  a  Statue,  ftiff,  and  motionicfs. 
Look,  Dimet:  for  I  dare  not  truft  thcfe  Eyes; 
They  dance  in  Mifts,  and  dazle  with  Surprife. 

Din.  Sir,  'tis  Merat ;  dying  he  feems,  or  dead : 
And  Indnmordt  Hand- 

jiuY_  .  Supports  his  Head.  \J^'£^"*St 

Thou  fl-alt  not  break  yet  Heart,  nor  fhall  fhc  know 
My  inward  Torments,  by  my  outward  Show ; 
To  let  her  fee  my  Weaknefs,  were  too  balej 
DifTcmbied  Quiet  fit  upon  my  Face : 
My  Sorrow  to  my  Eyes  no  Paffage  find. 
But  let  it  inward  fink,  and  drown  my  Mind. 
FaKbocd  fliall  want  its  Triumph:  I  begin 
To  ftagger ;  but  I'll  prop  my  lelf  within.  ' 

The  fpecious  Tow'r  no  Ruin  fhall  difclofc. 
Till  down,  at  once,  the  mighty  Fabrick  goes. 

hlor.  In  fign  that  I  die  yours,  reward  my  Love,[XbInd. 
And  Seal  my  Pafport  to  the  blefs'd  zhove.[KiJ/iag her  Hand. 

Tnd.  Oh  ftay;  or  take  me  with  you  when  you  gO; 
There's  nothing  now  worth  living  for  below. 

l/Ior.  I  leave  you  notj  for  my  expanded  Mind 
Grows  up  to  Heav'n,  while  it  to  you  is  join'd : 
Not  quitting,  but  enlarg'd !  A  blazing  Fire, 
Fed  from  the  Brand.  C-^'"". 

Mel.  Ah  me!  he's  gone!  I  die!  [Svtsom. 

•  Ind.  Oh  difmal  Day ! 

Fate,  thou  haft  ravifli'd  my  laft  Hope  away. 

\She  turns,  md  fees  Aureng-Zebe  /landing   by  her, 
trndflarts. 
O  Heav'n!  my  uiureng-Zebe — Whatftrange  Surprife! 
Or  does  my  willing  Mind  delude  my  Eyes, 
And  (hows  the  Figure  always  prefent  there? 
Or  liv'ft  thou?  am  I  blefs'd,  and  fee  thee  here? 
Atir.  My  Brother's  Body  fee  convey'd  with  Care, 

[Turning  from  her,  to  his  Attendants. 
"Where  we  may  Royal  Sepulture  prepare. 

With 
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with  fpeed  to  Mekjfindu  bring  Relief; 
Recal  her  Spirits,  and  moderate  her  Grief 


\_Hdf  turning  to  Indanaora. 
I  go,  to  take  for  ever  from  your  View  '-^'  '■ 

Both  the  lov'd  Obje£t,  and  the  hated  too.  " 

[Gomg  a-rvay^  after  the  Bodies,  xchich  are  carried  ojf. 

IrJ.  HearjUOj  "yet  tfiink  not  that  I  beg  your  Stay : 

"^     "    '  -li  •  •  [L'iyttg  hold  of  him. 

I  will  be  heard,  and  after  take  your  "Way. 
Go  J  but  your  late  Repentance  (hall  be  vain: 

iHefirtigglesfiill:  She  lets  him  go. 
I'll  never,  never  lee  your  Face  again.       .  [Turning  avay. 

Aur.  Madam,  I  know  what  ever  you  can  fay : 
You  might  be  pleas'd  not  to  command  my  Stay. 
All  things  are  yet  diforder'd  in  the  Fort ; 
I  muft  crave  leave  your  Audience  may  be  fhort. 

Ind. -Yon  need  not  fear  I  (hall  detain  you  long;. 
Yet  you  may  tell  me  your  pretended  Wrong. 

Aur.  Is  that  the  Bus'nefs  ?  then  my  Stay  is  vain. 

Irid.  How  are  you  injur'd? 

Aur.  When  did  I  complain  ? 

Irul.  Leave  off  your  forc'd  Refpe£t 
And  fhow  your  Rage  in  its  moft  furious  Form : 
I'm  arm'd  with  Innocence  to  brave  the  Storm. 
You  heard,  perhaps,  your  Brother's  laft  Defircj 
And  after  faw  him  in  my  Arms  expire : 
Saw  me,  with  Tears,  fo  great  a  Lofs  bemoan : 
Heard  me  complaining  my  laft  Hopes  were  gone. 

Aur.  Oh  ftay,  and  take  me  with  you  when  you  go. 
There's  nothing  now  worth  living  for  below. 
Unhappy  Sex !  whofe  Beauty  is  your  Snare  3 
Expos'd  to  Tryals;  made  too  frail  to  bear. 
I  grow  a  Fool,  and  fhow  my  Rage  again : 
*Tis  Nature's  Fault ;  and  why  (hould  I  complain  ? 

Ind.  Will  you  yet  hear  me  ? 

Aur. Yes,  till  you  relate 

What  pow'rful  Motives  did  your  Change  create. 
You  thought  me  dead,  and  prudently  did  weigh 
Tears  were  but  vain,  and  brought  but  Youth's  decay. 

Then 
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Then,  in  Morat,  your  Hopes  a  Crown  delign'd  j 
And  all  tlie  Woman  woik'd  within  your  Mind. 
■I  rave  again,  and  to  my  Rage  return. 
To  be  again  fubjedied  to  your  Scorn. 

Ivd.  I  wait  till  this  long  Storm  be  over-blown. 

uifH^.  I'm  Gonfciousof  my  Folly:  I  havcd<Mie.' 
I  cannot  rail ;  but  lilently  I'll  grieve.   • 
How  did  I  truft !  and  how  did  you  deceive ! 
Oh,  ArimxTt,  would  1  had  tiy'd  tor  thee  •  "n 

I  dearly  buy  thy  Generofity.  IT 

Ind,  Alas,  is  he  then  dead?  C 

Aur.  ' ^Unknown  to  me,  ^ 

He  took  my  Arms;  and  while  I  forc'd  my  Way, 

Through  Troops  of  Foes,  which  did  our  Paflagc  ftay, 

My  Buckler  o'er  my  aged  Father  caft. 

Still  fighting,  ftill  defending  as  I  paft. 

The  noble  Arim.i»a  ufurp'd  my  Name; 

Fought,  and  took  from  me,  while  he  gave  mc.  Fame. 

To  Aureng-Zebt,  he  made  his  Soldiers  cry,  ^ 

And  feeing  not,  where  he  heard  Daogcr  nigh,  > 

Shot,  like  a  Star,  through  the  benighted  Sky.  ^ 

A  fhort,  but  mighty  Aid :  At  length  he  fell. 

My  ov^H  Adventures  'trwere  bft  time  to  tcU; 

Or  how.  my  Army,  entring  in  the  NigJit, 

Surpris'd  our  Foes :  The  dark  diibrder'd  fight: 

How  my  Appearance,  and  my  Father  fhown. 

Made  Peace;  and  all  the  rightful  Monarch  own. 

I've  funa'd  it  briefly,  fmce  it  did  relate 

Th'  unwelconie  Safety  of  the  Man  you  hate, 

Ind.  As  briefly  will. I  clear  my  Innocence: 
Your  alter'd  Brother  dy'd  in  my  Defence. 
Thofe  Tears  you  faw,  that  Tendernefs  I  ihow'dj 
Were  juft  Effe<a:s  of  Grief  and  Gratitude, 
He  dy'd  my  Convert. 

Aur.  ■■But  your  Lover  too : 

I  heard  his  Words,  and^id  your  A&ions  view; 
You  feem'd  to  mourn  another  Lover  dead : 
My  Sighs  you  gave  him,  and  my  Tears  you  Ihcd, 
But  w«ril  of  aiij 


l::.    : 


Your 


Your  Gratitude  for  his  Defence  was  ftiown: 
It  prov'd  you  valued  Life  when  I  was  gone. 

Ind.  Not  that  I  valu'd  Life ;  but  fcar'd  to  die : 
Think  that  my  Weakncfs,  not  Inconllancy. 

yf»r.  Fear  fhow'd  you  doubted  of  your  own  Intent: 
And  fhc  who  doubts,  becomes  lefs  Innocent. 
Tell  me  not  you  could  fear ; 
Fear's  a  large  Promifcr ;  who  fubje£t  live 
To  that  bafe  Paffion,  know  not  what  they  give. 
No  Circumftance  of  Grief  you  did  deny} 
And  what  could  flie  give  more  who  durft  not  dip? 

Jtul.  My  Love,  my  Faith. 

Aur.  Both  ib  aduk'rate  grown, 

When  mix'd  with  Fear,  they  never  could  be  known^ 
1  wifli  no  111  might  her  I  love  befal  j 
l^ut  flie  ne'er  lov'd,  who  durft  not  venture  all. 
Her  Life  and  Fame  Ihould  my  Concernment  bej 
But  fhc  fliould  only  be  afraid  for  me. 

I??d.  My  Heart  was  yours ;  but.  Oh !  you  left  it  IierCj' 
Abandon'd  to  thofe  Tyrants,  Hope  and  Fear : 
If  they  forc'd  from  me  one  kind  Look,  or  Word, 
Could  you  not  that,  nor  that  fmall  Part  afford  ? 

Aur.  If  you  had  lov'd,  you  nothing  your«  .(fOnIjiL  QltlJ 
Giving  the  leaft  of  mine,  you  gave  him  alU    i-    'v.,r/: 
True  Love's  a  Miferj  fo  tenacious  growUj     '     ■  '■       ^ 
He  weighs  to  the  leaft  Grain  of  what's  Jiis  own» 
More  delicate  than  Honour's  niceft  Scnfe : 
Neither  to  give  nor  take  the  leaft  Offence. 
With,  or  without  you,  I  can  have  no  reft : 
What  ftiallj  do?  you're lodg'd  within  my  Breaft: 
Your  Image  never  will  be  thence  difplacj'd; 
But  there  it  lyes,  ftabb'd,  mangled,  and  defac'd.  -, 

Ind.  Yet,  to  reftore  the  Quiet  of  xpjtr  H|;art. 
There's  one  way  left.  .  -       ..  ' ',  . 

Aur.  ■< -Oh  name  it.  '' 

Ind. 'Tis  to  part. 

Since  perfedl  Blifs  with  me  you  cannot  prove, 
I  fcorn  to  blefs  by  halves  the  Man  I  love. 

Aur.  Now  you  diftrafl:  me  more :  Shall  then  the  Qar, 
Which  views  my  Triumpli,  fee  ojur  Loves  dt^ay  ?         ' 

•        Muft 
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Muft  I  new  Bars  to  my  own  Joy  create  ? 
Refufe,  my  felf;  what  I  had  fbrc'd  from  Fate  ? 
What  though  lam  not  lov'd  ?  •  ' 
Reafon's  nice  Tafte  docs  our  Delights  deftroy  : 
Brutes  arc  more  blcjfs'd,  who  grofly  feed  on  Joy. 

^Ind,.  Such  eodlefs  Jealoufies  your  Love  puriue> 
I  can  no  more  be  fully  blefs'd  than  you. 
I  therefore  go,  to  free  us  both  from  Pain: 
I  pris'd  your  Perfon,  but  your  Crown  difdain. 
Nay,  ev'n  my  own*r— — '-' 
I  give  it  you;  for  fince  I  cannot  coll 
Your  Heart  my  Subjedl:,  I'll  not  reign  at  all.  \Extt. 

.Aur.  Go :  Though  thou  leav'f]:  me  tortur'd  on  the  Rack, 
'Twixt  Shamx  and  Pj  ide,  I  cannot  call  thee  back. 
She's  Guiltlefs,  and  I  fliould  fubmitj  but  Oh! 
"When  {lie  Exadts  it,  can  I  ftoop  lb  low  ? 

Yesi  for  fhe's  Guiltlefs; but  flie's  Haughty  too. 

Great  Souls  long  ftruggle  e'er  they  own  a  Crime : 
She's  gone;  ana  leaves  me  no  repenting  Time. 
I'll  call  her  now;  fure,  if  flie  loves,  Ihe'il  ftay; 
Linger  at  leaft,  or  not  go  far  away, 

{Looks  to  the  Boor,  md  returml 
For  ever  loft,  and  I  repent  too  late.  p 

My  foolifli  Pride,  would  fet  my  whole  Eftate,  > 

Til],  at  one  throw,  I  loft  all  back  to  Fate.  ' 

To  him  the  Emperor,  drawing  in  Indamora :  Attendants, 

Emp.  It  muft  not  be,  that  he,  by  whom  we  live. 
Should  no  Advantage  of  his  Gift  receive. 
Should  he  be  wholly  wretched  ?  he  alone. 
In  this  blefs'd  Day,  a  Day  fo  much  his  own  ?      [To  lad. 
I  have  not  quitted  yet  a  Vigor's  Right : 
I'll  make  you  happy  in  your  own  dcfpight. 
I  love  you  ftill ;  and  if  I  ftruggle  hard 
To  give,  it  ftiows  the  Worth  of  the  Reward. 

Ind.  Suppofe  he  has  o'ercome ;  muft  I  find  Place 
Among  his  conquer'd  Foes,  and  fue  for  Grace  ? 
Be  pardon'd,  and  confefs  I  lov'd  not  well.'' 
What  though  none  live  my  Innocence  to  tell  ? 
I  know  it:  Truth  may  own  a  genrous  Pride: 
I  clear  my  kit',  and  care  for  none  beiide. 
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Aur.  ph,  Indamora.  you  would  break  my  Heart ! 
tlould  you  refblve,  on  any  terms,  to  part? 
I  thought  your  Love  eternal :  Was  it  ty'd 
So  loofly,  that  a  Quarrel  <:ould  divide  ? 
I  grant  that  my  Sulpicions  were  unjuft; 
But  would  you  leave  me  for  a  fmall  Diftruft? 

Forgive  thole  foolifli  Words [Kmelmg  to  htr. 

They  were  the  Froth  my  raging  Folly  mov'd. 
When  it  boil'd  up:  I  knew  not  then  I  lov'dj 
Yet  then  lovd  mod. 

Jnd.  \To  Aur.]  You  would  but  half  be  bleft  ? 

[Giv.ng  her  Handy  fmiling', 

Aur.  'Oh  do  but  try 

My  eager  l^ove :  1*11  give  my  fclf  the  lye. 
The  very  hope  is  a  full  Happinefs; 
Yet  fcantlv  meafurcs  what  I  ftiall  pofleis. 
Fancy  it  lelf,  ev'n  in  Enjoyment,  is 
But  a  dumb  Judge,  and  cannot  tell  its  BHis. 

Emp.  Her  Eyes  a  iecret  yielding  do  confcfs. 
And  promife  to  partake  your  Happiuefs. 
May  all  the  Joys  I  did  my  felf  purfue. 
Be  rais'd  by  her,  and  multiply'd  on  you.  i 

A  Proceffiwcf  Priefts,  Slaves  following,  and  lafi  McfcHnda 
in  White. 

Iml.  Alas!  what  means  this  Pomp? 

Aur.  Tis  the  Proceffion  of  a  Funeral  Vow,  A 

Which  cruel  Laws  to  ItuUan  Wives  aliow,  '"• 

When  fatally  their  Virtue  they  approve; 
Chearful  in  Flames,  and  Martyrs  of  their  Love. 

Ind.  Oh  my  foreboding  Heart!  th' Event  I  fearj         y 
And  fee !  fad  Melejinda  does  appear.  / 

Mel.  You  wrong  my  Lovej  what  Grief  do  I  betray  ? 
This  is  the  Triumph  of  my  Nuptial  Day. 
My  better  Nuptials;  which,  in  Ipight  of  Fate, 
For  ever  join  me  to  my  dear  Momt. 
Now  I  am  pleas'd;  my  [cabufies  arc  o'er: 
Hes  mme;  and  I  can  lofe  him  now  no  more. 

Emx  Let  no  faiie  (how  of  Fame  your  Reaib.i  blind, 

lid.  You  have  no  Right  to  die;  he  was  not  kind. 

X 
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Mel.  Had  he  been  kindi  I  could  bo  Love  have  fliownr 
Each  vulgar  Virftie  would  as  much  have  doae^ 
My  Love  was  fuch,  it  needed'  no  return ;  • 
But  could,  though  he  fupply'd  no  Fuel,  bum. 
Rich  in  it  fdf,  like  Elemental  Fire, 
"Whofe  purenefs  does  na  Aliment  require. 
In  vain  you  would  bereave  me  of  my  Lordj 
For  I  will  die:  Die  is  t<)0  bafe  a  Word^ 
I'll  fcek  his  Breaft,  and  kindling  by  his  Sidft, 
Adorn'd  with  Flames,  I'll  moUnt  a  giorious  Bride;  l£xit. 
Enter  Nourmihil  diftracieii,  with  T^zydsi. 

Zayd.  She's  loft,  fbc's  k)ft!b$t  why  doXcompIaia 
For  her,  who  gjaneroufly  did  Life  difdftin4 

Poifon'd,  ftie  raves 

Th'  invenom'd  Body  does  the  Soul  attack ; 
Th'invcnom'd  Soul  works  its  own  Poifon  back. 

Hour.  I  burn,  1  more  than  burn ;  I  am  all  fire : 
Sec  how  my  Mouth  and  Noftrils  Flame  expire. 
I'll  not  come  near  my^  felN— — — 
Now  I'm  a  burning  Lake,  it  rowls  and  flows ; 
I'll  rufli,  and  pour  it  all  upon  ray  Foes. 
Full,  pull  that  reverend  Piece  of  Timber  near: 

Throw't  on        ■  'tis  dry ^'twill  burn 

Ha,  ha!  how  my  oW  Husband  crackles  there! 
Keep  him  dowto,  keep  him  down,  turn  him  about : 
I  know  him;  he'll  but  whiz,  and  ftrait  go  out. 
Fan  me,  you  Winds :  what,  not  one  Breath  of  Air  ? 
I  bum  'em  all.  and  yet  have  Flames  to  Ipare. 
Quench  me;  Pour  on 'whole  Rivers.    'Tis  in  vain: 
Morat  Hands  there  to  drive  'em  back  again  : 
With  thofe  huge  Bellows  in  his  Hands,  he  blow's 
New  Fire  into  my  Head:  My  Brain-pan  glows. 
See,  fee,  there's  Aurmg-Zebe  too  takes  his  Part ; 
But  he  blows  all  his  Pire  into  my  Heart. 

Aur.  Alas,  what  Fury's  this  ? 

tiottr.  ■    «...  .That's  he,  that's  he! 

c  [Staring  upon  him,  ami  cMching  at- him. 

I  kncfwi thc^ dear  Man's  Voice: 
And  this  my  Riral,  this  the  curfed  She, 

They 
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Tliejr  kife;  into  each  others  Arms  they  run: 
Clofe,  clofe,  clofe !  muft  I  fee,  and  muft  have  none  ?  ' 
Thou  art  not  hers :  Give  me  that  eager  Kifs. 
Ingtatefuli  have  I  loft  Mor/tt  for  this? 

Will  you? before  my  Face? — -poor  helpleft  I 

See  all,  and  have  my  Hell  before  I  die !  [Sinks  dowrT. 

Emj>.  With  thy  laft  Breath  thou  haft  thy  Crimes  con- 
feft: 
Farewclj  and  take,  wrhat  thou  ne'er^gav'ft  me.  Reft. 
But  you,  my  Son,  receive  it  better  here: 

[Giving,  him  IndamonaV  ffHuiR. 
The  juft  Rewards  of  Love  and  Honour  wear.  ,  ;'y 

Rcccive  the  Miftrcfs  you  {o  long  have  fcrv'dj 
l^eceive  the  Crown  your  Loyalty  preferv'd. 
Take  you  the  Reins,  while  I  from  Cares  remove, 
And  flcep  within  the  Chariot  which  I  drove. 


EPI- 
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A    Tretty  Task !  and  fot  told  the  TotH, 
•^^  Who  needs  would  undertake  to  pleafi  6y  Ri{U: 
Mt  thought  that,  if  his  Characters  were  good. 
The  Scenes  entire,  and  freed  from  Noife  and  Bloody 
The  ABion  great,  yet  circumfcrih'd  by  Time, 
The  Words  not  forc'd,  but  Jliding  into  Rjjime, 
The  TaJJms  rais'd,  and  calmed  by  juft  Degrees, 
As  Tides  are  fveell'd,  and  then  retire  to  Seas  j 
He  thought,  in  hitting  thefe,  his  Bas'nefs  done. 
Though  he,  ferhaps,  has  fail'd  in  ev'ry  one : 
But,  after  all,  a  Foet  mujl  confefs. 
His  Art's  like  Phyfak,  but  a  happy  Guefs. 
Tour  Pleafure  on  your  Fancy  mnji  depend: 
The  Lady's  pleas'd,  juji  as  flje  likes  her  Friend. 
No  Song!  no  Dance!  no  Show!  he  fears  you  II  fay, 
Tou  love  all  naked  Beauties,  but  a  Play. 
He  much  mijlakes  your  Methods  to  delight  i 
And,  like  the  French,  abhors  our  Target-fight  ; 
Bttt  thofe  damn'd  Dogs  can  never  be  i'  th'  Right. 
True  Englifh  hate  your  Monfieur's  paltry  Arts. 
For  you  are  all  Silk-weavers,  in  your  Hearts. 
Bold  Britons,  at  a  brave  Bear-garden  Fray, 
Are  rouzfd:  And,  clattYmg  Sticks,  cry.  Play,  pby,  play. 
Mean  time,  your  filthy  Foreigner  will  fiare. 
And  mutter  to  himfelf.  Ha  gens  Barbare ! 
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And,  Cad,  'tis  -well  he  mHtters;  well  for  him-. 
Our  Butchers  elfe  would  tear  him  Limb  from  Limb. 
*Tts  true,  the  time  may  come,  your  Sons  may  be 
InfeSied  with  this  French  Civility; 
But  this  in  After-ages  will  be  done : 
Our  Foet  writes  a  hundred  Tears  too  ftoti. 
This  Age  comes  on  tb»  flow,  or  he  toofafl: 
And  early  Springs  are  pbjeH  to  a  Blaji  ! 
Wh»  would  excel,  when  few  can  make  a  Tejl 
Betwixt  indifferent  Writing  and  the  beji  ? 
'^Ftr  Favours  cheap  and  common,  wh»  wou'd flrive't 
Which,  like  abandoned  Trofiitutes,  you  give  f 
Tet  fcatte/d  here  and  there  I  fime  behold. 
Who  can  difcem  the  Tinfel  from  the  Gold: 
To  thefe  he  writes;  smd,  if  by  them  allow'dt 
*Tis  their  Prerogative  to  rule  the  Crowd. 
Tor  he  more  fears  (like  a  pre  fuming  Man) 
Their  Votes  vho  cannot  judge,  than  theirs  who  em. 


Vol.  IV.  H 


ALL  for  LOVE: 

OR,    THE 

World  well  Loft. 

A 

TRAGEDY. 

As  it  is  ASed  at  the 

THE  ATE  R-ROYAL, 

B    Y 

His  Majesty's  Servants ; 

And  Written  in  Imitation  of  Shakefpear'i  St 


Facile  eji  verbum  ttUquod  ardcns  (ut  ita  dicam) 
mtare :  idque  rejiindis  animorum  ineendih  ir~ 
Ttdere,  Cicero. 


Printed  in  the  Year  MDCCXVII. 


-{}  n  to 


To  the  Right  Honourable 

T  H  0   MAS, 

Earl  of  Danby,  Vtfiount  Latimer, 
and  Baron  Osborne  of  Kiveton  itt 
Yorklhire,  Lord  High  Treafurer 
of  England,  one  of  his  Majeftys  ^ 
mof  Honourable  Tr  ivy  "Council^  and 
Knight  of  the  mofi  Noble  Order  of 
the  G artery  &c. 


My  Lord, 

H  E  Gratirade  of  Poets  is  fo  trooble- 

fome  a  Virtue  to  j^reat  Men,   that 

you  are  often  in  Danger  of  your  own 

Benefits :  For  you  are  threaten'd  with 

fffAie  Epiftle,  and  not  fuft'er'd  to  do 

good  in  quiet,    or  to  compound  for 

their   Silence  whom  you  have  oblig'd.     Yet,   I 

confefs,  1  neither  am  nor  ought  to  be  furpriz'd  at 

this  Indulgence  :  For  your  Lord  (hip  has  the  fan-^e 

H  3  Right 
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Right  to  favoar  Poetry,  which  the  Great  and  No- 
ble have  ever  had. 

Carmeft  amat,  qitifquis  carmine  digHager'tt, 

There  is  fomewhal  of  a  tie  in  Nature  betwixt 
ihofe  who  are  Born  for  worthy  Adions,  and 
rhofe  who  can  tranfmit  them  to  Pofterity :  And 
though  ours  be  much  the  inferior  Part,  it  comes 
at  Icaft  within  the  Verge  of  Alliance;  nor  are  we 
unprofitable  Members  of  the  Commonwealth, 
when  we  animate  others  to  thofe  Virtues,  which 
we  copy  and  dcfcribe  from  you. 

'Tis  indeed  their  Intcreft,  who  endeavour  the 
Subverfion  of  Governments,  to  difcourage  Poets 
and  Hiiloriansj  for  the  bcft  which  can  happen  to 
them,  is,  to  be  forgotten :  But  fuch  who,  under 
Kings,  are  the  Fathers  of  their  Country,  and  by 
a  jult  and  prudent  ordering  ot  Affairs  preferve  it, 
have  the  fame  reafon  to  cheriih  the  Chroniclers 
of  their  Adions,  as  they  have  to  lay  up  in  Safety 
the  Deeds  and  Evidences  of  their  Eflates :  For 
fuch  Records  are  their  undoubted  Titles  to  the 
Love  and  Reverence  of  After-ages.  Your  Lord- 
jhip's  Adminiftration  has  already  tiken  up  a  con- 
lidcrable  part  of  the  Engltjh  Annali\  and  many 
of  its  moU  happy  Years  are  owing  to  ir.  His 
Majefty  the  molt  knowing  Judge  of  Men,  and 
the  bcft  M'iftcr,  has  acknowltdg'd  the  Eafc  and 
Benefit  he  receives  in  the  Incomes  of  his  Trea- 
futy,  which  you  found  not  only  diforder'd,  but 
exh«ufted.  All  things  were  in<*lhe  confulion  of 
a  ChaoSf  without  Form  or  Method,  if  not  redu- 
ced beyond  it,  even  to  Annihilation  :  So  that  you 
had  not  only  to  ftparate  the  jarriRg  Elements, 
but  {}(  ihai  boldncfs  of  Exprcfiioa  might  be  al- 
io w*d 
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lowM    me)    to   create   theoh      Your   Enetniel 
had  fo  einbroylM  the  Management  of  your  Office, 
that   they  look'd  on  yoor  Advancement  as   the 
Inftrumeni  nf  your  Rain.     And  as  if  the  clog- 
ing  of  the  Rev^nae,  and  the  confdfion  of  Ac- 
counts, which  you  found  in  your  entrance,  were 
not  fufficient,  they  added  their  own  weight  of 
Malice  to  the  publick  Calamity^  by  foreftalling 
the  Credit  which  ftiou'd  cure  it:  Your  Friends 
on  the  other  fide  were  only  capable  of  pitying, 
but  not  of  aiding  you  :  No  farther  Help  or  Court- 
fel  was  remaining  to  you,  but  what  was  founded 
on  your  fclf :  And  that  indeed  was  your  Securi- 
ty :   For  your  Diligence,  your  ContU'icy,   and 
■  your  Prudence,    wrought    mt^re   fureJy  within, 
when  they  were  not  difturb'd  by   any  outward 
Motion.     The  higheft  Virtue  is  beft  to  be  trufted 
with  it  felf,  for  Afliftance  only  can  be  given  by 
a  Genius  Superior  to  that  which  ic  affifts.    And 
Ms  the  noblcft  kind  of  Debt,  when  we  are  only 
oblig'd    to   God  and   Nature.     This  then,    my 
iJLord,  is  your  juft  Commendation,  thatyi»u  have 
jWrought  out  your  fclf  a  way  to  Glory,  by  thofe 
very  Means  that  were  defignM  for  your  Deliru- 
ftion:  You  hive  not  only  rcftor'd,  but  advancM 
the  Revenues  of  your  Mafter,  without  Grievance 
to  the  Subjedt :  And  as  if  that  were  little  \et,  the 
Debts  of  the  Exchequer^  which  lay  heaviert  both 
on  the  Crown,  and  on  private  Perfon?,  have  by 
your  Condud  been  eftablifli'd  in  a  certainty  of 
Satisfaction.    An  Adion  fo  much  the  more  Great 
and  Honourable,  becaufe  the  Cafe  was   without 
the  ordinary  Relief  of  Laws;  above  the  Hopes 
of  the  Afflided,  and  beyond  the  narrownefs  of  the 
Treafury    to  redrefs,  had  it  been  manatj'd  by  a 
lefs  able  Hand.    '  Fis  certainly  the  happieft,  and 
H  4  mott 
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port  unenvyM  part  of  all  your  Fortune,  to  dm 
good  to  many,  while  you  do  Injury  to  none  :  To 
receive  at  once  the  PrayefS  of  ihe  SubjeS,  and 
lije  Praifes  of  the  Prince :  And  by  the  Care  of 
your  Condafij  to  give  him  Means  of  exerting 
the  chiefeft,  (if  any  be  the  chiefeft)  of  his  Royal 
Virtues,  his  diftributive  Juftice  to  the  Deferving, 
and  his  Bounty  and  Gompaffion  to  the  Wanting* 
The  Difpoiition  of  Princes  towards  their  People, 
cannot  better  be  difcov^r'd  than  in  the  Choice  of 
their  Minifters;  Who,  like  the  Animal  Spirits 
f)etwixt  the  Soul  and  Body,  participate  fomewhat 
of  both  Natures,  and  make  the  Communication 
Jwhich  is  betwixt  them.  A  King,  who  is  juft  and 
moderate  in  his  NaturCj  who  rules  according  lo 
the  Laws,  whom  God  made  happy  by  forming 
the  Temper  of  his  Soul  to  the  Conftitution  <k 
his  Government,  and  who  makes  us  happy,  by 
ftfTuming  over  us  no  other  Sovereignty  than  that 
-wherein  our  Welfare  and  Liberty  conlifts ;  a 
Prince,  I  fay,  of  fo  excellent  a  Chara(9er,  and  fo 
Suitable  to  the  Wiflies  of  all  good  Men,  could 
pot  better  have  convey'd  himfelf  into  his  Peoples 
Apprehenilons,  than  in  your  Lordfhip's  Perfon  ; 
iprho  fo  lively  exprefs  the  fame  Virtues,  that  yoa 
fcem  not  fo  much  a  Copy,  as  an  Emanation  of 
b'\m.  Moderation  is  doubtlefs  an  Eftabliftiment 
pf  Qreatnefs ;  but  there  is  a  fteadfnefs  of  Temper 
which  is  likewife  requilite  in  a  Minifter  of  State  : 
^o  equal  a  Mixture  of  both  Virtues,  that  he  may 
{land  like  an  Ifthmus  betwixt  the  two  encroach- 
ing Seas  of  arbitrary  Power,  and  lawlefs  Anar- 
(Chy.  The  Undertaking  would  be  difficult  to  any 
but  an  extraordinary  Genius,  to  Hand  at  the  Line, 
*r>d  to  divide  the  Limits ;  to  pay  what  is  due  to 
tiie  great  Reprefentative  of  the  Nation,  and  nei- 
ther 
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ther  to  fnhanct,  nor  to  yield  up  the  undoubted 
Prerogatives  of  the  Crown.    Thefe,   my  Lord, 
are  the  proper  Virtues  of  a  '\i^o\i\t  BngUpman.,  as 
indeed  they   are  properly  En^Up.  Virtues  :  No 
People  in  the  World  being  capable  of  ufin|;  them, 
but  we  who  have  the  Happinefs  to  be  born  under 
fo  equal,  and  fn  well-poisM  a  Government.     A 
Government  which  has  all  the  Advantages  of  Li- 
berty beyond  a  Commonwealth,  and  all  the  Marks 
of  Kingly  Sovereignty  without  the  danger  of  a^ 
Tyranny.    Both  my  Nature,  as  I  am  an  EngUJb^ 
matj^  and  my  Reafon,  as  I  am  a  Man,  have  bred 
In  me  a  loathing 'to  that  fpecious  Name  of  a  Re- 
publick  :   That  Mock-appearance  of  a  Liberty, 
where  all  who  have  not  part  in  the  Government, 
are  Slaves;  And  Slaves  they  are  of  a  yiier  Note 
than  fiich  as  are  SubjeQs  to  an  abfolute  Domini- 
on.    For  no  Chriftian  Monarchy  is  fo  abfolute, 
but  'tis  circumfcrib'd  with  Laws :  But  when  the 
Executive  Power  is  in  the  Law-makers,  there  is 
no  farther  Check  upon  them ;  and  the  People  muft 
fuffer  without  a  Remedy,  becaufe  they  are  op- 
prefs'd  by  their  Reprefentative?.    If  J  muft  ferve, 
the  number  of  my  Matters,  who  were  born  my 
Equals,  would  but  add  to  the  ignominy  of  my 
Bondage.     The  Nature  of  our  Government  a- 
bove  all  others,  is  exa<3ly  fuited  both  to  the  Si- 
tuation of  our  Country,  and  the  Temper  of  the 
Natives :  An  Ifland  being  more  proper  for  Com- 
merce and  for   Defence,  thi:n  for  extending  its 
Dominions  on  the  Gontin^mt:  For  what  the  V^a- 
lour  of  its  Inhabitants  might  gain,  by  reafon  of 
its  remotenefs,  and  the  cafualiies  of  the  Seas,  it 
cou'd  not  fo  ealily  preferve :  And  therefore,  nei- 
ther the  arbitrary  Power  of  one  in  9  Monarchy, 
nor  of  many  in  a  Commonwealth,  could  make 
H  y  us 
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us  greater  than  we  are.  '  Fis  true,  that  vafter  and 
wore  frequent  Taxes  might  be  gJther'd,  when  the 
Confent  of  the  People  was  not  ask'd  or  needed^ 
but  this  were  only  by  conquering  abroad  to  be 
poor  at  home:  And  the  Examples  of  our  Neigh- 
bours teach  u$,  that  they  are  not  always  the  hap- 
picft  Subje6ls,  whofe Kings  extend  their  Domini- 
ons fartheft.  Since  therefore  we  cannot  win  by 
an  Otfcnfive  War,  at  leall  a  Land  War,  the  Mo- 
del of  our  Government  feems  naturally  contriv'd 
for  the  Dcfcn(ive  part :  And  the  confent  of  a 
People  is  eadiy  obtainM  to  contribute  to  tliac 
Power  which  muft  protefi  it.  Felices  mmium 
bona  fi  fH*nbr'tnt^  A»gltgenie\  And  yet  there  are 
not  wanting  Milccontents  am  ngft  us,  who  for- 
feiting themielves  on  too  much  Happinef>,  wou  d 
perfuade  the  People  that  they  might  be  happier 
by  a  Change.  'Twas  indeed  the  Policy  of  their 
old  Forefather,  when  himfelf  was  fallen  from  his 
Station  of  Gk'ry,  to  feduce  Mankind  into  the 
fame  Rebellion  with  him,  by  telling  him  he  inii^ht 
yet  be  freer  than  he  was  :  That  is,  more  free 
than  his  Nature  would  allow,  or  if  I  may  fofa)-) 
than  God  cou'd  make  him.  We  havealrcad>  all  the 
JLiberty  which  Free-born  Subjects  can  etijuy  ; 
and  all  beyond  it  is  but  Licence.  But  if  it  be 
L'berty  of  Confcience  which  they  pretend,  the 
Moderation  of  our  Church  is  foch,  that  its  Pra- 
dJice  extends  not  to  the  Severity  of  Pcrfecution, 
aid  its  Difcipline  it  withal  fo  eafie,  that  it  allows 
m.)re  freedom  to  Diflenters  than  any  of  the  Seds 
.  would  allow  to  it.  In  the  mean  time,  what 
Right  can  be  pretended  by  thefe  Men  to  attempt 
Innovations  in  Church  or  State  ?  Who  made 
them  the  Fruftees^  or  (to  fpcak  a  little  neirer 
their  own  iU^ogadge)  the  Keepers  of  the  Liberty 

of 
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of  Evgland  ?    If  their  Call  be  extraordinary,  let 
them  convince  us  by  working  Miracles  ;  for  or- 
dinary Vocation  they  can  have  none  to  difturb 
the  Government  under  which  they  were  born, 
and   which    prof'fts  them.     He  who  has  often 
chang'd  his  Pariy>  and  always  has  made  his  inte- 
reft  the  Rule  of  it,  gives  little  Evidence  of  his  Sin- 
cerity for  the  Poblick  Good  :   *  Fis  mantftft  he 
.changes   but  for  himfelf,  and  takes  the    People 
for  Tools  to  work  his  Fortune.     Yet  the  Expe- 
rience of  all  Ages  might  let  him  know,  that  they 
who  trouble  the  Waters  firft,  have  feldom  the  be- 
nefit of  the  FiQiing:  As  they  who  began  the  late 
Rebellion,  enjoyM  not  the  Fruit  of  their  Under- 
taking, but  were  crufh'd  then^fclves  by  the  Ulur- 
pntion  of  their  own  Inftrument.     Neither  is  it  e- 
nough  for  them  to  anfwer,  that  they  only  intend 
a  Reformaiion  of  the  Government,  but  not  the 
Subverlion  of  it  :   On  fuch  Pretences  all  liifurre- 
^ions  have   been  founded:    Mis  llriking  at  the 
Root  of  Power,  which  \»  Obedience.     Every  Re- 
monftrance  of  private  Men,  has  the  Seed  of  Trea- 
fon   in  it;   ma  Difcourfes  which  are  couch'd  in 
•  ambiguous  Terms,  are  therefore  the  more  dange- 
rous, becaule  they  do  all    the  MifctTef  *»f  open 
Sedition,  yet  are  fafe  from  the  Pnmfhment  of  the 
Laws.    Ihelc,  my  Lord,  are  Corfiderations  which 
1  (hould   not  pafs  fo   lightly  ovt-r,  had  I  room  to 
manage  them  as  theydefeive:  F«  r  no  Man  can 
be  fo  inconfjderable  in  a  Nation,  as  not  to  have 
a  Share  iu  the  Welfare  cf  it ;  and  if  he  be  a  true 
Englfjhwan^   he   muft   at  the  fame  lime  be  fir'd 
wich  Indignation,  and  revenge  himfelf  as  he  csa 
on  the  Difturbers  of  his  Country.     And  to  whom 
could  I  more  fitly  apply  my  lelf,  than  to  your 
Lord ftiip.,w.bQ  have  not  only  an  inborn,  bet  an 

here- 
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hereditary  Loyalty  ?  The   metnorable  Conftancf 
and  Sufferings  of  your  Father,  almoft  to  the  Ruin 
©f  his  Eftate  for  the  Royal  Caufe,  were  an  earn- 
ed of  that,  which  fuch  a  Parent  and  fuch  an  in- 
ftitotion  wou*d  produce  in  the  Perfon  of  a  Son* 
But  fo  unhappy  an  Occafinn  of  manifcfting  youc 
own  Zeal  in  fuffcring  fur  his  prefent  Majefty, 
the  Providence  of  God,  and  the  Prudence  of  your 
Adminiftration,   will,  I  hope,  prevent.    That  as 
your  Father's  Fortune  waited  on  the  Unhappincfs 
of  his  Sovereign,  fo  your  own  may  participate 
of  the  better  Fate  which  attends  his  Son.     The 
Relation  which  you  have  by  Alliance  to  the  No- 
ble Family  of  your  Lady,  ferves  to  confirm  to 
you  both  this  happy  Augury.     For  what  can  de- 
ferve  a  greater  Place  in  the   Engltjh  Chronicle, 
than  the  Loyalty  and  Courage,  the  Anions  and 
Death  of  the  General  of  an  Army  fighting  for 
his  Prince  and  Country  ?  The  Honour  and  Gal- 
lantry of  the  Earl  of  Lindfey  is  fo  illuftrious  a 
Subject,  that  'tis  fit  to  adorn  an  Heroick  Poem ; 
for  be  was  the  Proto- Martyr  of  the  Caufe,  and 
the  Type  of  his  unfortunate  Royal  Mafter. 

Yet,  after  all,  my  Lord,  if  I  may  fpeak  nay 
Thoughts,  you  are  happy  rather  to  us  than  to 
your  feif:  For  the  Multiplicity,  the  Cares,  and 
the  Veiations  of  your  Imploymenr,  have  betray- 
ed you  from  your  felf,  and  given  you  up  into 
the  Poffeflion  of  the  Publick.  You  are  robb'd  of 
your  Privacy  and  Friends,  and  fcarce  any  Hour 
of  your  Life  you  can  call  your  own.  Thofe 
who  envy  your  Fortune,  if  they  wanted  not  good 
Nature,  mijiht  more juftly pity  it;  and  when  they 
fee  you  watch'd  by  a  croud  of  Suitors,  whofe 
importunity  'tis  impolfible  to  avoid,  would  con- 
clude with  Re^pn,  thai  you  have  loh^ach  more 

ia 
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la  true  Content,  than  you  hare  gain'd  by  Digui'* 
ty;  and  that  a  private  Gentleman  is  better  attend' 
ed  by  a  (ingle  Servant,  than  your  Lordfhip  with 
fi)  clamorous  a  Train.  Pardon  me,  my  Lord,  if 
I  fpeak  like  a  Fhilofopher  on  this  Subjc£l;  the 
Fortune  which  makes  a  Man  uneafie,  cannot 
make  him  happy :  And  a  Wife  Man  muft  think 
hirafelf  uneafiCj  when  few  of  his  A6lions  are  in 
his  Choice. 

This  laftConfideration  has  brought  me  to  ano- 
ther, and  a  very  feafonable  one  for  your  Relief; 
which  is,  That  while  I  pity  your  want  of  Lei- 
fure,  1  have  impertinently  detain'd  you  fo  long  a 
lime.  I  have  put  off  my  own  Bufinefs,  which 
was  my  Dedication, 'till  'tis  fo  late,  that  1  am  now 
afham'd  to  begin  it:  And  therefore  1  will  fay  no- 
thing of  the  Poem,  which  I  prefent  to  you,  bc- 
caufe  I  know  not  if  you  are  like  to  have  an  Hour, 
which,  with  a  good  Confcience,  you  may  throw 
away  in  perufing  it:  And  for  the  Author,  1  have 
only  to  beg  the  continuance  of  your  Protc6lioQ 
to  him,  who  is, 

Afy  LORD, 

Tour  Urdjhifs  m9ji  Ohiig'd, 

ttttjl  Hntuble^  aMdmofi 

ObeditHt  Strvawtf 


John  Dryd£>». 


PREFACE. 


HE  Df^th  of    Antony  and  Ckopatra  is  a 
Subieft  which   has  been    treated   by  the 
2;reateft  Tv  its  of  our  Nation,  a.'ter  Shake- 
flear,  and  by  all  lo  vnrouflv,  that  their 
Example  has  giv^n  me  the  Cenfidcncc  to 
•ry  my  felf  in  this  Bow  of  Ulyjfes  amongft 
the  Croud.of  Shoo ter<:j  and,  withal,  to  take 
my  own  Meafiires,  in  aiming  at  the  Mark.    I  douSt  not 
but  the  fame  Motive  has  prevailed  with  all  of  u?  in  this 
Attempt ;  1  mean  the  Evccllep.cy  of  the  Moral :  For  the 
chief  Perfbns  rcprefrnted.  were  famous  Patterns  of  un- 
lawful Lovej  and  their  End  accordingly  was  unfortu- 
nate.    All  reafonablc  Men  have  long  linre   concluded. 
That  the  Heroe  of  the  Poem  ought  not  to  be  a  Chara- 
dicr  of  pcrfedi  Virtue,   for  then  he  could  nor,  v/lthout 
Injufticc,  be  made  unhappy  ^  nor  yet  altogether  wicked, 
becaufe  he  could  not  tnen  be  pitied.    I-  nave  therefore 
fteer'd  the  middle  Q)urfei  and  have  drawn  the  ChanwS^r 
of  Atttor^  as  favourably    as  Plut^trch,   Appian,    and  Dion 
Cajpus  would  give  v^c  leave:  The  like  I  have  obftrv'd  in 
CUtpatra,    That  which  is  wanting  to  work  up  the  Pity 
to  a  greater  heighth,  was  not  afforded  me  by  the  Story : 
For  the  Crimes  of  Love  which  they  both  committed, 
were  not  occaiion'd  by  any  Neceflity,  or  fatal  Ignorance, 
but    were    wholly    voluntary;   fmce    oui    Pafiions   ore, 
or  ought  to  be,  •within  eur  Power.    The  Fabrick  of  the 
Play  is  regular  enough,  as  to  the  inferior  Parts  of  it ,  and 
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th«  Uoities  of  Time,  Place,  a«d  A<ftion,  more  exaftly  ob-' 
fcrv'd,  than,  perhaps,  the  EngUJh  Theater  requires.  Par- 
ticularly, the  Aftion  is  fo  much  one,  thjt  it  is  the  only 
of  the  kind  without  Epifode,  or  Underplot;  erery  Scene 
in  the  Tragedy  conducing  to  the  main  Defign,  and  eve- 
ry Aft  concluding  with  a  turn  of  it.  The  greateft  Er- 
ror in  the  Contrivance  feems  to  be  in  the  Pcrfon  of  O- 
Biivia:  For,  though  I  might  ufe  the  privilege  of  a  Poet, 
to  introduce  her  into  Alexandria,  yet  I  Jiad  not  enough 
coniider'd,  that  the  Compaflion  fhe  mov'd  to  her  felf  and 
Children,  was  dcftiuilivc  to  that  which  I  refcrv'd  for 
Antony  and  Cleopatra ;  whofe  mutual  Love  being  found- 
ed upon  Vice,  mud  leden  the  Favour  of  the  Audience 
to  them,  when  Virtue  and  Innocence  were  oppvcis'd  by 
it.  And,  though  I  juftified  Aatony  in  fome  meafiire, 
by  making  Ociaiinh  departure  to  proceed  wholly  from 
her  felf;  yet  the  force  of  the  firft  Machine  flill  remained ; 
and  the  dividing  of  Piry,  like  the  cutting  of  a  River  in- 
to many  Channels,  abated  the  ftrength  of  the  natural 
Stream.  But  this  is  an  Objeftion  which  none  of  my 
C"iticks  have  urg'd  againft  mcj  and  therefore  I  mi^ht 
have  let  it  pafs,  if  I  could  have  refolv'd  to  have  been 
partial  to  my  felf.  The  Faults  my  Enemies  have  found, 
are  rather  Cavils  concerning  little,  and  not  cflential  De- 
cencies i  which  a  Maftcr  of  the  Ceremonies  may  decide 
betwixt  us.  The  ¥rench  Poets,  I  confefs,  are  ftrid  Ob- 
fer vers  of  the{e  Pundtilio's :  They  would  not,  for  Elx- 
ample,  have  fufter'd  Cleopatra,  and  OSlxvin  to  have  met; 
or  if  they  had  met,  there  muft  only  have  pafs'd  betwixt 
them  fome  cold  Civilities,  but  no  eagernefs  of  repartee,  for 
fear  of  offending  againft  the  Greatncfs  of  their  Chara6iers, 
•  and  the  Modefty  of  their  Sex.  This  Objection  I  fore- 
faw,  and  at  the  fame  time  contemn'd:  For  I  judg'd  it 
both  natural  and  probable,  that  OBavia,  proud  of  her 
new-gain'd  Conqueft,  would  Search  out  Cleopatra  to  tri- 
umph over  her;  and  that  Cleopatra  thus  attacked,  was 
not  of  a  Spirit  to  fhun  the  Encounter:  And  'tis  not  un- 
likely, that  two  exafpcrated  Rivals  fliould  ufe  fuch  Satyr 
as  I  have  put  into  their  Mouths ;  for  atter  all,  though  the 
one  were  a-Rw»/w,and  the  other  a  Queen,  they  were  both 
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Womeiv  'Tis  true,  fome  A<ftions,  though  Natural,  arc 
pot  fit  to  be  rcprefcnted ;  and  broad  Obftenities  in  Words, 
ought  in  good  Manners  to  be  avoided  :  Expreflions  there- 
fore are  a  modcftC'.oathing  of  our  Thoughts,  as  Breeches 
and  Petticoats  arc  of  our  Bodies.  If  I  have  kept  my  felf 
within  the  Bounds  of  Modefty,  all  beyond  it  is  but  Nice- 
ty and  Afleftationj  which  is  no  more  but  Modcfty  de- 
prav'd  into  a  Vice:  They  berray  themfelves  who  are  too 
quick  of  Appreheniion  in  fuch  Cafes,  and  leave  all  rea- 
lonsi)le  Men  to  imagine  worfc  of  them,  than  of  tl^: 
Poet. 

Honcft  Montaigne  goes  yet  farther :  Nous  ne  Jommes  que 
cercfnonie  j  la  ceremot.ie  nous  emporte,  Qp  laijfons  la  fubfiance 
des  chofes :  Nous  nous  tenons  anx  branches ,  ©^  nbandonnons  It 
trmc  ^  le  corps.  Nous  aions  appris  aux  Dames  de  rongir, 
eyans  feulement  nommer  ce  qu'elies  ne  craignent  aucunemmt 
0,  faire :  Nohs  n'ofons  appeller  a  droict  nos  membres,  ^  ne 
cralgnons  pas  de  les  employer  a  toute  forte  de  deiauche.  La 
ceremonie  nous  defend  d'exprimer  par  paroles  les  chafes  licites(^ 
natHrelles,  ^  nous  I' en  crayons ;  la  raifon  nous  defend  de  n'en 
faire  point  d'illicites  ^  mauvaifes,  ^  performe  ne  le'n  croid. 
My  Comfort  is,  that  by  this  Opinion  ►my  Enemies  arc 
but  fucking  Criticks,  who  would  fain  be  nibbling  e'er 
their  Teeth  are  come. 

Yet,  in  this  Nicety  of  Manners  docs  the  ExcelleiKy 
of  trench  Poetry  confift :  Their  Heroes  are  the  moft  ci- 
vil People  brcatningi  but  their  good  Breeding  fcldom  ex- 
tends to  a  Word  of  Senfe:  All  their  Wit  is  in  their  Ce- 
remony; they  want  the  Genius  which  animates  our 
Stage ;  and  therefore  'tis  but  necellary  when  they  can- 
not pleale,  that  they  fhould  take  care  not  to  offend. 
But,  as  the  civilefl  Man  in  the  Company  is  commonly 
the  Dulleft,  fb  thefc  Authors,  while  they  are  afraid  to 
make  you  laugh  or  cry,  out  of  pure  good  Manners, 
make  you  flcep.  They  are  fo  careful  not  to  exafperate 
a  Critick,  that  they  never  leave  him  any  Work ;  fb  bufie 
with  the  Broom,  and  make  fo  clean  a  Riddance,  thstf 
there  is  little  left  either  for  Cenfure  or  for  Praife ;  For 
no  Part  of  a  Poem  is  worth  our  Difcommending,  where 
the  whole  it  infipidj  as  when  we  have  once  tailed  of 
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-pall'd  Wine,  wp  ftay  not  to  examine  it  Gla(s  by  GIa6. 
But  while  tliey  affeft  to  fliine  in  Trifles,  they  are  often 
.carclcfs  in  Eflentials.  Thus  their  Hippolytus  k  fo  fcnipu- 
Jlous  in  Point  of  Decency,  that  he  will  rather  expofehim- 
fclf  to  Death,  than  accufe  his  Stepmother  to  his  Father; 
and  my  Critieks  I  am  fure  will  commend  him  for  it  : 
But  we  of  grofljer  Apprehenfions,  are  apt  to  think  that 
this  Excefs  of  Gencroiity,  is  not  praifticable  but  with 
Fools  and  Madmen.  Tiiis  was  good  Manners  with  a 
Vengeance}  and  the  Audience  is  uke  to  be  much  con- 
cern'd  at  the  Misfortunes  of  this  admirable  Heroe:  But 
jtakc  Hippolytus  out  of  his  Poetick  Fit,  and  I  fuppofe  h« 
would  think  it  a  wifcr  Part,  to  fct  the  Saddle  on  the 
right  Horie,  and  chufc  rather  to  live  with  the  Re- 
putation of  a  plain-fpoken  honeft  Man,  than  to  die  with 
the  Infamy  of  an  iaceftuous  Villain.  In  the  mean  time 
fve  may  take  notice,  that  where  the  Poet  ought  to  have 
jjMefcrvM  the  Charadler  as  it  was  deliver'd  to  us  by  An- 
tiquity, wBen  he  fhould  have  given  us  the  Pi£ture  of  a 
rough  young  Man,  of  the  Amazonian  ftrain,a  jolly  Hunts- 
man, and  both  by  his  ProfelTion  and  his  early  rifing  a 
Mortal  Enemy  to  Love,  he  has  chofen  to  give  him  the 
turn  of  Gallantry,  fent  him  to  Travel  from  Athens  to 
JP4ris,  taught  him  to  make  Love,  and  transfer m'd  the 
Bfppfilyttis  o^  Euripides  into  MonCiCiir  Hippolite.  I  Ihouldnot 
have  troubled  my  feif  thus  far  with  French  Poets,  but  that 
I  find  our  Chedreux  Oridcks  wholly  form  the  r  Judgments 
by  them.  But  for  my  Part,  I  dciireto  betry'd  by  the  Laws 
pf  my  own  Country ;  for  it  (cems  tinjuft  to  me,  that  the 
Frenfh  fhould  prefcribe  here,  till  they  haveconcjuer'd.  Our 
little  Sonnettiers  v/ho  follow  them,  have  too  narrow  Souls 
to  judge  of  Poetry.  Poets  themfelvcs  are  the  moft  proper, 
though  I  conclude  not  the  only  Critieks.  But  till  fbme 
Genius,  as  Univcrial  as  Arijlotle,  fhall  arile,  one  who  can 
penetrate  into  all  Arts^nd  Sciences,  without  the  Praftice 
of  them,  I  fhall  think  it  reafoi^able,  that  the  Judgment 
of  an  Artificer  in  his  own  Art  fhould  be  preferable  to 
the  Opinion  of  another  Man ;  at  leaft  where  he  is  not 
brib'd  by  Intereft,  or  prejudiced  by  Malice:  and  this,  I 
fuppole,  is  manifcft  by  plain  Indudlion :  For,   lirft,  the 
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Crowd  cannot  b«  prefum'd  to  have  more  than  a  grofii 
Inftind:,  of  what  plcafcs  or  difplcafcs  thcrr  :  Every  Man 
.  will  grant  me  this ;  but  then,  by  a  particular  Kindnefe 
.to  himfelf,  he  draws  his  own  Stake  firft,  and  vmII  be 
diftinguifh'd  from  the  Multitude,  of  which  other  Men 
may  think  him  one.    But,  if  1  come  clofer  to  thofc 
"who  are  allow'd  for  witty  Men,  cither  by  the  Advan- 
tage of  their  Quality,  or  by  common  Fame,  and  affirm 
tMt   neither  are  they  qualified   to   decide   Sovereignly 
concerning  Poetry,  I  ftiall  yet  have  a  ftrong  Party  of 
my  Opinion;  for  moft  of  them  fcverally   wil'  e-' elude 
.  the  Rell,  either  from  the  Number  of  witty  Men,   or  at 
.  icaft  of  able  Judges.    But  here  ngain  they  are  all  indul- 
■'gent  to  ihemfelves :  And  every  one  vho  believes  himfelf 
a  Wit,  that  is,  every  Man,    will  pretend   at  the  fame 
time  to  a  Right  of  Judging.    But  to  prefs  it  yet  farther, 
there  are  many  witty  Men,  but  few  Poets;  neither  have 
all  Poets  a  Tafle  of  Tragedy.    And  this  is  the  Rock  on 
which  they  2re  daily  fplitting.    Poetry^,  which   is  a  Pi- 
ftuie  of  Nature,  muft  generally  pleale:  But  'tis  not  to 
be  underftood  that  all  Parts  of  it  muft  pleafe  every  Man  j 
Therefore  is  not  Tragedy  to  be  judg'd  by  a  witty  Man, 
whofe  Tafte  is  only  conhn'd  to  Comedy.  Nor  is  every 
Man  who  loves  Tragedy,  a  fufficient  Judge  of  it :  He 
muft  undcrlland  the  Excdleacies  of  it  too,   or. he  will 
only  prove  a  blind  Admirer,    not   a  Critick.     From 
hence  it  comes  that  fo  many  Satyrs  on  Poets,  and  Cea- 
fures  of  their  Writings,  fly  abroad.     Men  of  plcafant 
Converfation,  (at  leaft  efteem'd  fo)  and  indu'd  with  a 
trifling  Kind  of  Fancy,  perhaps  help'd  out  with  fome 
fmattering  of  Latin,  are  ambitious  to  diftinguifh  them- 
iclves  firom  the  Herd  of  Gentlemen,  by  their  Poetry  j 

"Rarm  enim  ftrme  fmfus  communh  in  Hid 
For  tuna. 

And  is  not  this  a  wretched  AfTedbtion,  not  to  be  con- 
tented with  what  Fortune  has  done  for  them,  and  fit 
down  quietly  with  their  Eflates,  but  they  muft  call  their 
Wits  in  qucftion,  and  nccdlcfly  cxpofc  their  Nakcdnefs 
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*o  publick  View  ?  Not  confidcrirg  that  they  are  not  to 
rxpcft  the  fame  Approbation  from  fobcr  Men,  which 
thcjr  h^ve  f-gund  from  their  Fiatterers  after  the  third  Bot- 
tle ?  If  a  lu'le  glittering  in  Difcourfc  has  pafs'd  them  o« 
us  for  witt/  Men,  where  was  the  Neccflity  of  unde- 
ceiving the  World?  Would  a  Man  who  has  an  ill  Title 
to  an  Eftate,  but  yet  is  in  Polleflion  of  it,  would  he 
bring  it  of  his  own  accord,  to  be  tryy  at  fVeJiminfter  t 
We  who  write,  if  wc  want  the  Talent,   yet  have  the 
Excufe  that  we  do  it  for  a  poor  Subfiftence;  but  what 
can  be  urg'd  in  their  Defence,  who  not  having  the  Vo- 
cation of  Poverty  to  fcribble,  out  of  meer  Wantonnefs 
take  Pains  to  make  thcmfelvcs  ridiculous?  Horace  was 
certainly  in  the  iRighr,  where  he  faid.   That  no  KLm  is 
fatisfied  with  kis  07rn  Conditiot.    A  Poet  is  not  pleas'd  be- 
caule  he  is  not  rich;  and  the  Rich  are  difcontentcd,  be- 
caufe  the  Poets  will  not  admit  them  of  their  Number, 
Thus  the  Cafe  is  hard  with  Writers:    If  they  fucceed 
not,  they  mufl:  ftarve ;  and  if  they  do,  fbme  malicious 
Satyr  is  prepar'd  to  level  them  for  daring  to  pleal'e  with- 
out their  Leave.    But  \\'hi!e  they  are  Co  eager  to  defbroy 
the  Fame  of  others,  their  Ambition  is  maniteft  in  their 
Concernment:  Some  Poem  of  their  own  is  to  be  pro- 
duc'd,  and  tke  Slaves  are  to  be  laid  flat  with  their  Faces 
on  the  Ground,  that  the  Monarch  may  appear  in  the 
greater  Majefty. 

Dionyfus  and  Nmj  had  the  fame  Longings,  but  with  all 
their  Power  they  could  never  bring  their  Bufinefs  well 
about.  'Tis  t  ue,  they  proclaim'd  tnemfelves  Poets  by 
Sound  of  Trumpet ;  and  Poets  they  were  upon  pain  of 
Death  to  any  Man  who  durft  call  them  otherwife.  The 
Audience  had  a  fine  time  on't,  you  may  imagine;  they 
fate  in  a  bodily  fear,  and  look'd  as  demurely  as  they 
could :  For  'twas  a  hanging  Matter  to  laugh  unfealbna- 
bly ;  and  the  Tyrants  were  fulpicious,  as  they  had  rea- 
fon,  that  their  Subjeft?:  had  'em  in  the  Wind:  So,  every 
Man  in  his  own  Defence  £ct  as  good  a  Face  upon  the 
Bulincis  as  he  could :  'Tv/as  known  before-hand  that  the 
Monaichs  were  to  be  crown'd  Laureats;  but  when  the 
Show  was  over,'andan  honeilMan  was  fuffcr'd  to  depart 
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quietly,  he  fook  out  his  Laughter  which  he  had  ftifledj 
"with  a  firm  Resolution  never  more  to  fee  an  Emperor's 
Play,  though  he  had  been  ten  Years  a  making  it.  In  the 
mean  time  the  true  Poets  were  they  who  made  the 
beft  Markets,  for  they  had  Wit  emough  to  yield  the  Prixe 
with  a  good  Grace,  and  not  contcncTwith  him  who  had 
' thirty  Legions :  They  w^ere  fuic  to  be  rewarded  if  they 
confefs'd  themfclvcs  bad  Writers,  and  that  was  fbmewhac 
better  than  to  be  Martyrs  for  their  Reputation.  Lucan's 
Example  was  enough  to  teach  them  Manners ;  and  after  he 
was  put  to  Death,  for  overcoming  Nerij,  tjie  Emperor  car- 
ried it  without  Difpute  for  the  beft:  Poet  in  his  Domini- 
ons: No  Mia  was  ambitious  of  that  grinning  Honour; 
for  if  lie  heard  the  malicious  Trumpeter  proclaim- 
ing his  Name  before  his  Betters,  he  knew  there  was  but 
one  way  with  h.\m.Mec£nas  took  another  Courfe,  and  we 
know  he  was  more  than  a  great  Man,  for  he  was  witty 
too :  But  finding  himfelf  far  gone  in  Poetry,  which  Sene- 
ta  affures  us  was  not  his  Talent,  he  thought  it  his  beft 
way  to  be  well  with  Fir^il  and  with  Horace;  that  at  leaft 
he  might  be  a  Poet  at  the  lecond  hand ;  and  we  (ee  how 
happily  it  has  llicceeded  with  him ;  for  his  own  bad  Poe- 
try is  forgotten,  and  their  Panegyricks  of  him  ftill  re- 
main. But  they  who  fhould  be  our  Patrons,  are  for 
no  fuch  expenlive  ways  to  Fame:  They  have  much  of 
the  Poetry  oi  Mecmas,  but  little  of  his  Liberality.  Tliey 
arc  for  perftcuting  Horace  and  Virgil,  in  the  Perfbns  of 
their  Succeflbrs,  (for  fuch  is  every  Man,  who  has  any 
part  of  their  Soul  and  Fire,  though  in  a  kCs  degree.) 
Some  of  their  little  Zanies  yet  go  farther ;  for  they  arc 
Perfecutors  even  of  Horace  himftlf,  as  far  as  they  are  a- 
ble,  by  their  ignorant  and  vile  Imitations  of  him ;  by 
making  an  unjuft  ufe  of  his  Authority,  and  turning  his 
Artillery  againft  his  Friends.  But  how  would  he  dildain 
to  be  copy'd  by  fuch  Hands!  I  dare  anfwer  for  him,  he 
would  be  more  uneafie  in  their  Companv,  than  he  was 
with  Cr'tf^inus  their  Forefather  in  the  Holy  Way;  and 
would  no  more  have  allow'd  them  a  place  amongft  the 
Criticks,  than  he  would  Demetrius  the  Mimick,  and  Ti- 
^Itius  the  Buffoon  j 
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mm      !■  Demetri,  teque  Ttgillfi 
Bifcipulorum  inter  jubeo  plorare  CatheJras. 

With  what  Scorn  wowW  he  letofe  down  on  fuch  miTera- 
ble  Tranflators,  who  make  Doggrel  of  his  Latin,  miftake 
his  Meaning,  mif-apply  his  Cenl'ures,  and  often  contra- 
di<a  their  own?  He  is  fix'd  as  a  Land- Mark  to  &t  ani 
the  Bounds  of  Poetry, 

•  Saxum  antiquftm,  ingens, 
Lintes  ogre  pfitus,  linm  ttt  tiifierneret  ttrvii: 

Bat  other  Arms  than  theirs,  and  other  Sinews  are  re- 
quir'd,  to  raife  the  weight  of  fuch  an  Author  j  and  when 
they  would  tofs  him  againft  their  Enemies, 

Genuft  laSitnt,  geltdui  concmit  frigore  fia^uis, 
Turn  lapis  ipfi,  viri  vacuum  per  inane  lolutus 
Hecfieaittm  evefit  ttHtrrfi  me  pertuUt  iBtiTn. 

For  my  part,  I  would  wifh  no  other  Rerenge,  either 
for  my  felf  or  the  reft  of  the  Poets,  from  this  Rhyming 
Judge  of  the  Twelve-Penny  Gallcrv,  this  Legitimate  Son 
of  Stemhold,  than  that  he  would  nibfcribe  his  Name  to 
his  Cenfure,  or  (not  to  tax  him  beyond  his  Learning) 
fet  his  Mark:  For  fhould  he  own  himfelf  pnbiickly  and 
come  from  behiixl  the  Lion's  Skin,  they  whom  he  con- 
demns would  be  thankful  to  him,  they  whom  he  praifes 
would  chufe  to  be  condemned  j  and  the  Magiftrates 
whom  he  has  eleftcd,  would  modefUy  withdraw  fiom 
their  Erftploymcttt,  to  avoid  the  Scandal  of  his  Nomina- 
tion. The  Sharpnefs  of  his  Satyr,  next  to  himfelf,  fells 
moft  heavily  on  his  Friends,  and  they  ought  never  to 
forgive  him  for  commending  them  pcrpctirajly  the 
wrong  Way,  and  fbmetimes  by  conrra^-ics.  If  he  have 
a  Friend  whole  haftinefs  in  writing  is  his  greateft  Faylt, 
Htraee  wonki  have  taught  him  to  have  niinc'd  the  Mat- 
ter>  and  to  kave  odi'd  it  readiness  of  Thought,  and  » 
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flowing  Fancy:  for  Friend flup  will  allow  a  Man  t« 
Chriden  an  ImperfedHon  by  the  Name  of  {bme  neigh- 
bour Virtue: 

VeUem  in  amichiafic  trraremus;  ^  ifti 
Xrrm,  nomen  virtus  pofniffet  hmeftum. 

But  he  would  never  have  allow*d  him  to  have  call'd  a 
flow  Man  hafty,  or  a  hafty  Writer  a  flow  Drudge,  as 
fuvtMA  explains  it : 


-Canibus  pisris,  fifU>ieq$ie  vetuftd 


Levibus,  ^  fica  Umberuibus  orn  lucem* 

Ntmtn  erit,  Vardus,  Tj/gris,  Leo ;  fi  <juid  adhue  efi 

^odf remit  in  t  err  is  %i»l«ntius. 

Yet  Lucretius  laughs  ^t  a  foolifh  Lover,  even  for  ex- 
cufing  the  Impcrfe&ions  of  his  Miftreft : 

Kigrn  fjLixixe^G'  tfiiimmundti  ^  faetida  o-noffjiQ-' 
Balis  loepti  nan  quit,  Tpai/A(^^i  '^"****  puJens  eji,  8cc. 

But  to  drive  it  ad  JEtkiopem  Cygrmm  is  not  to  be  in- 
dur'd.  I  leave  him  to  interpret  this  by  the  Benefit  of 
his  Treoch  Veriion  on  the  other  fide,  and  without  farther 
coniidering  him,  than  I  have  the  Reft  of  my  illiterate 
Ccnfors,  whom  I  have  difdain'd  to  anfwer,  becaofe  they 
are  not  qualified  for  Judges.  It  remains  that  I  acquaint 
the  Reader,  that  I  have  endcavour*d  in  this  Pky  to  fol- 
low the  Praftioe  of  the  Ancients,  who,  as  Mr.  Rymtr 
hasjudicioufly  obfcrv'd,  are  and  ought  to  be  our  Ma- 
fters.  Hwace  likewife  gives  it  for  a  Rule  isilii  Art  tf 
Itetry. 


Vos  exemplaria  Gru» 


Utiiurm  verfate  manu,  verfate  diund. 

Yet,  though  their  Models  are  regular,  they  arc  too 
|ttk  for  fni^Jh  Tragedy }  which  requires  to  be  bulc  in 
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%  larger  Compaft.    I  could  give  an  Inftahce  in  the  OeJi-  - 
pus  TyrAmtts,  which  was  the  Mafter-piece  of  Sophocles  i 
but  I  refcrvc  it  for  a  more  fit  Occalion,  which  I  hope 
to  have  hereafter.    In  my  Stile  I  have  profefs'd  to  imi- 
tate the  Divine  Shakefptar;  which  that  I  might  perform 
more  "freely,  I  havc^iiincumber'd  my  felf  from  Rhyme: 
Not  that  I  condemn  my  former  Way,  but  that  this  is 
more  proper  to  my  prefcnt  Purpofe.      I  hope  I  need 
not  to  explain  my  lelf,  that  I  have  not  copy'd  my  Au- 
thor ferviicly :  Words  and  Phrafes  muft  of  Neccflity  rc-'^ 
ccive  a  Change  ia  fucceeding  Ages :    But  'tis  almoft  a 
Miracle  that  much  of  his  Language  remains  fo  pure;  and 
that  he  who  began  Dramatick  Poetry  amongft  us,  un-  , 
taught  by  any,  and,   as  Ben  Johnfon   tells  us,  without 
Learning,  {hould  by  ;the  force  of  his  own  Genius  per- 
form fo  much,  that  in  a  manner  he  has  left  no  Praiie 
for  any  who  come  after  him.    The  Occafion  is  fair,  and 
the  Subjcft  would  be  plea&at  to  handle  the  Difference 
of  Stiles  betwixt  him  and  Fletcher,  and  wherein,    and 
how  far  they  are  both  to  be  imitated.    But  fince  I  muft 
not  be  over-confident  of  my  own  Performance  after 
him,  it  will  be  Prudence  in  me  to  be  Silent.    Yet,  I 
hope,  I  may  affirna,  and  without  Vanity,  that  by  imita- 
ting him,  I  have  excelFd  my  feif  throughout  the  Play  ; 
and  particularly,  that  I  prefer  the  Scene  betwixt   Antony 
and  Ventidius  in  the  firA  A{k,  to  any  thing  which  I  luTC . 
fmtten  m  this  kind. 


PRO- 
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WHAT  Tlecks  of  Cr'tticks  hover  here  to  Day, 
As  Vtdtttrei  wait  on  Armies  for  their  Frey, 
AH  gaping  for  the  Carcafs  of  «  flay  ! 
With  croaking  Notes  they  boie  form  dire  T.vent, 
A»d  follow  dying  Poets  by  the  Scent. 
Ottrs  gives  himfelf  for  gone  ^  yetive  vatch'dyoMr  Ttmt! 
He  fights  this  Bay  unarm  d;  without  his  Rhyme. 
And  hrings  a  Tale  which  often  has  been  told. 
As  fad  ds  Dido'yj  and  almtfi  as  old. 
Bis  Heroe,  whom  you  H^its  his  Bully  call, 
Bates  of  his  Mettle;  and  fear ce  Raats  at  all: 
He'sjbmewhat  lewd-,    but  a  well-meaaing  Mtttd^ 
Ifeep  much;  fights  littk;  but  is  wond'rofts  kind. 
Jnfijort,  a  Pattern,  and  Companion  fit, 
For  all  the  keeping  Tonies  of  the  Pit. 
I  could  name  more;  a  Wife,  and  Mifirefs  too; 
Both  (to  he  plain)  too  good  for  rmft  of  you: 
The  Wife  well-naturd,  and  thifidifirefs  true.. 

Now,  Poets,  if  your  Tame  has  been  his  Carii 
Allow  him  all  the  Candohr  you  can  J^are. 
A  brave  Man  fcoms  to  parrel  mice  a  Dayi 
Like  HeBors,  in  at  every  petty  Jray. 
Let  thofefind  Fault  whofe  Wit's  fo  very  fmaU, 
tlttfiit  mtito  fijm  that  they  tm  think  at  all: 
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Errors  like  Strsms  upon  the  Surface  flow  j 

He  who  would  fearch  for  Pearls,  tnuJI  drve  below. 

Tops  may  have  leave  to  level  all  they  can ; 

As  Vigmies  would  be  glad  to  lop  a  Man. 

Half-WUs  are  Fleas ;  fi  little  and  fo  light. 

We  fcarce  could  know  they  live,  but  that  they  bite. 

But,  as  the  Rich,  when  tir'd  with  daily  Fea/ls, 

For  change,  become  their  next  poor  Tenant's  Guejls; 

Drink  hearty  Draughts  of  Ale,  from  plain  brown  Bowls, 

And  fnatch  the  homely  F^fl^er  from  the  Coals: 

So  you,  retiring  from  much  better  Cheer, 

For  once,  may  venture  to  do  Penance  here. 

Andfmce  that  plenteous  Autumn  row  is  pafl, 

Whoji  Grapes  and  Peaches  have  indnlg'd  your  Ta/lct 

Take  in  good  Part,  from  our  poor  Poet's  Board, 

Such  riveU'd  Fruits  as  Winter  can  afford. 
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Dramatis  Perfonse. 


M    E    N. 

Mate  Antony.  Mr,  Hart, 

Ventidius^  his  Generah  Mr.  Mohttn. 

Dolabella,  his  Friend.  Mr.  Clarke. 

jiUxas^  the  Queen's  Eunuch.  Mr.  Goodman. 

Serapiouy  Prieft  of  Jfis.  Mr.  Griffin. 

Another  Prieft.  Mr.  Coyp. 
Servants  to  Anthony, 

WOMEN. 

Cleopatra^  Quctn  of  o€gyft.  Mrs.  BonteU, 

O^aviay  Antony'' %  Wife.  Mrs.  Corey. 

Cbarmion,  ?  cUofatra's  Maids. 
Antony's  two  little  Daughters. 
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World  well  Loll. 

ACT    I.     SCENE   I. 


S  C  E  N  E,  7^^  TmpU  of  Ids. 
Enter  Serapion,  Myris,  Priejis  of  Ifis. 

S  E  R  A  P  I  O  N. 

lOrtents,  and  Prodigies,  arc  gro'W'n  fb  frequent* 
That    they   haVc  loft   their    Name.     Our 
fruitful  N'tle  [Torrent 

Flow'd  e're  the  wonted  Seaftm,    with   a 
So  unexpcfted,  and  fo  wondrous  fierce. 
That  the  wild  Deluge  overtook  the  haftc 
Ev'n  of  the  Hinds  that  watch'd  it :  Men  and  Beafts 
"Were  born  above  the  Tops  of  Trees,  that  grew 
On  th'urmoft  Miirgin  of  the  Water-jnark. 
Then,  with  ib  fwitt  an  Ebb,  the  Flood  drove  backward. 
It  fiipt  from  underneath  the  Scaly  Herd  ; 

I  1  Here 
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Here  monllrous  VhocA  panted  on  the  Shore ; 
Forfaken  Dolphins  there,  with  their  broad  Tails, 
Lay  ladling  the  departing  Waves :  Hard  by  'em, 
Sea-Horfes  floundring  in  the  flimy  Mud, 
Tofs'd  up  their  Heads,  and  dafh'd  the  Ooze  about  .'era.' 
Enter  Alexas  behind  them, 

Myr.  Avert  thefe  Omens,  Heav'n. 

Strap.  Laft  Night,  between  the  Hours  of  twelve  and  one, 
In  a  lone  Ifle  o'th' Temple  while  I  walk'd, 
A  Whirlwind  rofe,  that,  with  a  violent  Blaft, 
Shook  all  the  Dome;  The  Doors  around  mecl^ti 
The  Iron  "Wicket,  that  defends  the  Vault, 
Where  the  long  Race  of  Ptolemies  is  laid, 
Burft  open,  and  difclos'd  the  mighty  Dead. 
From  out  each  Monument,  in  order  plac'd. 
An  armed  Ghoft  ftarts  uj):  The  Boy-King  laftl 
Rear'd  his  inglorious  Head.    A  Peal  of  Groans 
Then  follovv'd,  and  a  lamentable  Voice 
Cry'd,  JEgypt  is  no  more.    My  Blood  ran  backj 
My  fliaking  Knees  againft  each  other  knock'dj 
On  the  cold  Pavement  down  I  fell  intranc'd. 
And  fo  unfinifh'd  left  theJiorrid  Scene. 

Alex.  And,  dream'd  you  this  ?  or,  did  invent  the  Story, 

\_Shoifing  himfelf. 
To  frighten  oar  JEgyptian  Boys  withal, 
And  train  'em  up  betimes  in  fear  of  Priefthood  ? 

Serap.  My  Lord,  I  faw  you  not, 
Nor  meant' my  Words  fhould  reach  your-Earsj  but  what 
I  utter'd  was  moft  true. 

uilex.  A  foolifli  Dream, 
Bred  from  the  Fumes  of  indigcfted  Fcafts, 
And  holy  Luxury. 

Serap.  I  know  my  Duty : 
This  goes  no  farther. 

jilex.  'Tis  not  fit  it  fhould. 
Nor  would  the  Times  now  bear  it,  were  it  true. 
All  Southern,  from  yon  Hills,  the  Reman  Camp 
Hangs  o'er  us  black  and  threatning,  like  a  Storm 
yuft  breaking  on  our  Heads. 
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SerA^.  Our  faint  JEgypittns  pray  for  Antony  j 
But  in  their  fervilc  Hearts  they  own  OBavihs. 

Myr.  Why  then  does  Antony  dream  out  his  Hours, 
And  tempts  not  Fortune  for  a  noble  Day, 
Which  might  redeem  what  Acibim  loft  ? 

Akx.  He  thinks  'tis  pafl  Recovery. 

Serap.  Yet  the  Foe 
Seems  net  to  prefs  the  Siege. 

Akx.  O,  there's  the  Wonder. 
Mcciyias  and  A^iippa,  who  can  mort: 
With  CAfan  are  his  Foes.    His  Wife  Oci.wi^, 
Driv'n  from  his  Houfe,  folicits  her  Revenge  j 
And  DolaifeU.%  who  was  once  his  Friend, 
Upon  fom.e  private  Grudge,  now  leeks  his  Ruin : 
Yet  ftill  War  feems  on  either  fide  to  flcep. 
•  Serap.  'Tis  ftrange  that  Antony,  for  fome  Days  part, 
Has  not  beheld  the  Face  of  Cleopatra ; 
But  here,  in  I/j's'  Temple,  lives  rerir'd, 
And  makes  his  Heart  a  Prey  to  black  Defpalr. 

Alex.  'Tis  true ;  and  we  much  fear  he  hopes  by  Abfcncc 
To  cure  his  Mind  of  Love. 

Serap.  If  he  be  vanquifli'd. 
Or  make  his  Peace,  ^gypt  is  doom'd  to  be 
A  Roman  Province;  and  our  plenteous  Harvefts 
Muft  then  redeem  the  Scarcenefs  of  their  Soil. 
While  Antony  ftood  firm,  our  Alexanuria 
Rival'd  proud  Rome  (Dominion's  other  Seat) 
And  Fortune  ftriding,  like  a  vaft  Colojfus, 
Could  fix  an  equal  Foot  of  Empire  here. 

Alex.  Had  I  my  WiOi,  thefe  Tyrants  of  all  Nature 
Who  Lord  it  o'er  Mankind,  fhould  perifh,  perifli, 
Each  by  the  other's  Sword ;  but,  fince  our  Will 
Is  lamely  follow'd  by  our  Pow'r,  we  muft 
.  Depend  on  one;  with  him  to  rife  or  fall. 

Serap.  How  ftands  the  Queen  affeded  ? 
Alex.  O,  fhe  dotes. 
She  dotes,  Serapion,  on  this  vanquifli'd  Man, 
And  winds  her  fclf  about  his  mighty  Ruinsj 
Whom  would  fhe  yet  forfake,  yet  yield  him  up. 
This  hunted  Prey,  to  his  Purfuers  Hands, 

I  3  She 
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She  might  prcferve  us  all:  but  'tis  in  vain- 


This  changes  my  Defigns,  this  blafts  my  Counfels, 
And  makes  me  ufe  all  means  to  keep  him  hcrCj. 
"Whom  I  could  wifh  divided  from  her  Arms 
Far  as  the  Earth's  deep  Center.     Well,  you  know 
The  State  of  Things ;  no  more  of  your  ill  Omens, 
And  black  Prc^nofticksj  labour  to  confirm 
The  Peoples  Hearts. 

Enter  Ventidius,  tdkm^  apde  with  a.  Gentleman  of  Ahj- 
tony'^. 

Serap.  Theft  Romans  will  o'er-hear  us. 
But,  who's  that  Stranger  ?  By  his  warlike  Port* 
His  fierce  Demeanor,  and  ercdcd  Look, 
He's  of  no  vulgar  Note. 

uikx.  O  'tis  Ventidms, 
Our  Emp'rors  great  Lieutenant  in  the  Eafl:, 
Who  firft  fhow'd  Rome  that  Parthla  could  be  conqucr'i 
When  Antony  rcturn'd  from  Syria  laft. 
He  left  this  Man  to  guard  the  Roman  Frontiers. 

Serap.  You  feem  to  know  him  well. 

Alex.  Too  well.    I  faw  him  in  Cilftui  firft. 
When  Cleopatra  there  met  Antony. 
A  mortal  Foe  he  was  to  us,  and  JE^ypt. 
But,  let  me  Witnefs  to  the  Worth  I  hate, 
A  braver  Roman  never  drew  a  Sword. 
Firm  to  his  Prince  j  but,  as  a  Friend,  not  Slave. 
He  ne'er  was  of  his  Pkafures ;  but  prefides 
O'er  all  his  cooler  Hours,  and  Morning  Counfels : 
In  fhort,  the  Plainnefs,  Fierccnefs,  rugged  Virtuq 
Of  an  old  true-ftampt  Roman  lives  in  him. 
His  coming  bodes  I  know  not  what  of  111 
To  our  Aftairs.    Withdraw,  to  mark  him  better  j 
And  I'll  acquaint  you  why  I  fought  you  here. 
And  what's  our  prcfent  Work. 

[Ihey  withdraw  to  a  Comer  of  the  Stage-,  and  Ventidi- 
us, with  the  other,  comes  forwards  to  the  frtat. 

Vent.  Not  fee  him,  fay  you? 
I  fay,  I  muft,  and  will. 

Gent.  He  has  commanded, 
-On  Pain  of  Deaths  none  fliould  approach  hi»  Prcfcnce. 
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Vettt.  I  bring  him  News  will  raifehis  drooping  Spirits* 
Give  him  new  Life. 

Gent.  He  fees  not  Cleopatra. 

Vent.  Would  he  had  never  fecn  her. 

Cent.  He  eats  not,  drinks  not,  fleeps  not,  has  no  ufe 
Of  any  thing,  but  Thought}  or,  if  he  talks, 
'Tis  to  himftlf,  and  then  'tis  perfeft  Raving: 
Then  he  defies  the  World,  and  bids  it  pafsj 
Sometimes  he  gnaws  his  Lip,  and  curies  loud      , 
The  Boy  05a,viHs\  then  he  draws  his  Mouth 
Jnto  a  fcornful  Smile,  and  cries.  Take  all. 
The  World's  not  worth  my  Care. 

Vent.  |uft,  juft  his  Nature. 
Virtue's  his  Path;  but  fometimes  'tis  too  narrow 
For  his  vaft  Soulj  and  then  he  Harts  out  wide, 
And  bounds  into  a  Vice  that  bears  him  far 
From  his  firft  Courfe,  and  plunges  him  in  Ills: 
But,  when  his  Danger  makes  him  find  his  Fault, 
Quick  to  obfervc,  and  full  of  fharp  Remorle, 
He  cenfures  eagerly  his  own  Mifdeeds, 
Judging  himfelf  with  Malice  to  himfelf. 
And  not  forgiving  what  as  Man  he  did, 
Bccaufc  his  other  Parts  arc  more  than  Man. 
He  muft  not  thus  be  loft, 

[Alexas  and  the  Vr'tejis  come  forwatJ. 

Alex.  You  have  your  full  Inftru6lions,  now  advance  j  i 
Proclaim  your  Orders  loudly. 

Seraf.  Bsnnms,  ^gyptiims,  hear  the  Queen's  Command 
Thus  Cleopatra  bids.  Let  Labour  ceafe,     . 
To  Pomp  and  Triumphs  give  this  happy  Day, 
That  gave  the  World  a  Lord :  'Tis  Antonfi. 
Live,  Antony;  and  Cleopatra  live. 
Be  this  the  general  Voice  fcnt  up  to  Heav'n, 
And  every  publick  Place  repeat  this  Eccho. 

Vent.  Fine  Pageantry !  {^^^9^ 

Serap.  Set  out  before  your  E)oors 
The  Lnagcs  of  all  your  fleeping  Fathers, 
With  Laurels  crown'd ;  with  Laurels  wreath  your  Pofts, 
And  ftrow  with  Flow'rs  the  Pavemeut;  let  tac  Priefts 
Do  prefent  Sacrifice}  pour  out  the  Wine, 

I4  And 
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And  call  the  Gods  to  join  with  you  in  gladnefs. 

Vent.  Curfe  on  the  Tongue  that  bids  this  general  Joy, 
Can  they  be  Friends  of  Antony,  who  revel 
When  Antony's,  in  Danger  ?  hide,  for  fhamc. 
You  Romans,  your  Great  Grandfires  Images, 
For  fear  their  Souls  fhould  animate  their  Marble§, 
To  blufh  at  their  degenerate  Progeny. 

Alex.  A  Love  which  knows  no  bounds  to  Antony, 
Would  mark  the  Day  with  Honours  j  when  all  Heav'u 
Labour'd  for  him,  when  each  propitious  Star 
Stood  wakeful  in  his  Orb,  to  watch  that  Hour, 
And  fhed  his  better  Influence.    Her  own  Birth-day 
Our  Queen  ncglcftcd,  like  a  vulgar  Fate, 
Thit  pafs'd  obicurely  by. 

Vent.  Would  it  had  flept, 
Divided  far  from  his ;  till  fome  remote 
And  future  Age  had  call'd  it  out,  to  ruin 
Some  other  Prince,  not  him. 

Alex.  Your  Emperor, 
The'  jrrown  unkind,  would  be  more  gentle,  than 
T' upbraid  my  Queen,  for  loving  him  too  well. 

Vent.  Does  the  mute  Sacrifice  upbraid  the  Pricll? 
He  knows  him  not  his  Executioner. 
O,   fi.e  has  deck'd  his  Ruin  with  her  Love, 
Led  him  in  golden  Bands  to  gaudy  Slaughter, 
And  made  Perdition  plcafing:  She  has  left  him 
The  Blnnk  of  what  he  was ; 
I  tell  thee,  Eunuch,  fhe  has  quite  unman'd  him: 
Can  any  Roman  fee,  and  know  him  now. 
Thus  alter'd  from  the  Lord  of  half  Mankind, 
Unbent,  unfinew'd,  made  a  Woman's  Toy, 
Shrunk  from  the  vafl:  Extent  of  all  his  Honours, 
And  crampt  within  a  Corner  of  the  World  ? 
C),  Antony! 

Thou  braveft  Soldier,  and  thou  beft  of  Friends ! 
•'Bounteous  as  Nature;  next  to  Nature's  God!  [*cm 

Could'ft  thou  but  make  new  Worlds,  fo  wouldft  thou  give 
As  Bounty  were  thy  Being.    Rough  in  Battel, 
As  the  firft  Romans,  when  they  went  to  War  j 
Yet,  after  Vi<Slory,  more  pitiful, 

Than 
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Than  all  their  praying  Virgins  left  at  home! 

Alex.  Would  you  could  add  to  thofe  more  fluning  Vir- 
His  Truth  to  her  who  loves  him.  [tucs, 

Vtn.  Would  I  could  not. 
But,  wherefore  wafte  I  precious  Hours  with  thee? 
Thou  art  her  darling  Mifchief,  her  chief  Engin, 
Antonys  other  Fate.    Go,  tell  thy  Queen, 
Ventidius  is  arriv'd,  to  end  her  Charms. 
Let  your  JEgyptim  Timbrels  play  alone; 
Nor  mix  effeminate  Sounds  with  Roman  Trumpets. 
You  dare  not  fight  for  Antony  j  go  pray, 
And  keep  your  Cowards-holy-day  in  Temples. 

[Exeunt  Alex.  Scrap. 
Re-enter  the  Gentleman  of  M.  Antony. 

2  Gent.  The  Emperor  approaches,  and  commands, 
On  pain  of  Death,  that  none  prefume  to  ftay. 

I  Gent.  I  dare  not  di&bey  him.  [Going  out  with  the  other. 

Vent.  Wei!,  I  dare. 
But,  I'll  obferve  him  firft  unfeen,  and  find 
Which  way  his  Humour  drives:  TJic  reft  Til  venture. 

[[i'ithilraws. 

Enter  Antony,  walking  with  a  diftHrb'd  Motion,  before 
he  fpeaks. 

Ant.  They  tell  me,  'tis  my  Birth-day,  and  I'll  keep  it 
With  double  Pomp  of  Sadnefs. 
'Tis  what  the  Day  deferves,  which  gave  me  Ercath. 
Why  was  I  rais'd  the  Meteor  of  the  World, 
Hung  in  the  Skies,  aod  blazing  as  I  travcl'd, 
'Till  all  my  Fires  were  fpent,  and  then  caft  dowaward 
To  be  trod  out  by  Cdfar  ? 

Ven.  [AfiJe.']  On  my  Soul, 
'Tis  mournful,  wondrous  mournful! 

Ant.  Count  thy  Gain?* 
Now,  Antony,  wouldft  thou  be  born  for  this  ? 
Glutton  of  Fortune,  fhy  devouring  Youth 
Has  ftarv'd  thy  wanting  Age. 

Ven.  How  Sorrow  fhakes  him!  [Aide, 

So,  now  the  Tempeft  tears  him  up  by  th'  Roots, 
And  on  the  Ground  extends  the  noble  Ruin. 

I  i"  Ant 
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Attt.  [^Having  thrown  himfilf  down.']   Lye  there,     the 
Shadow  of  an  Emperor  3 
The  Place  thou  prefleft  on  thy  Mother  Earth 
Is  all  thy  Empire  now:  Now  it  contains  thee; 
Some  few  Days  hence,  and  then  'twill  be  too  large. 
When  thou'rt  contrafted  in  thy  narrow  Urn, 
Shrunk  to  a  few  cold  Afhes;  then  Ociavia, 
(For  Cleopatra  will  not  live  to  fee  it) 
OBavia  then  will  have  thee  all  her  own, 
And  bear  thee  in  her  widow'd  Hand  to  Cajari 
Gdfar  will  weep,  the  Crocodile  will  weep. 
To  fee  his  Rival  of  the  Univerfc 
XM  ftiU  and  peaceful  there.    I'll  think  no  more  on*t. 
Give  me  fome  Mufick;  look  that  it  be  fad: 
I'll  fboth  my  Melancholy,  'rill  I  fwell. 
And  burft  my  felf  with  fighing  >  [Soft  Idupck- 

'Tis  fomewhat  to  my  Humour:    Stay,  I  fancy 
I'm  now  turn'd  wild,  a  Commoner  of  Nature; 
Of  all  forfakc9,  and  forJ&king  ail; 
Live  in  a  fliady  Forefl's  Sylvan  Scene, 
Stretch'd  at  my  Length  beneath  fome  blaftcd  Oak, 
I  lean  my  Head  upon  the  mofly  Bark, 
And  look  jufl:  of  a  Piece,  as  I  grew  from  it : 
My  uncombed  Locks,  matted  like  Mifleto, 
Hang  o'er  my  hoary  Face;  a  murra'ring  Brook.. 
Runs  at  my  Foot^ 

Ven.  Methinks  I  fancy 
lAy  felf  there  too. 

Ant..  The  Herd  come  }iimping  by  me. 
And  fearlefs,  quench  their  Thirft,  while  I  look  on. 
And  take  me  for  their  Fellow-Citizen. 
Wore  of  this  Image,  more;  it  lulls  my  Thoughts. 

[Soft  Mufick  agnsn. 

Ven.  I  muft  difturb  him ;  I  can  hold  no  longer. 

[Sttmdi  before  him, 

Ant.ftarting  «/>.  Art  thou  VentiMus? 

Ven.  Are  you  Antony  f 
I'm  liker  what  I  was,  thaa  you  to  hiia 
I  left  you  laft. 

Ant.  I'm  angry ^ 

Vea.  So  atn  I,.  Aat. 
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jS»t.  I  would  be  private :  Leave  me. 
Vent.  Sir,  I  love  you, 
And  therefore  will  not  leave  you. 

4nt.  Will  not  leave  me  ? 
Where  ha\e  you  learnt  that  Anfwer?  Who  am  I? 

Vent.  My  Emperor  j  the  Man  I  love  next  Heav'n :    , 
If  I  laid  more,  I  think  'twere  fcarce  a  Sin: 
You're  all  thatN  good,  anJ  god-like. 

.Ar;t   All  that's  wretched. 
You  w.'ll  not  leave  me  then  ? 
Vetu.  'Twas  ,00  prefuming 
To  fay  I  would  not :  but  I  dare  not  leave  700 : 
And,  'tis  unkind  in  you  to  chide  me  hence 
So  fbon,  when  I  lb  far  have  come  to  fee  you. 

Ant.  Now  thou  haft  fecn  me,  art  thou  fatisfy'd? 
For,  if  a  Friend,  thou  haft  beheld  enough} 
And,  if  a  Foe.  too  much. 

Vent.  Look,  Emperor,  this  is  no  common  Dew, 

[IVeepmg, 
I  have  not  wept  this  forty  Years ;  but  now 
My  Mother  comes  afreih  into  my  Eyesj 
I  cannot  help  her  Softnefs.  [weeps ! 

A/it.  By  Htav'n,  he  weeps,  poor  good  old  Man,  he 
The  big  round  Drops  courle  one  another  down 
The  Furrows  of  his  Cheeks.    Stop  'em,  VentiJius^ 
Or  I  Ihall  biufti  to  Death :  They  fct  my  Shame, 
That  caus'd  'cm,  full  before  me. 
Vtnt,  1 11  do  my  beft. 

Ant,  Sure  there's  Contagion  in  the  Tears  of  Friends : 
See,  I  have  caught  it  too.    Believe  me,  'tis  not 

For  my  own  Griefs,  but  thine Nay,  Father. 

Vent.  Emperor. 

Ah*.  Emperor!  Why,  that's  the  StJlc  of  Viftory, 
The  conqu'ring  Soldier,  red  wjth  unfclt  Wounds, 
Salutes  his  General  lo:  but  never  more  ^ 

Shailthat  Sound  reach  my  Ears. 
Vent.  I  warrant  you. 
Ait.  Act'ium,  Adiuml  Oh  ■  . 

Vent.  It  fits  too  near  you. 

Aat,  Here,  here  it  lyesj  a  Lump  of  Lead  by  Day, 
And,  in  my  fliort,  dUtra^tcd,  nightly  Slumbers, 

The 
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'.The  Hag  rKat  rides  my  Dreams <. 

Vent.  Out  wirh  it^  give  it  vent. 
Ant.  Urge  not  my  Shame. 
I  loft  a  Battel. 

Vmt,  So  has  fuliusd^ne.  [think'ft; 

jfnt.  Thou  favour'ft  me, .  and  {pcak'ft  not  half  thou 
For  Julius  fought  it  out,  and  loft  it  fairly : 
But  Antony 

Ver.t.  Nay,  ftop  not. 
Ant.  Antony, 
CWell,  thou  wilt  have  it)  like  a  Coward,  fled, 
Fled  while  his  Soldiers  fought  j  fled  firft,  Ventiditis. 
Thou  long'ft  to  curie  me,  and  I  give  thee  leave. 
I  know  thou  cam'ft  prepar'd  to  rail. 
Vent.  I  did. 

Ant.  I'll  help  thee 1  have  been  a  Man,  Verttidim. 

Vent.  Yes,  and  a  brave  one;  but 
Ant.  I  know  thy  Meaning. 
But,  I  have  left  my  Reafon,  have  difgrac'd 
The  Name  of  Soldier,  with  inglonous  Eafc. 
In  the  full  Vintage  of  my  flowing  Honours, 
Sate  ftill,  and  faw  it  prcft  by  other  Hands. 
Fortune  came  fmiling  to  my  Youth,  and  woo'd  it, 
And  purple  Greatnefs  met  my  ripen'd  Years. 
"When  firft  I  came  to  Empire,  I  was  born 
On  Tides  of  People,  crouding  to  my  Triumphs; 
The  Wifli  of  Nations,  and  the  willing  World 
Receiv'd  me  as  its  pledge  of  future  Peace ; 
1  was  fo  great,  lb  happy,  fo  belov'd. 
Fate  could  not  ruin  me  ;  till  I  took  Pains 
A»d  work'd  againft  my  Fortune,  chid  her  from  me, 
And  turn'd  her  loofe;  yet  ftill  fhe  came  again. 
My  carelefs  Days,  and  my  luxurious  Nights, 
At  length  have  weary'd  her,  and  now  ftie's  gone. 
Gone,  gone,  divorc'd  for  ever.    Help  me.  Soldier, 
To  curie  this  Mad-man,  this  induftrious  Fool, 
Who  labour'd  to  be  wretched :  Pr'ythcc  curfc  me. 
Vent.  No. 
Ant.  Why? 


Ymt. 
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Vent.  You  are  too  fenfible  already 
Of  what  you've  done,  too  confcious  of  your  Failings, 
And  like  a  Scorpion,  whipt  by  others  full 
To  Fury,  fting  your  fclf  in  mad  Revenge. 
I  would  bring  Balm,  and  pour  it  in  your  Wounds, 
Cure  your  diuemper'd  Mi'nd,  and  heal  your  Fortunes, 
jint.  I  know  thou  would'ft. 
Vent.  I  will. 
jint.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha; 
Vent.  You  laugh. 
.Ant.  I  do,  to  fee  officious  Love 
Give  Cordials  to  the  Dead. 
Vent.  You  would  be  loft  then  ? 
jint.  I  am. 

Vent.  I  fxy,  you  are  not.  Try  your  Fortune. 
jint.  I  have,  to  th'utmoft.Doft  thou  think  me  defpcrate. 
Without  juft  Caufe?  No,  when  I  found  all  loft 
Beyond  repair,  I  hid  me  from  the  World, 
And  learnt  to  fcorn  it  here ;  which  now  I  do 
So  heartily,  I  think  it  is  riot  worth 
The  coft  of  keeping. 

Vent.  CAfar  thinks  not  fo: 
He'll  thank  you  for  the  Gift  he  could  not  take. 
You  would  be  kill'd,  like  Tully,  would  you .?  do. 
Hold  out  your  Throat  to  C£far,  and  die  tamely. 
Ant.  No,  I  can  kill  my  feif ;  and  fo  refolve. 
Vent.  I  can  die  with  you  too,  when  time  fliall  fcrvej 
But  Fortune  calls  upon  us  now  to  live. 
To  Fight,  to  Conquer. 

Ant.  Sure  thou  drcam'ft,  Vent'td'ms. 
Vent.  Noj  'tis  you  dream;  you  fleep  away  your  Hours 
In  defperatc  Sloth,  mifcall'd  Philofophy. 
Up,  up,  for  Honour's  fake;  twelve  Legions  wait  you, 
And  long  to  call  you  Chief:  By  painful  Journeys, 
I  led  'em,  patient,  both  of  Heat  and  Hunger, 
Down  from  the  Parthian  Marches,  to  the  Nile. 
'Twill  do  you  good  to  fee  their  Sun-burnt  Faces,     ['em. 
Their  skarr'd  Cheeks,  and  chopt  Hands;  there's  Virtue  in 
They'll  fell  thofe  mangled  Limbs  at  dearer  Rates 
Than  yon  trim  Bands  can  buy. 

Ant, 
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jint.  Where  left  you  them  ? 

Vent.  1  faid,  in  lower  Syria. 

Ant.  Bring  'cm  hither ; 
There  may  be  Life  in  thefe. 

Vent.  They  will  not  come.  f  Aids 

Ant.  why  did'ft  thou  mock  my  Hopes  with  promis'd 
To  double  my  Dcipair  ?  They're  Mutinous. 

Ve»t.  Moft  Firm  and  Loyal. 

Ant.  Yet  they  will  not  march 
To  fuccour  me.    Oh  Trifler ! 

Vent.  They  petition 
You  would  make  hafte  to  head  'em. 

Ant.  I'm  befieg'd. 

Vent.  There's  but  one  way  Ihut  up:  How  came  I  hither? 

Ant.  I  will  not  ftir. 

Vent.  They  would  perhaps  defire 
A  better  Reafon. 

Ant.  I  have  never  us'd 
My  Soldiers  to  demand  a  Reafon  of 
My  Adiions.    Why  did  they  refufe  to  March  ? 

Vent.  They  faid  they  would  not  fight  for  CkepatrM. 

Ant.  What  was't  they  faid  ? 

Vent.  They  faid,  they  would  not  fight  for  Cleopatra. 
Why  (hould  they  fight  indeed,  to  maKe  her  conquer. 
And  make  you  more  a  Slave  ?  to  gain  you  Kingdoms, 
Which,  for  a  Kifs,  at  your  next  midnight  Feaft, 
You'll  fell  to  her  ?  then  fhe  new-names  her  Jewels, 
And  calls  this  Diamond  fuch  or  fuck  a  Tax, 
Each  Pendant  in  her  Ear  (hall  be  a  Province. 

Ant.  Ventia'tus,  I  allow  your  Tongue  free  Licenfc 
On  all  my  other  Faults  j  but,  on  your  Life, 
No  word  of  Cleopatra :  She  deferves 
More  Worlds  than  I  can  lofe. 
Vent.  Behold,  you  Pow'rs, 
To  whom  you  have  intruded  Humankind} 
Sec  Europe,  Africk,  A,ta  put  in  Bailar.c, 
And  all  weigh'd  down  by  one  light  worthlels  Woman ! 
I  think  the  Gods  are  Anton'us,  and  give. 
Like  Prodigals,  this  neather  World  away 
To  none  but  waflcfui  Hands. 

Am. 
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Ant.  You  grow  prefumptuous. 

Vent.  I  take  the  Priviledgc  of  plain  Love  to  fpeak. 

jint.  Plain  Love!  plain  Arrogance,  plain  Infolence: 
Thy  Men  arc  Cowards ;  thou,  an  envious  Traitor  j 
Who,  under  feeming  Honefty,  haft  vented 
The  Burden  of  thy  rank  o'crflowing  Gall. 

0  that  thou  wert  my  Equal ;  great  in  Arms 
As  the  firft  CAfar  was,  that  I  might  kill  thee 
Without  a  Stain  to  Honour ! 

Vent.  You  may  kill  me; 
You  have  done  more  already,  call'd  me  Traitor, 

Ant.  Art  thou  not  one  ? 

Vent.  For  fh. owing  you  your  felf. 
Which  none  elfe  durft  have  done ;  but  had  I  been 
That  Name,  which  I  dildain  to  fpcak  again, 

1  needed  not  have  fought  your  abjedl  Fortunes, 
Come  to  partake  your  Fate,  to  die  with  you. 
W.hat  hindred  me  toVe  led  my  conquering  Eagles 
To  fill  OBsvifts's  Bands?  I  could  have  been 

A  Traitor  then,  a  glorious  happy  Traitor, 
And  not  have  been  £o  call'd. 

Ant.  Forgive  me,  Soldier : 
I've  been  too  paflionate. 

Vent.  You  thought  me  faHc; 
Thought  my  old  Age  bctray'd  you:  Kill  me.  Sir; 
Pray  kill  mej  yet- you  need  not,  your  Uakiodncfs 
Has  left  your  Sword  no  work. 

Ant.  I  did  not  think  Co; 
I  faid  it  in  my  Rage:  Pr'ythee  forgive  me: 
Why  did'ft  thou  tempt  my  Anger,  by  Difcoverr 
Of  what  I  would  not  hear  ? 

Vext.  No  Prince  but  you 
Could  merit  that  Sincerity  I  us'd, 
Nor  durfl:  another  Man  have  ventured  it; 
But  you,  e'rc  Love  mif-Ied  your  wandring  Eyes, 
Were  fiire  the  Chief  and  Bell  of  human  Race, 
Fram'd  in  the  very  Pride  and  Boaft  of  Nature, 
So  perfcft,  that  the  Gods  who  form'd  you  wonder'd 
At  their  own  Skill,  and  cry'd,  A  lucky  Hit 
Has  mended  our  Defign.    Tkcir  Envy  hindxed, 

Elf«^ 
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Elfc  you  had  been  Immortal,  and  a  Pattern, 

When  Heav'n  would  work  for  Oftentation  fake. 

To  Copy  out  again. 

.  Ant.  But  CUcpatrd 

Go  on ;  for  I  can  bear  it  now. 

Ver^t.  No  more.  [may'ft: 

Ant.  Thou  dar'ft    not    tnift  my  Paflion  ;     but  thou 
Thou  only  lov'ftj  the  reft  have  flatter'd  me.  [Word. 

Vtnt.  Heav'n's  Blefling  on  your  Heart,  for  that  kind 
May  I  believe  you  Love  mc?  Ipeak  again. 

Ant.  Indeed  I  do.    Speak  this,  and  this,  and  this. 

iHttg^ing  him. 
Thy  Praifcs  were  uiijuft;  but,  I'll  deferve  'cm, 
And  yet  mend  all.    Do  with  me  what  thou  wilt; 
Lead  me  to  Victory,  thou  know'ft  the  way. 

Vent.  And,  will  you  leave  this 

Ant.  Pr'ythee  do  not  curfe  her. 
And  Lwill  leave  her;  though,  Heav'n  knows,  I  lov« 
Beyond  Life,  Gonqueft,  Empire;  all,  but  Honour: 
But  I  will  Icaye  her. 

Vent.  That's  my  Royal  Mafter, 
And,  fliallwe  fight? 

Ant.  I  warrant  thee,  old  Soldier, 
Thou  fl^ak  behold  mc  once  again  in  Iron, 
And  at  the  Head  of  our  old  Troops,  that  beat 
The  Farthians,  cry  aloud.  Come  follow  me. 

Vent.  O  now  I  hear  my  Emperor !  in  that  word 
Oiiavius  fell.    Gods,  let  mc  fee  that  Day, 
And,  if  I  have  ten  Years  behind,  take  ail; 
I'll  thank  you  for  th'  Exchange. 

Ant.  Oh  Cleopatra  \ 

Vent.  Again? 

Ant.  I've  done:  in  that  laft  Sigh,  {he  went. 
CAfitr  (hall  know  what  'tis  to  force  a  Lover, 
From  all  he  holds  moft  dear. 

Vent.  Methinks  you  breath 
Another  Soul:  Your  Looks  are  more  Divine i 
Yoirfpeak  a  Heroe,  and  you  move  a  Cod. 

Ant.  O,  thou  haft  fir'd  mcj  my  Soul's  up  ia  Arms, 
And  Mans  each  Fart  about  mc :  Once  again, 
/  That 
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That  noble  Eagexncfs  of  Fight  has  fciz'd  mc; 
That  Eagerncfs,  with  which  I  darted  upward 
To  Cnjjim'  Camp :  In  vain  the  fteepy  Hill 
Oppos'd  ray  way  j  in  vain  a  War  of  Spears 
Sung  round  my  Head,  and  planted  all  my  Shield  j 
I  won  the  Trenches,  while  my  forcmoft  Men 
Lag'd  on  the  Plain  below. 

Vent.  Ye  Gods,  ye  Gods, 
For  fiich  another  Hour. 

Ant.  Come  on,  my  Soldier ! 
Our  Hearts  and  Arms  are  ftill  the  fame :  I  long 
Once  more  to  meet  our  Foes ;  that  Thou  and  I, 
Like  Time  and  Death,  marching  before  our  Troops, 
May  tafte  Fate  to  'em;  Mow  'em  out  a  Paflagc, 
And,  eritring  where  the  foremoft  Squadrons  yield. 
Begin  the  noble  Harvcft  of  the  Field.  \lMtunt. 


A  C  T   II.    SCENE    I. 

Enttr  Cleopatra,  Iras  and  Alexas. 

C/fo.TTT  H  AT  Ihall  I  do,  or  whither  (hall  I  turn? 
VV    VentUiui  has  o'ercome,  and  he  will  go. 

Jiltx,  He  goes  to  fight  for  you. 

Cleo.  Then  he  wouM  fee  me,  e're  he  went  to  fight : 
Flatter  me  not :  If  once  he  goes,  he's  lofl:  j 
And  all  my  Hopes  deftroy'd. 

Alex.  Does  this  weak  Paflion  % 

Become  a  mighty  Queen  ? 

Cleo.  I  am  no  Queen  j 
Is  this  to  be  a  Queen,  to  be  bcfieg'd 
By  yon  infulting  'Rximm ;  and  to  wait 
Each  Hour  the  Vigor's  Chain?  Thefe  Ills  are  fmalh 
For  Antmiy  is  loft,  and  I  can  mourn 
For  nothing  elfe  but  him.    Now  come,  OBAv'ms, 
I  have  no  more  to  lofe}  prepare  thy  Bands  ^ 
I'm  fit  to  be  a  Captive;  Antony 

Has 
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Has  taught  my  Mind  the  Fortune  of  a  Slave. 

Jras.  Call  Rcafon  to  aflift  you. 

Cleo.  I  have  none. 
And  none  would  have :  My  Love's  a  noble  Madncfs, 
Which  fhows  the  Caufe  delerv'd  it.    Moderate  Sorrow 
Fits  vulgar  Love;  and  for  a  vulgar  Man: 
But  I  have  lov'd  vrith  fuch  tranfccndent  PafTion, 
I  fbar'd,  at  firft,  quite  out  of  Reafons  view. 

And  now  am  loft  above  it No,  I'm  proud 

'Tis  thus :  Would  Antony  could  fee  me  now ; 

Think  you  he  would  notfigh?  though  he  muft  leave  me, 

Sure  he  would  figh ;  for  he  is  noble-natur'd. 

And  bears  a  tender  Heart :  I  know  him  well. 

Ah,  no,  I  know  him  notj  I  knew  him  onccj 

But  now  'tis  paft. 

Iras.  Let  it  be  paft  with  you : 
Forget  him,  Madam. 

Gt9.  Never,  never,  Jras, 
He  once  was  minej  and  once,  though  now  *tis  gon^i^ 
Leaves  a  faint  Image  of  Ppflcflion  ftill. 

Altx.  Think  him  Unconfttnt,  Cruel,  and  Ungrateful. 

Cleo.  I  cannot :  If  I  could,  thofc  Thoughts  were  vain* 
Faithlefs,  Ungrateful,  Cruel,  though  he  w, 
I  ftill  muft  love  him. 

'Esfiter  Charmion. 
Now,  what  News  my  Chttrmm  f 
Will  he  be  kind?  and,  will  he  not  forfake  me? 
Am  I  to  live  or  die  ?  nay,  do  I  live  ? 
Or  am  I  dead  ?  for,  when  he  gave  his  Anfwer, 
Fate  took  the  Word,  and  then  I  liv'd  or  dy'd. 

Chut.  I  found  him,  Madam- 

Clet.  A  long  Speech  preparing  ? 
If  thou  bring'ft  Comfort,  nafte,  and  give  itmcj 
For  never  was  more  need. 

Iras.  I  know  he  loves  you. 

C/e#.  Had  he  been  kind,  her  Eyes  had  told  me  Co,  ' 
Before  her  Tongue  could  fpeak  it :  Now  fhe  ftudies. 
To  Ibften  what  he  faid ;  but  give  me  Death, 
Juft  as  he  fent  it,  Charmm,  undilguis'd. 
And  in  the  Words  he  fpoke. 

Ch/ir. 
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(^r.  I  found  him  then 
Incompafs'd  round,  I  think,  with  Iron  Statues, 
So  mute,  fo  motionleft  his  Soldiers  flood. 
While  awfully  he  Gift  his  Eyes  about, 
And  evVy  Leader's  Hopes  and  Fears  furvey'd: 
Methought  he  look'd  refolv'd,  and  yet  not  pleas'd. 
When  he  beheld  me  ftrugling  in  the  Croud, 
He  blufh'd,  and  bade,  make  way. 

^lex.  There's  Comfort  yet. 

Char.  Ventidius  fixt  his  Eyes  upon  my  Paflage, 
Severely,  as  he  meant  to  frown  me  back. 
And  fuilenly  gave  place :  I  told  my  Men^» 
Juft  as  you  gave  it,  broken  and  difbrder'dj 
I  nurtibred  in  it  all  your  Sighs  and  Tears, 
And  while  I  mov'd  your  pitiful  BLequeft, 
That  you  but  only  beg'd  a  laft  Farewcl, 
He  fetch'd  an  inwaril  Groan,  and  cv'ry  time 
I  nam'd  you,  figh'd,  as  if  his  Heart  were  breakings 
But  fhun'd  my  Eyes,  and  guiltily  look'd  downj 
He  feem'd  not  now  that  awful  Ant$ny 
Who  (hook  an  arm'd  Aflcmbly  with  his  Nodj^ 
But  making  fliow  as  he  would  rub  his  £y«$» 
Di%uis'd  and  blotted  out  a  falling  Tear. 

Get.  Did  he  then  weep  ?  and  was  I  worth  a  Tear? 
If  what  thou  hafl  to  fay  be  not  as  plcafing. 
Tell  mc  no  more,  but  let  me  die  contented. 

Char.  He  bid  me  fay,  He  knew  himfclf  &  wd^ 
He  could  deny  you  nothing,  if  he  faw  youj 
And  thereferc-      .., - 

Cleo.  Thou  would'fl  fay,  he  would  not  fee  me? 

0}Mr.  And  therefore  beg'd  you  not  to  ufe  a  Povwr» 
Which  he  could  ill  rciiflj  yet  he  fhoold  ever 
Refpcifi  you  as  he  ought. 

Cleo.  Is  that  a  Word 
For  Antom  to  ufe  to  Cleopatra} 
Oh  that  faint  Word,  Rcipedi!  how  I  difdain  it } 
Difdain  my  fHf,  for  loving  after  it ! 
He  fhould  have  kept  that  word  for  cold  OSavU, 
Rcfpe<St  is  for  a  Wife:  Am  I  that  thing, 
T^  duii  ioiipid  Lump,  without  Defu-cs, 

And 
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And  without  Pow'r  to  give  'cm  ? 
^lex.  You  misjudge; 

You  fee  through  Love,  and  that  deludes  your  Sight : 

As,  what  is  ftrait,  fecms  crooked  through  the  Water  j 

But  I,  who  bear  m)rRcafon  undifturb'd. 

Can  fee  this  Antonf,  this  dreaded  Man, 

A  fearful  Slave,  who  fain  would  run  away, 

And  fhuns  his  Mafter's  Eyes:  If  you  purfue  him. 

My  Life  cn't,  he  flill  drags  a  Chain  along. 

That  needs  mufl:  clog  his  Flight. 

Cleo.  Could  I  believe  thee! 

Jllex.  By  ev'ry  Circumftance  I  know  he  loves. 

True,  he's  hard  preft,  by  Int'reft  and  by  Honour  j 

Yet  he  but  doubts,  and  parlies,  and  cafts  out 

Many  a  long  Look  for  Succour. 
Clee.  He  fends  word, 

He  fears  to  fee  my  Face.  * 

Alex.  And  would  yeu  more  ? 

He  fliows  his  Weaknefs  who  declines  the  Combat ; 

And  you  muft  urge  your  Fortune.    Could  he  fpeak 

More  plainly  ?  To  my  Ears,  the  Meffage  founds 

Come  to  my  Refcue,  Cleopatra,  come  j 

Come,  free  me  from  Ventidius;  from  my  Tyrant: 

Sec  mc,  and  give  me  a  Pretence  to  leave  him. 

I  hear  his  Trumpets.    This  way  he  muft  pafs. 

Plcafe  you,  retire  a  while;  I'll  work  him  firft. 

That  he  may  bend  more  cafie. 
Cleo.  You  fliall  rule  me; 

But  all,  I  fear,  in  vain.  [Exit  with  Char,  and  Iras. 

Alex.  I  fear  fo  too; 

Though  I  conccal'd  my  Thoughts,  to  make  her  bold : 

But,  'tis  our  utmoft  Means,  and  Fate  befriend  it. 

[  Withdravs. 

"Enter  Lidtors  veith  Fafces ;  one  bearing  the  Eagle :   Then  en- 
ter  Antony  with  Ventidius,  folloro'd  by    other    Com- 
manders. 
Ant.  OBavitu  is  the  Minion  of  blind  Chance, 

But  holds  from  Virtue  nothing. 
Vent.  Has  he  Courage  ? 
Ant.  But  juft  enough  to  fcalbn  him  from  Coward, 

O,  'tis  the  coldcft  Youth  upon  a  Charge, 

The 
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The  moft  deliberate  Fighter !  if  he  ventures 
(As  in  Illyria  once  they  fay  he  did 
To  ftorm  a  Town)  'tis  when  he  cannot  chufc, 
When  all  the  World  have  fixt  their  Eyes  upon  hiiUj 
And  then  he  lives  on  that  for  feven  Yeats  after, 
But,  at  a  clofc  Revenge  he  never  fails. 
Ven.  I  heard,  yo*  cnalleng'd  him. 
.Ant.  I  did,  Ventldius. 
"What  thihk'ft  thou  was  his  Anfwcr?  Tvras  fo  tame- 
He  ^id  he  had  more  •vrays  than  one  to  die  -, 
I  had  not. 
Ven.  Poor! 

Ant.  He  has  more  ways  than  one; 
But  he  would  chufe 'em  all  before  that  one. 
Vtn.  He  firft  would  ckufe  an  Ague,  or  a  Fever. 
jint.  No:  It  muft  be  an  Ague,  not  a  Fever: 
He  has  not  warmth  enough  to  die  by  that. 
Ven.  Or  old  Age,  and  a  Bed. 
Ant.  Ay,  there's  his  Choice. 
He  would  live,  hke  a  Lamp,  to  the  laft  wink. 
And  crawl  upon  the  utraoft  verge  of  Life : 
O  Hercules!  Why  fliould  a  Man  like  this. 
Who  dares  not  truft  his  Fate  for  one  great  Adlion, 
Be  all  the  Care  of  Heav'n?  Why  {hould  he  Lord  it 
O'er  fourfcore  thousand  Men,  of  whom  each  one 
Is  braver  than  himfclf  ? 

Ven.  You  conquer'd  for  him: 
Thilippi  knows  it ;  there  you  fhar'd  with  him 
That  Empire,  which  your  Sword  made  all  your  own, 

Ant.  Fool  that  I  was,  upon  my  Eagles  Wings 
I  bore  this  Wren,  'till  I  was  tir'd  with  ibaring. 
And  now  he  mounts  above  me. 
Good  Heav'ns,  is  this,  is  tlus  the  Man  who  braves  me? 
Who  bids  my  Age  make  way  ?  Drives  me  before  him. 
To  the  World's  Ridge,  and  Iweeps  me  off  like  Rubbilh  ? 
Ven.  Sir,  we  lofe  time ;  the  Troops  arc  mounted  all. 
Ant.  Then  give  the  word  to  March: 
I  long  to  leave  this  Pri&n  of  a  Town, 
To  join  thy  Lcgioasj  and,  in  open  Field, 
Once  more  to  Inow  my  Face    Lead,  my  Delivetcr. 
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Enter  Alcxas. 

^x.  Great  Emperor, 
T«  mighty  Arms  renown'd  above  Mankifld> 
But,  in  foft  Pity  to  th'  oppreft,  a  God  : 
This  Mcflage  fends  the  mournful  Cleopatra 
To  her  departing  Lord, 

Ven.  Smooth  Sycophant! 

jflex.  A  thoufand  Wiflics,  and  ten  thoufand  Prayers, 
Millions  ot  Bleffmgs  wait  you  to  the  Wars, 
Millions  of  Sighs  and  Tears  flic  fends  you  too. 
And  would  have  fent 
As  many  dear  Embraces  to  your  Arras, 
As  many  parting  Kiflcs  to  your  LipS} 
But  thoie,  flie  fears,  have  weary'd  you  already. 

Ven.  [yiftde.']  Falfe  Crocodile! 

Alex.  And  yet  fhc  begs  not  now,  you  would  not  leare  hel". 
That  were  a  Wiih  too  mighty  for  her  Hopes,        [Love, 
Too  prefuming  for   her  low  Fortune,  and  your  ebbing 
That  were  a  Wifli  for  her  more  profp'rous  Days, 
Her  blooming  Beauty,  and  your  growing  Kindnefc. 

Mt.  [Afide^  Well,  I  muft  Man  it  out}  What  wouU 
the  Queen  ? 

Alex.  Firft,  to  thefe  noble  Warriors,  who  attend 
Your  daring  Courage  in  the  Chafe  of  Fame, 
(Too  daring,  and  too  dang'rous  for  her  Quiet) 
She  h.umbly  recommends  all  flic  holds  dear. 
All  her  own  Cares  and  Fears,  the  Care  of  you. 

Ven.  Yes,  witnefs  AHium. 

Ant.  Let  him  fpeak,  VentUius. 

Alex.  You,  when  his  matchlefs  Valour  bears  him  for- 
With  Ardor  too  Hcroick,  on  his  Foes  [ward. 

Fall  down,  as  fhe  would  do,  before  his  Feetj 
Lye  in  his  way,  and  flop  the  Paths  of  Death  j 
Ttll  him,  this  God  is  not  invulnerable, 
That  abfcnt  Cleopatra  bleeds  in  him ; 
And,  that  you  may  remember  her  Petition, 
She  begs  you  wear  thele  Trifles,  as  a  Pawn, 
Which,  at  your  wiflic  Return,  flie  will  redeem 

[Gives  Jewels  fo  the  OmtUtmdefs. 
With  all  the  Wealth  of  MsyPt: 

This, 
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This,  to  the  great  Ventlaius  fhe  prefcnts. 
Whom  (he  can  never  count  her  Enemy, 
Becaufe  he  lores  her  Lord. 

Vm.  Tell  her  I'll  none  on'tj 
I'm  not  afham'd  of  honeft  Poverty : 
Not  all  the  Diamonds  of  the  Eaft  can  bribe 
Vtntidius  from  his  Faith.    I  hope  to  fee 
Thcfe,  and  the  reft  of  all  her  Iparkling  Storey 
"Where  they  fball  more  defervingly  be  plac'd. 
Am.  And  who  muft  wear  'em  then  ? 
Ven.  The  wrong'd  OUavia. 
^int.  You  might  have  ipar'd  that  word, 
Vm.  And  he  that  Bribe. 
Jint.  But  have  I  no  remembrance? 
Alex.  Yes,  a  dear  one : 
Your  Slave,  the  Queen——— 
Ant.  My  Miftreis. 
Alex.  Then  your  Miftreis, 
Your  Miftrcfs  would,  fhe  fays,  have  fcnt  her  Soi^," 
But  that  you  had  long  fince ;  ftie  humbly  begs 
This  Ruby  Bracelet,  let  with  bleeding  Hearts, 
(The  Emblems  of  her  own)  may  bind  your  Arm. 

[Frefeming  a  Bracelet] 
Ven.  Now,  my  bcft  Lord,  in  Honours  .Name,  I  ask  you. 
For  Manhooa's  lake,  and  for  your  own  dear  Safety, 
Touch  not  thefc  poifon'd  Gifts, 
Infcfted  by  the  Sender,  touch  'em  not, 
Mir  ads  of  blueft  Plagues  lie  underneath  'em. 
And  more  than  Aconite  has  dipt  the  Silk. 

Ant.  Nay,  now  you  grow  too  Cyaical,  VemitBm. 
A  Lady's  Favours  may  be  worn  with  Honcur. 
What,  to  rcfufe  her  Bracelet !  On  my  Soul, 
When  1  lye  penfive  in  my  Tent  alone, 
'Twill  pais  the  wakeful  Hours  of  Winter  NighU, 
To  tell  thole  preciy  Beads  upon  my  Arm, 
To  count  for  every  one  a  ibft  Embrace, 
A  melting  Kifs  at  liich  and  fuch  a  timej 
And  now  and  then  the  Fury  of  her  Love, 
When And  what  Harm's  in  this? 
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Alex.  None,  none,  my  Lord, 
But  what's  to  her,  that  now  'tis  paft  for  ever. 
jint.  [Going  to  tie  it.]  We  Soldiers  arc  Co  aukward— — 

help  me  tie  it. 
Alex.  In  faith,  my  Lord,  we  Courtiers  too  arc  aukward 
In  thcfe  Affairs :  So  are  all  Men  indeed  j 
Ev'n  I,  who  am  not  one.    But  Ihall  I  Ipeak? 
Ant.  Vcs,  freely. 

A'ex.  Then,  my  Lord,  fair  Hands  alone 
Arc  fit  to  tie  itj  fhe,  who  fcnt  it,  can. 

Ven.  Hdl,  Death  j  this  Eunuch  Pandar  ruins  you. 
You  will  not  fee  her  ? 

[Alexas  vhijpers  m  Attendant,  who  goes  out. 
Ant.  But  to  take  my  Leave. 

Ven.  Then  I  have  waHi'd  an  JEthiope.    Y'are  undone; 
Y'are  in  the  Toils ;  y'are  taken  j  y'are  deflroy'd : 
Her  Eyes  do  Cdfar's  work. 
A»t.  You  fear  too  foon. 
I'm  conftant  to  my  felf :  I  know  my  Strength ; 
And  yet  fhe  fliall  not  thiak  me  barbarous  neither, 
Born  in  the  Depths  of  Africk :  I'm  a  Roman, 
Bred  to  the  Rules  of  foft  Humanity. 
A  Gueft,  and  kindly  us'd,  fliould  bid  Farewel. 

Ven.  You  da  not  know 
How  weak  you  are  to  her,  how  much  an  Infant ; 
You  are  not  proof  againft  a  Smile,  or  Glance; 
A  Sigh  will  quite  difarm  you. 

Ant.  See,  flie  comes ! 
Now  you  Ihall  find  your  Error.    Gods,  I  thank  you 
I  form'd  the  Danger  greater  than  it  was. 
And  now  'tis  near,  'tis  leffen'd. 
Ven.  Mark  the  end  yet. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmion  gryl  Ira?. 
Ant.  Well,  Madam,  we  arc  met. 
Cleo.  Is  this  a  Meeting? 
Then,  we  muft  part  ? 
Ant.  We  muft. 
Cfeo.  Who  fays  we  muft? 
Ant.  Our  own  hard  Fates. 
Cleo.  We  make  thofe  Fates  our  fclves. 

Ant. 
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Ant.  Yes,  wc  have  made  'cm ;  we  have  lov'd  each  o- 
Into  our  mutual  Ruin.  [ther 

Cko.  Thfi  Gods  have  fecn  my  Joys  with  envious- Eyes  j 
I  have  no  Friends  in  Heav'nj  and  til  the  World, 
(As  'twere  the  bus'nefs  of  Mankind  to  part  us) 
Is  arm'd  againft  my  Love :  Ev'n  you  your  lelf 
Join  with  the  reft  j  you,  ycu  are  arm'd  againll:  me. 

Ant.  I  will  be  juftify'd  in  all  I  do 
To  late  Pofterity,  and  therefore  hear  me. 
If  I  mix  a  Lie 

With  any  Truth,  reproach  me  freely  with  it; 
Elfe,  favour  me  with  Silence. 

Cko.  You  command  me. 
And  I  am  diimb. 

Yen.  I  like  this  well:  He  ihows  Authority. 

Ant.  That  I  derive  my  Ruin 
From  you  alone 

Cko.  O  Heav'ns!  I  ruin  you! 

Ant.  You  promis'd  me  your  Silence,  and  you  break  it 
Ere  I  have  fcarce  begun. 

Cko.  Well,  I  obey  you. 

Ant.  When  I  beheld  you  firft,  it  was  in  Mgy^t^ 
Ere  Cifar  faw  your  Eyes  j  you  gave  me  Love, 
And  were  too  young  to  know  itj  that  I  fetled 
Your  Father  in  his  Throne,  was  for  your  fake, 
I  left  th'  Acknowledgment  for  time  to  ripen. 
CAfar  ftept  in,  and  with  a  greedy  Hand 
Pluck'd  the  green  Fruit,  ere  the  firft  Blufh  of  red. 
Yet  cleaving  to  the  Bough.    He  was  my  Lord, 
And  was,  befide,  too  great  for  me  to  rival. 
But,  I  dcferv'd  you  firil,  tho'  he  enjoy'd  you. 
When,  after,  I  beheld  you  in  (Alicia, 
An  Enemy  to  Rorm,  I  pardon'd  you. 

Cko.  I  cjear'd  my  felf 

Ant.  Again  you  break  your  Promifc. 
I  lov'd  you  ftill,  and  took  your  weak  Excufer, 
Took  you  into  my  Bofom,  ftain'd  by  C&farf 
And  not  half  mine :  I  went  to  ^gyft  with  you. 
And  hid  me  from  the  Bus'nefs  of  the  World, 
Shut  out  enquiring  Nations  from  my  light, 

yoY.  IV.  K  Tw 
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To  give  whole  Years  to  you. 

Ven.  Yes,  to  your  Shame  be't  fpoken.  ^de. 

.Ant.  How  I  lov'd 
'Witnefs  ye  Days  and  Nights,  and  all  ye  Hours,^ 
"That  danc'd  away  with  Down  upon  your  Feet, 
As  all  your  Bus'nefs  w^ere  to  count  my  Paflion. 
One  Day  paft  by,  and  nothing  faw  but  LovCj 
Another  came,  and  ftill  'twas  only  Love : 
The  Suns  were  weary'i  out  with  looking  on. 
And  I  untir'd  with  loving. 
I  few  you  cv'ry  Day,  and  all  the  Day; 
And  ev'ry  Day  w^as  ftill  but  as  the  firft: 
So  eager  was  I  ftill  to  fee  you  more. 
Ven.  'Tis  all  too  true. 
.Ant.  Fulvia,  niy  Wife,  grew  jealous,' 
As  fhe  indeed  had  reafon  j  rais'd  a  War 
-In  Italy,  to  call  me  back. 

Ven.  But  yet 
Vou  went  not. 

Ant.  While  within  your  Arms  I  lay^ 
The  World  fell  mouldring  from  my  Hands  each  Hour, 
'And  left  me  fcarce  a  grafp  (I  thank  your  Love  for't.) 
.      Ven.  Well  pufli'd:  That  laft  was  home. 
Cleo.  Yet  may  I  Ipeak  ? 
Ant.  If  I  have  urg'd  a  Falftiood,  yes;  elie,  not. 
Your  ,Silence  fays  I  have  not.    Fuhia  dy'dj 
(Paidon,  you  Gods,  with  my  Unkindnefs  dy'd.) 
To  fet  the  World  at  Peace,  I  took  OBiw'm, 
This  CAfiir's  Sifter}  in  her  pride  of  Youth 
And  flow'r  of  Beauty  did  I  wed  that  Lady, 
Whom  bluftiing  I  muft  praife,  bccaufe  I  left  her.' 
You  call'd ;  my  Love  obey'd  the  faral  Summons : 
This  rais'd  the  Roman  Arms ;  the  Caufe  v/as  yours. 
I  would  have  fought  by  Land,  where  I  was  ftrongerj 
You  hinder'd  it :  Yet,  when  I  fought  at  Sea, 
Forfook  me  fighting;  and  (oh  ftain  to  Honour! 
Oh  Lifting  Shame!)  I  knew  not  that  I  fledj 
But  fled  to  follow  you. 

Ven.  What  haftc  ft^e  made  to  hoift  her  purple  Sails? 
And,  to  appear  magoificenc  in  Flight, 
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Drew  half  our  Strength  away. 

Ant.  All  this  you  caus'd. 
And,  would  you  multiply  more  Ruins  on  ftic  ? 
This  honeft  Man,  my  beft,  my  only  Friend, 
Has  gathcr'd  up  the  Shipwrack  of  my  Fortunes; 
Twelve  Legions  I  have  left,  my  laft  Recruits,. 
And  you  have  watch'd  the  News,  and  bring  your  Eyes 
To  feize  them  too.    If  you  have  ought  to  aofwcr, 
Now  fpeak,  you  have  free  Leave, 

Alex.  [Afide.l  She  ftands  confounded: 
Dcfpair  is  in  her  Eyes. 

Ven.  Now  lay  a  Sigh  i'th'  way,  to  flop  his  Paflagc: 
Prepare  a  Tear,  and  bid  it  for  his  Legions  j 
]T\s  like  they  (hall  be  fold. 

Cko.  How  (hall  I  plead  myCaufe,when  you  myjudg* 
Already  have  condemn'd  me  ?  Shall  I  bring 
The  Love  you  bore  me  for  my  Advocate  ? 
That  now  is  turn'd  againft  me,  that  deftroys  mcj 
For,  Love  once  paft,  is,  at  the  beft,  forgotten  j 
But  oftncr  fours  to  Hate :  'twill  pleafe  my  Lord 
To  ruin  me,  and  therefore  I'll  be  guilty. 
But,  could  I  once  have  thought  it  would  have  pleas'd  yoi»," 
That  you  would  pry,  with  narrow  fcarching  Eyes 
Into  my  Faults,  feverc  to  my  Dcftrudtioa, 
And  watching  all  Advantages  with  Care, 
That  fcrvc  to  make  me  wi etched?  Speak,  my  Lord, 
Fer  I  end  here.    Though  I  defervc  this  ufage, 
.  Was  it  like  you  to  give  it  ? 
Ant.  O  you  wrong  me. 
To  think  I  fought  this  Parting,  or  defir'd 
To  accufc  you  more  than  what  will  clear  nay  fclf. 
And  juftifie  this  Breach. 

Cleo.  Thus  low  I  thank  you. 
And,  fince  my  Innocence  will  not  offend, 
I  fhall  not  blufh  to  own  it. 

Ven.  After  this 
I  think  fhe'll  blufh  at  nothing. 

dee.  You  feem  griev'd, 
CAnd  therein  you  are  kind)  that  Cey^  firft 
Enjoy'd  my  Love,  though  you  dcferv'd  it  better: 
K  z 
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I  grieve  for  that,  my  Lord,  much  more  than  youj 

For,  had  I  firft  been  yours,  it  would  have  lav'd 

My  fecond  Choice:  I  never  had  been  his, 

/nd  ne'er  had  been  but  yours.    But  C£far  firft. 

You  fay,  pofiTcfs'd  my  Love.    Not  {o,  my  Lord : 

He  firft  poflefs'd  my  Perfon  5  you  my  Love : 

Cdifiir  lov'd  msj  but  I  lov'd  Antony. 

If  I  endur*d.liim  after,  'twa?  becaufe 

I  judg'd  it  due  to  the  firft  Name  of  Men ; 

And,  half  conftraiu'd,  I  gave,  as  to  a  Tyrant, 

What  he  would  take  by  force. 

Yen.  O  Syren!  Syren! 
Yet  grant  that  all  the  Lore  (he  boafts  were  truCj 
Has  (he  not  ruin'd  you  ?  I  ftill  urge  that, 
.The  fatal  Confequcnce. 

C/etf.  The  Confequcnce  indeed. 
For  I  dare  Challenge  him,  my  grcateft  Foe, 
To  fay  it  was  defign'd :  'Tis  true,  I  lov'd  you. 
And  kept  you  far  trom  an  uneafie  Wife, 
(Such  Fulvia  was  .J 

Yes,  but  he'll  fay,  you  left  OMavU  for  me ;■■ 
And,  can  you  blame  me  to  receive  that  Love, 
Which  quitted  fuch  Defert,  for  worthlefs  me? 
How  often  have  I  wifli'd  fome  other  Ctpur, 
Great  as  the  firft,  and  as  the  fecond  Young, 
Would  court  my  Love,  to  be  rcfus'd  for  you  fi 

Vent. Words,  words ;  but  ABlnm,  Sir, remember  AB'tum. 

Cieo.  Ev'n  there,  I  dare  his  Malice.    True,  I  counfel'd 
To  fight  at  Seaj  but,  I  betray'd  you  not, 
I  fled ;  but  not  to  th'  Enemy.    Twas  Fear ; 
Would  1  had  been  a  Man,  not  to  have  feai'd. 
For  none  would  then  have  envy'd  me  your  Ff iendfliip , 
Who  envy  me  your  Love. 

Ant.  We're  both  unhappy : 
If  nothing  elfe,  yet  our  ill  Fortune  parts  us. 
Speak }  Would  you  have  me  perifli,  by  vay  Stay  ? 

Clto.  If  as  a  Friend  you  ask  my  Judgmeot,  Goj 
If  as  a  Lover,  Stay.    If  you  muft  pcrifli : 
'Tis  a  hard  Word  j  but  itay , 
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-  Vent.  See  now  th'Effefts  of  her  To  boafled  Love! 
S^ie  ftrives  to  drag  you  down  to  Ruin  with  her: 
But,  could  (he  fcape  without  you,  oh  how  foon 
Would  (he  let  go  her  hold,  and  hafte  to  ihore. 
And  never  look  behind ! 
Cleo.  Then  judge  my  Love  by  this. 

[Giving  Antony  a  Writing^: 

Could  I  have  born 

A  Life  or  Death,  a  Happinefi  or  Woe 

From  yours  divided,  this  had  giv'n  me  means. 

Ant.  By  HerchUf,  the  Writing  of  OJiaxias! 
I  know  it  v/ell :  'tis  that  profcribing  Hand, 
Young  as  it  was,  that  led  the  way  to  mine. 
And  lefc  me  but  the  fccond  Place  in  Marder 
Sec,  fee,  VttitUius!  here  he  oners  JEgyp, 
And  joins  all  Syrtd  to  it,  as  a  Prcfent, 
So,  in  requital,  (he  forfake  my  Fortunes, 
And  join  her  Arms  with  his. 

Cleo.  And  yet  you  leave  me ! 
You  leave  me,  jintony-,  and,  yet  I  love  you. 
Indeed  I  do:  I  have  rcfus'd  a  Kingdom, 
That's  a  Trifle: 

For  I  could  part  with  Lifci  with  any  thing, 
But  only  you.  O  let  me  die  but  with  you! 
Is  that  a  hard  Requeft  ? 

Ant.  Next  living  with  you, 
'Tis  all  that  Heav'n  can  give. 

Alex.  He  melts;  we  Conquer.  [Ajldt. 

Cleo.  No :  You  fhall  go :  Your  Int'reft  calls  you  hence ; 
Yes ;  your  dear  Int'reft  pulls  too  ftrong,  for  thcfe 

Weak  Arms  to  hold  you  here [Takes  his  Hmd^. 

Go;  leave  me.  Soldier; 

(For  you're  no  more  a  Lover :)  leave  me  dying : 

Pufli-  me  all  pale  and  panting  from  your  Bofom, 

And,  when  your  March  begins,  let  one  run  after 

Breathlels  almoft  for  Joy;  and  cry,  Ihe's  dead: 

The  Soldiers  fhout ;  you  then  perhaps  may  figh. 

And  mufter  all  your  Roman  Gravity; 

Vtntidius  chides ;  and  ftrait  your  Brow  clears  up, 

As  I  had  never  been. 

K  3  AfW. 


Ill       All  y2?r  Love;  Or, 

^nt.  Gods,  'tis  too  much;  too  much  for  Man  to  bcirl 

Cleo.  What  is't  for  me  then, 
A  weak  forfaken  Woman?  and  a  Lover ? 
Here  let  me  breathe  my  laft;  Envy  me  not 
This  Minute  in  your  Arms:  I'll  die  apace: 
As  faft  as  e'er  I  can;  and  end  your  Trouble. 

Ant.  Die!  Rather  let  me  perifh:  Loofen'd  Nature 
Leap  from  its  Hinges,  fink  the  Props  of  Heav'n, 
And  fall  the  Skies  to  crufh  the  neathcr  World. 
My  Eyes,  my  Soul;  my  all!  \I.mbrncts  htr. 

Vent.  And  what's  this  Toy 
In  Ballance  with  your  Fortune,  Honour,  Fame? 

Ata.  What  is't,  Ventiiiius !  it  out-wcighs  'cm  allj 
Why,  we  have  more  than  conquer'd  Cdifar  now: 
My  Qiieen's  not  only  Innocent,  but  Loves  me. 
This,  this  is  fhe  who  drags  me  down  to  Ruin ! 
But,  could  flie  fcape  without  me,  with  what  halle 
Would  fhe  let  flip  her  hold,  and  make  to  fhore. 
And  never  look  behind ! 
Down  on  thy  Knees,  Blafphcmcr  as  thou  art. 
And  ask  Forgivenefs  of  wrong'd  Innocence. 

Vent.  I'll  rather  die,  than  take  it.    Will  you  go  ? 

jint.  Go!  Whither?  Go  from  all  that's  Excellcm} 
Faith,  Honour,  Virtue,  all  good  Things  forbid, 
That  I  fl^.ould  go  from  her,  who  fets  my  Love 
Above  the  Price  of  Kingdoms.    Give,  you  Gods, 
Give  to  your  Boy,  your  Cxfar, 
This  Rattle  of  a  Globe  to  play  withal. 
This  Gu-gau  World,  and  put  him  cheaply  off: 
I'll  not  be  pleas'd  with  lefs  than  Cleopatra. 

dee.  She's  wholly  yours.  '  My  Heart's  Co  full  of  Joy,' 
That  I  fhall  do  fome  wild  Extravagance 
Of  Love,  in  publick;  and  the  foolifh  World, 
"Which  knows  not  Tenderncfs,  will  think  me  Mad. 

Vent.  O  Women!  Women!  Women!  all  the  Gods 
,  Have  not  fuch  Pow'r  of  doing  good  to  Man, 
As  you  of  doing  harm.  [Exit. 

Ant.  Our  Men  are  arm'd. 
Unbar  the  Gate  that  looks  to  Oifars  Camp; 
1  would  revenge  the  Treachery  he  meant  me: 
'  '  -  -         And 
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And  long  Security  makes  Conqueft  eafie. 

I'm  earej:  to  return  before  I  go ; 

For,  all   tif»  Pleafures  I  have  known,  beat  tlyck 

On  my  ReiiiCmNrance:  How  I  long  for  Night! 

That  I  olh  the  Sweets  of  mutual  Love  may  try. 

And  Triumph  once  o-'ei"  Ca[iw  e're  wc  die,  \JE.xitmi. 


ACT    III.    SCENE    L 

Mt'ane  Door,  enter  Cleopatra,  Charm  on,  Iras,  and  Alcxas, 
(i  Truvi  of  ^-Egyptians:  At  the  other,  Antony  and  Ro- 
rrians.  The  Entrance  on  both  Side:  is  prepay'd  by  Mufick  ; 
the  Trumpets  fivjl  fowiding  en  Antony V  Part :  Tien  an- 
ftter'd  by  Timbrels,  8cc.  on  ClcopatraV.  Charmion  cmd 
Iras  hold  a  Laurel  Wreath  betw  xt  them.  A  Dunce  of 
^Egyptians.  After  the  Ceremony,  Cleopatra^  Cr<iifm 
Antony. 

AntX  Thought  how  thofc  white  Arms  would  fold  me  in, 

X  And  ftrain  me  clofe,  and  melt  me  into  Lovc; 
So  plcas'd  with  that  fweet  Image,  I  fprung  forwards. 
And  added  all  my  Strength  to  every  Blow. 

Cleo.  Come  to  me,  come,  my  Soldier,  to  my  Arms, 
You've  been  too  long  away  from  my  Embraces  j 
But,  when  I  have  you  faft,  and  all  my  own. 
With  broken  Murmurs,  and  with  amorous  Sighs, 
I'll  lay,  you  were  unkind,  and  punifh  you. 
And  mark  you  red  with  many  an  eager  Kifs. 

Ant.  My  brighter  Venus  ! 

Cleo.  O  my  greater  Mars! 

Ant.  Thou  join'll  us  well,  my  Love! 
Suppofc  me  come  from  the  fhlegrAan  Plains^ 
"Where  gafping  Giants  lay,  cleft  by  my  Sword/ 
And  Mountain  tops  par'd  off  each  other  blow, 
To  bufy  thofe  I  flew:  Receive  me,  Goddefs: 
Let  CAptr  fpread  his  fubtile  Nets,  like  Vnlctmy 
la  thy  Embraces  I  would  be  beheld 
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By  Hcav'n  and  Earth  at  once ; 

And  make  their  Envjr  what  they  meant  their  Sport, 

Let  thofe  vrho  took  us  blufli ;  I  would  love  on 

With  awful  State,  regardlefs  of  their  Frowns^ 

As  their  fuperior  God, 

There's  no  fatiety  of  Love,  in  thee; 

Enjoy'd,  thou  ftill  art  new ;  perpetual  Spriflg 

Is  in  thy  Arms  J  the  ripen'd  Fruit  but  falls. 

And  Bloflbms  rife  to  fill  its  empty  Place  j 

And  I  grow  rich  by  giving. 

Eratr  Vcntidius,  anifitmis  apart . 

Alex.  O,  now  the  Danger's  paft,  your  General  comes. 
He  joins  not  in  your  joys,  nor  minds  your  Triumphs  ; 
But,  with  contradicd  Brows,  looks  frowning  on,  - 
As  Envying  your  Succefs. 

Ant.  Now,  on  my  Soul,  he  loves  me;  truly  loves  mcj 
He  never  ^Satter'd  me  in  any  Vice, 
But  awes  me  with  his  Virtue:  Ev'n  this  Minute 
Methinks  he  has  a  Right  of  chiding  me. 
Lead  to  the  Temple:  I'll  avoid  his  Prefcflcej 
It  checks  too  flrong  upon  me.  {Exeunt  tJti  refi. 

\_As  Antony  is  going,  Vcntidius  fulls  him  by  the  Rth, 

Vent,  Emperor. 

Ant.  *Tis  the  old  Argument;  I  prethec  {pare  me. 

[Loolang  back; 

Vent.  But  this  one  hearing.  Emperor. 

Ant.  Let  go 
My  Robe;  or,  by  my  Father  Hercules 

Vettt.  By  Hercnles's  Father,  that's  yet  greater, 
I  bring  you  fomewhat  you  would  wifh  to  know. 

Ant.  Thou  fce'ft  we  are  obferv'd;  attend  me  here. 
And  I'll  return.  [Exit. 

Vent.  I'm  waining  in  his  Favour,  yet  I  love  him  j 
I  love  this  Man,  who  runs  to  meet  his  Ruin; 
And,  fure  the  Gods,  like  me,  are  fond  of  him : 
His  Virtues  lye  fo  mingled  with  his  Crimes, 
As  would  confound  their  Choice  to  punifh  one. 
And  not  reward  the  other. 

Enter  Antony. 

jint.  Wc  can  Conquer, 

Tou 
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You  fee,  without  your  Aid. 

Wc  have  diflodg'd  their  Troops, 

They  look  on  us  at  diflance,  and,  like  Curs 

Scap'd  from  the  Lions  paws,  they  bay  far  off. 

And  lick  their  Wounds,  and  faintly  threaten  War. 

Five  thoufand  Romms  with  their  Faces  upward 

Lye  brcathiefs  on  the  Plain. 

Vent.  "Tis  well:  And  he 
Who  loft  'em,  could  havefpar'd  ten  thoufand  more. 
Yet  if,  by  this  Advantage,  you  could  gain 
An  ea/icr  Peace,  while  CAfar  doubts  the  Chance 

Of  Arms! 

Ant.  O  think  not  on't,  Ventidius } 
The  Boy  purfues  my  Ruin,  he'll  no  Peace:  ' 
His  Malice  is  coniiderate  in  Advantage} 
O,  he's  the  cooleft  Murderer,  fo  ftanch. 
He  kills,  and  keeps  his  Temper. 

Vent.  Have  you  no  Friend 
In  all  his  Army,  who 'has  Power  to  move  him? 
i'lecmefj,  or  Agrip^n  might  do  much. 

Aru.  They're  both  too  deep  in  Cufar^s  Interefts. 
We'll  work  it  out  by  dint  of  Sword,  or  perifh. 
Vent.  Fain  I  would  find  fome  other. 
Ant.  Thank  thy  Love.  -    - 

Some  four  or  five  fuch  Vidlories  "as  this^ 
Will  fave  thy  farther  Pains. 

Vent.  ExpeA  no  ffiorej  C&pir  is  on  his  Guard: 
I  know,  Sir,  you  have  conquer'd  againll  oddsj 
But  ftill  you  draw  Supplies  from  one  poor  Town, 
And  oi  ^gy^t'mns:  He  has  all  the  World, 
And,  at  his  Beck,  Nations  come  pouring  in. 
To  fill  the  Gaps  you  make.    Pray  think  again. 

Ant.  Why  doft  thou  drive  me  from  my  ielf,  to  fcarch 
For  Foreign  Aids?  to  hunt  my  Memory, 
And  range  all  o'er  a  wafte  and  barren  Place 
To  find  a  Friend  ?  The  Wretched  have  no  Friends 
-Yet  I  had  one,  the  braveft  Youth  of  Rome, 
Whom  C&far  loves  beyond  the  Love  of  Women  j 
He  could  refolve  his  Mind,  as  Fire  docs  Wax, 
From  that  hard  ringed  Image,  melt  him  down, 

K  /  And- 
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And  mould  him  in  what  foftcr  Form  he  pleas'd. 

VeTJt.  Him  would  I  fee;  that  Man  of  all  the  World: 
Juft  fuch  a  one  we  want. 

./int.  He  lov'd  me  too, 
I  was  his  Soul;  he  liv'd  not  but  in  me: 
We  were  fo  clos'd  within  each  others  Breafts,' 
The  Rivets  were  not  found  that  join'd  us  firft. 
That  does  not  reach  us  yet :  We  were  fo  mixt, 
As  meeting  Streams,  both  to  our  felves  were  loft; 
We  were  one  mafs  j  we  could  not  give  or  take. 
But  from  the  fame;  for  he  was  I,  I  he. 

Vent.  He  moves  as  I  would  wilh  him.  l^Ajidel 

Ant.  After  this, 
I  need  not  tell  his  Name :  'Twas  Dtlaiella. 

Vent.  He's  now  in  C&far's  Camp. 

Ant.  No  matter  where. 
Since  he's  no  longer  mine.    He  took  unkindly 
That  I  forbade  him  Cleopdtra's  Sight; 
Becaufe  I  fear'd  he  lov'd  her :  He  confeft 
He  had  a  Warmth,  which,  for  my  fake,  he  ftifledj 
Tor  'twere  impoffible  that  two,  fo  one. 
Should  not  have  iov'd  the  fame.    When  he  departed, ' 
He  took  no  leave ;  and  that  confirm'd  my  Thoughts. 

Vent.  It  argues  that  he  lov'd  you  more  than  her, 
life  he  had  ftaid;  but  he  perceiv'd  you  jealous, 
iAnd  would  not  grieve  his  Friend :  I  know  he  loves  yoB^ 

Ant.  I  (hould  have  feen  him  then  e'er  now. 

Vent.  Perhaps 
He  has  thus  long  been  lab'ring  for  your  Peace. 

Ant.  Would  he  were  here. 

Vent.  Woi  d  you  believe  he  lov'd  you  ? 
1  read  your  Anfwer  in  your  Eyes  j  you  would. 
Not  to  conceal  it  longer,  he  has  fent 
A  Mcfl'enger  from  Ca/ot's  Camp,  with  Letters^. 

Ant.  Let  him  appear. 

Vent.  I'll  bring  him  inftantly. 

{E.xit  Ventidius,  and  re-enters  immediately  tfith  DolabcHa,' 

Ant.  'Tis  he  himfelf,  himfelf,  by  holy  Friendfliip ! 

\_Runs  to  embrace  him. 
'Art  thou  retxirn'd  at  laft,  jny  better  half? 

Comet 
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Come,  give  me  all  my  felf. 

Let  me  not  live. 

If  the  young  Bridegroom,  longing  for  his  Night, 

Was  ever  half  fo  fond. 

Bold,.  1  muft  be  fileat ;  for  my  Soul  is  bufie 
About  a  nobler  Work :  She's  new  come  home. 
Like  a  long-abfent  Man,  and  wanders  o'er 
Each  Room,  a  Stranger  to  her  own,  to  look 
Ifallbefafe. 

j!bit.  Thou  haft  what's  left  of  me. 
For  I  am  now  ^o  funk  from  what  I  was, 
Thou  find'ft  me  at  my  loweft  Water-mark. 
The  Rivers  that  ran  in,  and  rais'd  my  Fortunes,)  . 
Are  all  dry'd  up.  or  take  another  courfc: 
What  1  have  kft  \%  from  my  native  Spring; 
I've  (It  11  a  Heart  that  fwells,  in  Scorn  of  Fate,' 
And  lifts  me  to  my  Banks. 

Doin   Srill  you  are  Lord  of  all  the  World  to  me» 
Aat.  Why,  then  I  yet  am  foj  for  thou  art  aU.  • 
If  I  had  any  Joy  when  thou  wert  Abfent, 
I  t^rudg' '  it  to  my  felf  j  merhought  I  robb'd 
Thee  of  thy  Part.    But,  Oh  my  DelaMla  ! 
Thou  haft  beheld  me  other  than  I  am. 
Hi.ft  thou  not  ieen  my  Morning  Chambers  fill'd 
With  Sceprcr'd  Slaves,  who  waited  to  falutc  me; 
With  Eaftern  Monarchs,  who  forgot  the  Sun, 
To  woiftiip  my  Upriling?  Menial  Kings 
Ran  courling  up  and  down  my  Palace-yard, 
Stood  liknt  in  my  Prefence,  watch'd  my  Eyes, 
And,  at  my  leaft  Command,  all  ftarted  out 
Like  Racers  to  the  Goal. 

Dola.  Slaves  to  your  Fortune. 
Ant.  Fortune  is  Cdfar's  now;  and  what  am  I? 
Venf.  What  you  have  made  your  felf;  I  will  not  flatter. 
Ant.  Is  this  friendly  done  ? 

Bola.  Yes,  when  Ls  End  is  to,  I  muft  join  with  him  j 
Indeed  I  muft,  and  yet  you  muft  not  chide : 
Why  am  I  t  lie  your  Friend  ? 

ji).t   Take  heed,  young  Man, 
How  ihoa  upbiaid'ft  my  Love :  The  Que,cn  has  Eyes, 

Ane 
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And  thou  too  haft  a  Soul.    Canft  thou  remember 
When,  fwcli'd  with  hatred,  thou  beheld'ft  her  firft 
As  acceflary  to  thy  Brother's  Death? 

Dola.  Sparc  my  Remembrance  j  'twas  »  guilty  Day, 
And  ftill  the  Bluih  hangs  here. 

jint.  To  clear  her  feS", 
For  fending  him  no  Aid,  (ho  came  from  E^pty 
Her  Gaily  down  the  Silver  Cytlnos  row'd. 
The  tackling  Silk,  the  Strearaers  wav'd  witkGold, 
The  gentle  Winds  were  l«dg'd  in  purple  Sails: 
Her  Nymphs,  l\ke  Nereids,  round  her  Couch  were  plac'd; 
Where  (he,  another  Sea-born  Vetms,  lay. 

Dela.  No  more :  I  would  not  hear  it. 

./«jr.  O,  you  muft ! 
She  lay,  and  leant  her  Check  upon  her  Hand, 
And  caft  a  Look  Co  langiiiftiingly  fweet, 
As  if,  fecure  of  all  Beholders  Hearts, 
Ncglefting  fhc  could  take  'em;  Boys,  like  CufUs, 
Stood  fanning,  vith  thdr  painted  Wings,  the  Wind* 
That  plaid  abo\it  her  Face:  But  if  ftie  fmiPd, 
A  darting  Glory  fecm'd  to  blaze  abroad : 
That  Mens  deiiiihg  Eyes  were  never  weary'd  j 
But  hung  upon  the  ODJcft:  To  foft  Flutes 
The  Silver  Oars  kept  time;  and  while  they  plaid. 
The  Hearing  gave  new  Pkafure  to  the  Sight ; 
And  both  to  Tnought  i  'T was  Heav'n,  or  fomewhat  morci 
For  fhe  lb  charm'd  all  Hearts,  that  gazing  Crowds 
Stood  panting  on  the  Shore,  and  wanted  Breath 
To  give  their  welcome  Voice. 
Then,  DoUiella,  where  was  then  thy  Soul? 
■  Was  not  thy  Fury  quite  difarra'd  with'  Wonder  ? 
Didft  thou  not  (hrink  behind  me  from  thofe  Eyes, 
And  whifper  in  my  Ear,  Oh  tell  her  not 
That  I  accus'd  her  of  my  Brother's  Death  ? 

Dola.  And  fhould  ray  Weakncfs  be  a  Plea  for  yours? 
Mine  was  an  Age  when  Love  might  be  excus'd, 
When  kindly  Warmth,  and  when  my  fpringing  Youth 
Made  it  a  Debt  to  Nature.    Yours-- 

Veat  Speak  boldly. 
Youfs,  he  would  iky,  in  your  declining  Age, 

Whca, 
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when  no  more  Heat  was  left  but  what  you  forc'd. 

When  aU  the  Sap  was  needful  for  the  Trunk, 

"When  it  vrent  down,  then  you  conftrain'd  the  Courfc, 

And  robb'd  from  Nature,  to  fupply  Defire; 

In  you  (I  would  not  ufe  fo  harfli  a  Word) 

'Tis  but  plain  Dotage. 

Ant.  Ha! 

Dola.  'Twas  urg'd  too  home. 
But  yet  the  Lofs  was  private  that  I  made ; 
'Twas  but  my  fcif  I  loft :  I  loft  no  Legions } 
I  had  no  World  to  lofe,  no  People's  Love. 

Ant.  This  from  a  Friend  ? 

BOI0.  Yes,  Antony,  a  true  one; 
A  Friend  fo  tender,  that  each  word  I  (peak 
Stabs  my  own  Heart,  before  it  reach  your  Ear^ 
O,  judge  me  not  lefs  kind  bccaule  I  chide : 
To  C&Jar  I  excufc  you. 

Ant.  O  ye  Gods! 
Have  I  then  liv'd  to  be  excus'd  to  Ce^r? 

Dola.  As  to  yoUr  Equal. 

Ant.  Well,  he's  but  my  Equal: 
While  I  wear  this,  he  never  fhall  be  more. 

Dola.  I  bring  Conditions  from  lum. 

Ant.  Are  they  Noble  ? 
Methinks  thou  fl.ouldft  not  bring  'em  clfc;  yet  he 
Is  full  of  deep  Diflembling;  knows  no  Honour 
Divided  from  his  Int'reft.    Fate  miftook  himj 
For  Nature  meant  him  for  an  Ufurer, 
He's  fit  indeed  to  buy,  not  conquer  Kingdoms, 

Vent.  Then,  granting  this. 
What  Pow'r  was  theirs  who  wrought  fo  hard  a  Tempcf 
To  honourable  Terms ! 

Ant.  It  was  my  DolabeUa,  or  feme  God, 

Dola.  Nor  I ;  nor  yet  Mtc^mas,  nor  AgrippMi 
They  were  your  Enemies  j  and  I  a  Friend 
Too  weak  alone;  yet  'twas  a  Komans  Deed. 

Ant^  Twas  like  a  Rxman  done:  Show  me  tliat  Man 
Who  has  picierv'd  my  Life,  my  Love,  my  Honour; 
Let  nic  but  fee  his  Face. 
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Vent.  That  task  is  mine, 
And,  Heav'n,  thou  know'ft  how  pleafing,         [EwVVcai 

Dola.  You'll  remember 
To  whom  you  ftand  oblig'd  ? 

uint.  When  I  forget  it. 
Be  thou  unkind,  and  that's  my  grcatcft  Curfe, 
My  Queen  ftiall  thank  him  too. 

Dola.  I  fear  fhe  will  nor. 

Ant.  Bur  {he  ftiall  do't :  the  Queen,  my  Dolaiellai\ 
Haft  thou  not  ftill  ibmc  grudeings  of  thy  Fever  ? 

Dola.  I  would  not  fee  her  K)ft. 

Ant.  When  I  for  fake  her. 
Leave  me,  my  better  Stars;  for  Ihe  has  Truth 
Beyond  her  Beauty.    Cjifar  tempted  her. 
At  no  lefs  Price  tnan  Kingdoms,  to  betray  me> 
But  (he  rcfiftedall:  And  yet  thou  chid'ft  me 
For  loving  her  too  well.    Could  I  do  fo  ? 

Dola.  Yes,  there's  my  Reafbn.^ 
IRe-enter  Vcntidius,  with  Oftavia,   kaJing  Antonj't  tw§ 
little  Daughters. 

Ant.  Where? O^Sf^x/w, there!  [Stiirting  back'. 

Vent.  What,  is  (he  Poifoa  to  you?  a  Difcfc? 
Look  on  her,  view  her  well ;  and  thofe  (he  brings : 
Are  they  all  Strangers  to  your  Eyes  ?  has  Nature 
No  fecret  Call,  no  Whifpcr  they  are  yours  ? 

Dola.  For  (hame,  my  Lord,  if  not  for  Love,  receive 'cm 
With  kinder  Eyes.    If  you  confefs  a  Man, 
Meet  em,  embrace  'em,  bid  'em  welcome  to  you. 
Your  Arms  (hould  open,  ev'n  without  your  Kaowledgt, 
To  claip  'em  in  j  your  Feet  (hould  turn  to  Wings, 
To  bear  you  to  'em ;  and  your  Eyes  dart  out, 
An«l  aim  a  Kifs  c'rc  you  could  reach  the  Lips. 

Ant.  I  ftood  amaz'd  to  think  how  they  came  hither.' 

Vent.  I  fent  for  'em  j  I  brought  'em  in,  unknown 
To  Cleo(>'ntra's  Guards. 

Dola.  Yet  are  you  cold  ? 

OHofv.  Thus  long  I  have  attended  for  my  welcome  3 
Which,  as  a  Stranger,  fure  I  might  expert, 
,  Who  am  I  ? 

Aiit.  C<e/«r's  Sifter, 
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OBav.  Thar's  unkind! 
Had  I  been  nothing  more  than  Csfar's  Sifter, 
Know,  I  had  ft. 11  remain'd  in  Cdfar'"  Camp; 
But  your  OSfaiia,  your  much  injur'd  Wite, 
The  banifh'd  from  your  Bed,  driv'n  from  your  Hou&i 
In  fpight  of  Cdifar's  Sider,  ftill  is  yours. 
'Tis  true,  I  have  a  Heart  difdains  vour  Coldnefs, 
And  p'cmpts  me  not  to  feck  what  you  fhould  ofFei^ 
But  a  Wife's  Virtue  llil!  furmounts  that  Pride; 
I  come  to  claim  you  as  my  own;  to  fliow 
My  Duty  firft,  to  ask,  nay  beg,  your  Kindnefi: 
Your  Hand,  my  Lord;  'tis  mine,  and  I  will  have  it. 

iTaking  his  Httnd, 

Vent.  Do,  take  it,  thou  deferv'ft  it. 

DoU.  On  my  Soul, 
And  fo  flie  does :  She's  neither  too  fubmifTive,} 
Nor  yet  too  haughty ;  but  fb  juft  a  mean. 
Shows,  as  it  ought,  a  Wife  and  Roman  too, 

.Ant.  I  fear,  Ociaiia,  you  have  begg'd  my  Life, 

OBav.  Begg'd  it,  my  Lord? 

^nt.  Yes,  begg'd  it,  my  Ambafladrefi, 
Poorly  and  bafcly  begg'd  it  of  your  Brother. 

05lav.  Poorly  and  bafely  I  could  never  begj 
Nor  could  my  Brother  grant. 
i    Ant.  Shall  I,  who,  to  my  kneeling  Slave,  could  £zj, 
Rife  up,  and  be  a  King ;  (hall  I  fall  down 
And  cry.  Forgive  me,  Cdfar  i  (hall  1  fet 
A  Man,  my  Equal,  in  the  Place  of  Jove, 
As  he  could  give  me  Being  ?  No  j  that  word, 
Tergixe,  would  choke  me  up. 
And  die  upon  my  Tongue.  * 

I>oU.  "You  iV.all  not  need  it. 

Ant.  I  will  not  need  it.  Come,  you've  all  betray'd  mc» 
My  Friend  too !  To  receive  fome  vile  Conditions, 
My  Wife  has  bought  me,  with  her  Prayers  and  Tears  j 
And  now  I  muft  Ixcome  her  branded  Slave , 
In  every  pcevifh  Mood  fhe  will  upbraid 
The  Life  fi.e  ;^^r.ve :  If  I  but  look  awry, 
She  cries,  I'ii  rcll  my  Brother, 

Oi^nv,  My  hard  Fortune 

Subjet^ 
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Subjcfts  me  ftill  to  yoar  unkind  Miftakcs. 

But  the  Conditions  I  have  brought  arc  iuch 

You  need  not  bluih  to  take:  I  love  vour  Honour^ 

Becaufe  'tis  mine ;  it  never  fhall  be  laid 

O&avia's  Husband  was  her  Brother's  Slave, 

Sir,  you  arc  frcCi  free,  cr'n  from  her  you  loath  j 

For,  tho'  mv  Brother  bargains  for  your  Love, 

Makes  me  tne  Price  and  Cement  of  four  Peace, 

I  have  a  Soul  like  yours j  I  cannot  take 

Your  Love  as  Aims,  nor  beg  what  I  dcferve. 

I'll  tell  my  Brother  we  are  reconcil'd ; 

He  fhall  draw  back  his  Troops,  and  you  (hall  march 

To  rule  the  Eaft :  I  may  be  dropt  at  Athens  ^ 

No  matter  where,  I  never  will  complain. 

But  only  keep  the  barren  Name  of  Wife, 

And  rid  you  of  the  Trouble. 

Vent.  Was  ever  fuch  a  Strife  of  fullcn  Honour  J 
Both  fcorn  to  be  oblig'd. 

BoU.  O,  Ihe  has  toucht  him  in  the  tender'/l  ?txz, 
See  how  he  reddens  with  Defpight  and  Shame 
To  be  out-done  in  Generofity ! 

Vent.  See  how  he  winks!  how  he  dries  up  a  Tear,-- 
That  fain  would  fail ! 

Ant.  OB»vU,  I  have  heard  you,  and  muft  praiic 
The  Greamcfs  of  your  Soul  j 
But  cannot  yield  to  what  you  have  proposed : 
For  I  can  ne'er  be  conquer'd  but  by  Love ; 
And  you  do  all  for  Duty.    You  would  free  mr. 
And  would  be  dropt  at  Athens;  was't  not  fo?    - 

OBffv.  It  was,  my  Lord. 

Ant.  Then  I  muft  be  oblig'd 
To  one  who  love  me  not,  who,  to  her  fclf,^ 
May  call  me  thanklcfs  and  ungrateful  Man : 
I'll  not  endure  it,  no. 

Vent.  I'm  glad  it  pinches  there. 

OciMv.  Would  you  triumph  o'er  poor  O^wiVs  Virtue f 
Thar  Pride  was  all  I  had  to  bear  me  up ; 
That  you  might  think  you  ow'd  me  for  your  Life, 
And  ow'd  it  to  my  Duty,  not  my  Love. 
X  iiave  been  injur'd,  aad  my  haugnty  Soul 

Could- 
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Could  brook  but  ill  the  Man  who  flights  my  Bed. 

./Int.  Therefore  you  love  me  not. 

Oiiav.  Therefore,  my  Lord, 
I  fliould  not  love  you. 

Ant.  Therefore  you  would  leave  me  ? 

OS/iv.  And  therefore  I  fliould  leave  you if  I  ccald> 

Bola.  Her  Soul's  too  great,  after  fuch  Injuries,j 
To  fay  fl:c  loves ;  and  yet  flie  lets  you  fee  it. 
Her  Modefi^y  and  Silence  plead  hcp  Caufe. 

y^2t.  O,  Dolabella,  which  way  fliall  I  turn  ? 
I  find  a  Secret  yielding  in  my  Soul ; 
Bat  Cleopatra,  who  would  die  with  me, 
Muft  flie  be  left?  Pity  pleads  for  Ofinvia-j 
But  does  it  not  plead  more  for  Cleopa/ra  ? 

Vent.  Juftice  and  Pity  both  pkad  for  OSixvlmi 
For  Cleopatrti,  neither. 

One  would  be  ruin'd  with  you ;  but  fhe  firft 
Had  ruin'd  you :  The  other,  you  have  ruin'd* 
And  yet  flie  would  prefer ve  you. 
In  every  thing  their  Merits-  are  unequal. 

jlnt.  O,  my  diftra£tcd  Soul! 

0£l*v.  Sweet  Hcav'n  compofc  it. 
Come,  come,  my  Lord,  if  I  can  pardon  you^ 
Mcthinks  you  fhould  accept  it.    Look  on  thefe ;' 
Arc  they  not  yours  ?  Or  ftand  they  thus  negledled 
As  they  are  mine?  Go  to  him.  Children,  goj 
Kneel  to  him,  take  him  by  the  Hand,  fpeak  to  himj 
For  you  may  fpeak,  and  he  may  own  you  too. 
Without  a  Blufh ;  and  fo  he  cannot  all 
His  Children:  Go,  I  fay,  and  pull  him  to  me, 
And  pull  him  to  your  felves,  from  that  bad  Woman. 
You,  uigripp'ma,  hang  upon  his  Arms ; 
And  you,  Antmi*,  claljj  about  his  Waftc: 
If  he  will  ftiake  you  off,  if  he  will  dafh  you 
Againft  the  Pavement,  you  muft  bear  it.  Children  j 
For  you  are  mine,  and  I  was  born  to  fuffer. 

[Hert  the  Children  go  to  him,  8cc, 
Vent.  Was  ever  fight  fo  moving !  Emperor! 

DoIa.  Friend! 
O^*.  Husband! 

SoA 
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Both  child.  Father! 

Ant.  I  am  vanquiHi'd :  Take  me, 
Ociavia;  take  me;  Children  j  {\MTemeii\.lEmirAc}n£theml 
I've  been  a  thrifclefs  Debtor  to  your  Loves, 
And  run  out  much,  in  Riot,  from  your  Stocky 
But  all  ftall  be  amended, 

Oiimj.  Obleft  Hour! 

Dola.  O  happy  Change ! 

Vent.  My  Joy  flops  at  my  Tongue; 
But  it  has  found  two  Chanels  here  for  onci" 
And  bubbles  out  above.  [thou  wilfj 

j^t.  to  OSiarj.  This  is  thy  Triumph  j  lead  me  where 
Ev'n  to  thy  Brother's  Camp. 

08/w,  AH  there  are  yours. 

Enter  Alexas  hajlily. 

Alex.  The  Queen,  my  Miftrefs,  Sir,  and  yours 

Ant.  'Tis  paft.  Oiiavia,  you  (hall  ftay  this  Night ; 
To  morrow,  Cdfar  and  we  are  one. 

[Ex.  leading  Oftavia,  Dol.  and  the  Children  follo»'. 

Vent.  There's  News  for  you ;  run.  My  officious  Eunuch, 
Be  furc  to  be  the  firft}  hafte  foreward: 
Hafte,  my  dear  Eunuch,  hafte.  [Exif^ 

Alex.  This  downright  fighting  Fool,  this  thick-icuU'd 
This  blunt  unthinking  Inftrument  of  Death,  [Hero, 

'  With  plain  dull  Virtue,  has  eut-gone  my  Wit : 
Pleafure  forfook  my  early'ft  Infancy, 
The  Luxury  of  others  robb'd  my  Cradle, 
And  ravifli'd  thence  the  Promifc  of  a  Man  j 
Caft  out  from  Nature,  difinheritcd 
Of  what  her  meaneft  Children  claim  by  Kind ; 
Yet,  Greatnefs  kept  me  from  Contempt :  That's  gone^ 
Had  Cleopatra  foUow'd  my  Advice, 
Then  he  had  been  betray'd,  who  now  forfakes. 
She  dies  for  Lovej  but  fhe  has  known  its  Joys: 
Gods,  is  this  juft,  that  I,  who  know  no  Joys, 
Muft  die,  becaufe  flie  loves  ?  ^  ■ 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charnaion,  Iras,  and  Train. 
Oh,  Madam,  I  have  feen  what  blafts  my  Eyes! 
O^avin's  here  f 

Clef, 
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Cleo.  Peace  with  that  Raven's  Note. 
I  know  it  too ;  and  now  am  in 
The  Pangs  of  Death. 

^x.  You  are  no  more  a  Queen  j 
"Egy^t  is  loft. 

Cko.  What  tell'fl:  thou  me  of  "Egy^t^. 
My  Life,  my  Soul  is  loft!  OEtcwin  has  him! 

0  fatal  Name  to  Cleopatra's  Love ! 

My  Kifles,  my  Embraces  now  are  hers  j 

"While  I But  thou  haft  feen  my  Rival}  fpcafc. 

Does  (he  defcrve  this  Blefling  ?  Is  ftie  fair. 

Bright  as  a  Goddefs  ?  and  is  all  Perfedtion 

Confin'd  to  her  ?  It  is.    Poor  I  was  made 

Of  that  courfe  Matter  which,  when  fhc  was  finifh*d. 

The  Gods  threw  by,  for  Rubbifti. 

Alex.  She's  indeed  a  very  Miracle. 

Cleo.  Death  to  my  Hopes,  a  Miracle! 

Alex.  A  Miracle;  [Bowinf, 

1  mean  of  Goodnefs ;  for  in  Beauty,  Madam, 
You  make  all  Wonders  ceafe. 

Cleo.  I  was  too  rafti : 
Take  this  in  Part  of  Recompcnce.    But,  Oh, 

[Giving  a  BJn^ 
I  fear  thou  flatter'ft  me. 

Char.  She  comes!  Ihe's  here! 

Iras.  Fly,  Madam,  C&far's  Sifter ! 

Cleo.  Were  (he  the  Sifter  of  the  Thund'rcr  Jove, 
And  bore  her  Brother's  Lightning  in  her  Eyes, 
Thus  would  I  face  my  Rival. 

[Meets  06tav,  with  Ventid.  Otftav.  bet^s  up  tt  her. 
Their  Trains  come  up  on  either  file. 

OElav.  I  need  not  ask  if  you  arc  Cleopatra, 
Your  haughty  Carriage . 

Cleo.  Shows  I  am  a  Queen : 
Nor  need  I  ask  you  who  you  are. 

Oclav.  A  Roman: 
A  Name  that  makes,  and  can  unmake  a  Queen." 

Cleo.  Your  Lord,  the  Man  who  ferves  me,  is  a  Bjfman. 

Ociav.  He  was  a  Roman,  till  he  loft  that  Name 
To  be  a  Slave  in  £iypti  but  I  come 
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To  free  him  thence. 

Cleo.  Peace,  peace,  my  Lover's  Jnm. 
When  he  grev/  weary  of  that  Houlhold-Clog, 
He  chofe  my  eafier  Bonds. 

OBnv.  I  wonder  not 
Your  Bonds  arc  ealic ;  yoa  have  long  been  pra£lis*d 
In  that  lalcmous  Art :  He's  not  the  firft 
For  whnm  you  fpread  your  Snares :  Let  Ci-fmr  witnels. 

Cho.  I  lov'd  not  C&far-t  'twas  but  Gratitude 
I  pnid  his  Love:  The  worft  your  Malice  can, 
Is  bu^  to  fty  the'  greateft  of  Mankind 
Has  been  my  Slave.    The  next,  but  far  above  him 
In  my  Efteem,  is  he  whom  Law-  calls  yours, 
But  whom  his  Love  made  mine. 

0&4V.  I  would  view  nearer       [Coming  up  clofe  to  htr. 
That  Face,  which  has  fo  long  ufurp'd  my  Right, 
.  To  find  th'  inevitable  Charms,  that  catch 
Mankind  fo  fure,  that  ruin'd  my  dear  Lord. 

'  Cleo.  O,  you  do  well  to  fearch;  for  had  you  knows 
But  half  thefe  Charms,  you  had  not  loft  his  Heart. 

Oilav.  Far  be  their  Knowledge  from  a  Rfirnan  Lady, 
Far  from  a  modeft  Wife.    Shame  of  our  Sex, 
Doft  thou  not  blufli,  to  own  thofe  black  Endearment* 
That  make  Sin  pleafing  ? 

Cleo.  You  may  blufti,  who  want  *em. 
If  bounteous  Nature,  if  indulgent  Heav'n 
Have  giv'n  me  Charms  to  plcafe  the  braveft  Man  j 
Should  I  not  thank  *em  ?  fhould  I  be  afham'd. 
And  not  be  proud?  I  am,  thar  he  has  lov'd  mej 
And,  when  I  love  not  him,  Heav'n  change  this  Face 
For  one  like  that. 

Oilav   Thou  lov'ft  him  not  fo  well. 

Cleo.  I  love  him  better,  and  deferyc  him  more. 

Ociav.  You  do  not ;  cannot :  You  have  been  his  Ruin, 
Who  made  him  cheap  at  Rome,  but  Cleopatra  ? 
Who  made  him  fcorn'd  abroad,  but  Cleopatra  f « 
At  A&ium,  whobetray'd  him?  Cleopatra. 
Who  made  his  Children  Orphans  ?  and  poor  me 
A  wretched  Widow  f  only  Clcpatr*. 

Cje», 
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Cleo.  Yet  {he  who  loves  him  bcft  is  Cleopatra. 
If  you  have  fistfcr'd,  I  have  fuffer'd  more. 
You  bear  the  fpccious  Title  of  a  Wife, 
To  guild  your  Caufc,  and  draw  the  pitying  World 
To  favour  it:  The  World  contemns  poor  flicj 
For  I  have  loft  my  Honour,  loft  my  Fame, 
And  ftain'd  the  Glory  of  my  Royal  Houfe, 
"And  all  to  bear  the  branded  Name  of  Miftrefs, 
There  wants  but  life,  and  that  too  I  would  lofe 
For  him  I  love. 

Oclav.  Be't  fo  then;  take  thy  Wifii.        [Exit  (um  ffus. 

Cleo.  And  'tis  my  Wifti, 
Now  he  is  loft  for  whom  aloae  I  liv'd. 
My  Sight  grows  dim,  and  every  Object  dances. 
And  fwims  before  me,  in  the  Maze  of  Death. 
My  Spirits,  while  they  were  oppos'd,  kept  up  j 
They  could  not  link  beneath  a  Rival's  Scorn : 
But  now  fhe's  gone  they  faint, 

AUx.  Mine  have  had  leifure 
To  recoUedt  their  Strength,  and  furnifti  Gjunfel, 
To  ruin  her  j  who  clfc  muft  ruin  you. 

Cko.  Vain  Promifcr ! 
Lead  me,  my  Charmion;  nay,  your  Hand  too,  Irat: 
My  Grief  has  weight  enough  to  fink  you  both. 
Conduct  me  to  fome  folitary  Chamber, 
And  draw  the  Curtains  round ; 
Then  leave  me  to  my  ielf,  to  take  alone 
My  Fill  of  Grief : 
There  I  till  Death  will  his  Unkindnefs  weep : 
As  harmlds  Infants  moan  themiclT'cs  aHecp.    lExeum. 
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ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Antony  tf»^  Dolabella, 

2)o^,Tyl7HY  would  you  fhitt  it  from  your  ftlf,  on  me? 
'  ''     Can  you  not  telj  her  you  muft  part? 

Ant.  I  cannot. 
1  fcould  pull  out  an  Eye,  and  bid  it  go, 
And  t'other  fhould  not  weep.     Oh,  BtlnbtUn^ 
How  many  Deaths  arc  in  this  word  Depart ! 
I  dare  not  truft  my  Tongue  to  tell  her  ib : 
One  Look  of  hers  would  tliaw  me  into  Tearsi 
And  I  ftiould  melt  till  I  were  loft  again. 

Dola.  Then  let  Ventidius; 
He's  rough  by  Nature. 

Ant.  Oh,  he'll  fpeak  too  harftily ; 
He'll  kill  her  with  the  News :  Thou,  only  thou^ 

Dola.  Nature  has  caft  me  in  £o  foft  a  Mold, 
That  but  to  hear  a  Story  feign'd  for  Pleafure 
Of  fome  fad  Lover's  Death,  moiftens  my  Eyes, 
And  robs  me  of  my  Manhood. —  I  fhould  fpeak 
So  faintly ;  with  fuch  Fear  to  grieve  her  Heart, 
She'd  not  believe  it  earnefl. 

Ant.  Therefore;  therefore 
Thou  only,  thou  art  fit:  Think  thy  felf  me. 
And  when  thou  fpeak'fl  (but  let  it  firft  be  long)  j 
Take  off  the  Edge  from  every  fliarper  Sound, 
And  let  our  Parting  be  as  gently  made 
As  other  Loves  begin :  Wilt  thou  do  this  ? 

Dola.  "What  you  have  fkid,  fo  links  into  my  Soul, 
That,  if  I  mufl  fpeak,  I  fl.all  fpeak  jitf:  fo. 

Ant.  I  leave  you  then  to  your  fad  Task :  Farcwel. 
I  fent  her  word  to  meet  you. 

IGoei  to  the  Door,  and  comes  back, 
I  forgot  J 
Let  her  be  told,  I'll  make  her  Peace  with  mine: 

Her 


The  Wo  R  L  D  well  L,  o  s  x.    1351 

Her  Crown  and  Dignity  (hali  be  preferv'd. 
If  I  have  Pow'r  with  C&frr  0>  be  fure 

To  think  on  that. 

I>oU,  Fear  not,  I  will  remember. 

[Antony  goes  again  to  the  Door,  and  comes  buck'. 
Am.  And  tell  her,  too,  how  much  I  was  conftrain'dj 
I  did  not  this,  but  with  extrcameft  Force: 
Dcfire  her  not  to  hate  my  Memory, 
For  I  ftill  cherifh  hers  ■,    —  inlift  on  that. 
T>ola.  Truft  me,  I'll  not  forget  it. 

Ant.  Then  that's  all.  [Goes  out,  and  retttms  4im,     . 

Wilt  thou  forgive  my  Foodnefs  this  once  more  ? 
Tell  her,  tho'  we  (hall  never  mieet  again. 
If  I  (hould  hear  fhe  took  another  Love, 
The  News  would  break  my  Heart  -  —  Now  I  mui!:  go  } 
For  every  time  I  have  return'd,  I  feel 
My  Soul  rnore  tender;  and  my  next  Command 
Would  be  to  bid  her  ftay,  and  ruin  both.  [£xit^ 

Dola.  Men  are  but  Children  of  a  larger  Growth, 
Our  Appetites  as  apt  to  change  as  theirs. 
And  full  as  craving  too,  and  full  as  vain ; 
And  yet  the  Soul,  fhut  up  in  her  dark  Room,'   . 
Viewing  fo  clear  abroad,  at  home  fees  nothingi 
But,  like  a  Mole  in  Earth,  bufie  and  blind. 
Works  all  her  Folly  up,  and  cafts  it  outward 
To  the  World's  open  view  :  Thus  I  difcovcr'd. 
And  blam'd  the  Love  of  ruin'd  Antony; 
Yet  with  that  I  were  he,  to  be  fo  ruin'd. 
,,,     Ehrer  Ventidius  aiove. 
Vent.  Alone?  and  talking  to  himfelf?  concem'd  too? 
Peihaps  my  Guefs  is  right  j  he  lov'd  her  once,- 
And  rnay  puriue  it  ftill. 

DcA  .  O  Friendfhip!  Friendfhip! 
Ill  can  ft  thou  anfwer  this ;  rnd  Reafbn,  woffc: 
Unfaithful  in  th' Attempt;  hopelefs  to  winj 
And,  if  I  win,  undone :  Meer  Madnefs  all. 
■And  yet  th'  Occafion's  fair.     What  Injury  * 

To  hi.n,  to  -Axar  the  Robe  which  he  throws  by  ? 

Vent.  None,  none  at  all.    This  happens  as  I  wiih. 
To  ruin  her  yet  iuorc  with  Mtonj. 

'Snttf 
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Emtr  Cleopatra,  tidkini  rvith  Alexas,   Charmion,    Iras  m 
the  other  fide. 

Do/*.She  comes  ^ WhatCharms  have  Sorrow  00  that  Face ! 
Sorrow  fecms  plcas'd  to  dwell  with  fo  much  Sweetnefs ; 
Yetj^now  and  then,  a  melancholy  Smile 
Breaks  loofc,  like  Lightning,  in  a  Winter's  Night, 
And  fhows  a  moments  Day. 

Vent.  If  flie  fhould  love  him  too!  Ker  Eunuch  there! 
That  Porcpifce  bodes  ill  Weather.  Draw,  draw  nearer. 
Sweet  Devil,  that  I  may  hear. 

^lex.  Believe  me ;  try 

[Dolabella  gees  ever  to  Charmion  and  Irasj  fieitu  t» 
talk  with  them. 
To-  make  him  jealous  j  Jealoufie  is  like 
A  polifht  Glafs  held  to  the  Lips  when  Life's  in  doubt : 
If  there  be  Breath,  'rwill  catch  the  Damp  and  (how  it, 

Cleo.  I  giant  you  Jealoufie's  a  Proof  of  Love, 
But  'tis  a  weak  and  unavailing  Med'cinej 
It  puts  out  the  Difcafc,  and  makes  it  fliow. 
But  has  no  Pow'r  to  cure. 

Alex.  *Tis  your  laft  Remedy,  and  ftrongcft  too : 
And  then  this  Del»beU»,  who  fo  fit 
To  pradiife  on  ?  He's  handfome,  valiant,  young, 
And  looks  as  he  were  laid  for  Nature's  Bait 
To  catch  weak  Womcns  Eyes. 
He  ftands  already  more  than  half  fufpefted 
Of  loving  you :  The  leafl:  kind  Word,  or  Glaacc, 
You  give  this  Youth,  will  kindle  him  with  Love : 
Then,  like  a  burning  Veilcl  fct  adrift. 
You'll  fend  him  down  amain  before  the  Wind, 
To  fire  the  Heart  of  jealous  Antony. 

Cleo.  Can  I  do  this  ?  Ah  no  j  my  Love's  fo  true. 
That  I  can  neither  hide  it  where  it  is. 
Nor  fhow  it  where  it  is  not.    Nature  meant  nac 
lA  Wife,  a  fiUy  harmlels  houftiold  Dove, 
Fond  without  Art;  and  kind  without  Deceit; 
But  Fortune,  that  has  made  a  Miftrcfs  of  me, 
Ha#  thruft  me  out  to  the  wide  World,  unfuinilh'd 
Of  FaUheod  to  be  happy.  . 

\    ' 
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Alex.  Force  your  felf. 
Th'  Event  will  be,  your  Lover  will  return 
Doubly  defirous  to  poflcfs  the  Good 
Which  once  he  fear'd  to  lofe. 

Cleo.  I  muft  attempt  it; 
But  Oh  with  what  Regret! 

[^Exit  Alex.  (She  comes  up  to  Dokbella^ 

Vent.  So,  now  the  Scene  draws  near;  they're  in  my  reach. 

Cleo.  w  Dol.  Difcourfing  with  my  Women !  Might  not  I 
Share  in  your  Entertainment? 

ChAr.  You  have  been 
The  Subjedt  of  it  Madam, 

Cleo.  How ;  and  how  ? 

Iras.  Such  Praifes  of  your  Beauty ! 

Cleo.  Meer  Poetry. 
Your  Roman  Wits,  your  Gallm  and  Ttbullus 
Have  taught  you  this  from  Citheris  and  Tislia. 

Dola.  Thole  Roman  Wits  have  never  been  in  E^ypi, 
Citheris  and  Delia  elfe  had  been  unfung : 

I,  who  have  feen had  I  been  born  a  Poet, 

Should  chufe  a  nobler  Name. 

Cleo.  You  flatter  me. 
Bur,  'tis  your  Nation's  Vice:  All  of  your  Country 
Are  Flatterers,  and  all  felfc.  Your  Friend's  like  you. 
I'm  furc  he  fent  you  not  to  fpeak  thefe  Words. 

Dola.  No,  Madam ;  yet  he  fent  me— — — • 

Cleo.  Well,  he  fent  you— — — 

Dela.  Of  a  lefs  pleafing  Errand. 

Cieo^  How  lefs  pleafing  1- 
Lefs  to  your  felf,  or  me? 

Dola.  Madam,  to  both ; 
For  you  muft  mourn,  and  I  muft  grieve  to  caufe  it. 

Cleo.  YoMyCharmion,  and  your  Fellow,  ftaad  at  diftance.' 
Hold  up,  my  Spirits.  [4^</e.] Well,  now  your  mourn- 
ful Matter; 
•For  I'm  prepar  d,  perhaps  can  guefs  it  too. 

Dola.  I  wifh  you  would;  for  'tis  a  thanklefs  Office] 
To  tell  ill  News :  And  I,  of  all  your  Sex, 
Moft  fear  difplcafing  you. 

Cleo.  Of  all  your  Sex, 
Vol.  IV.  L  I 
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1  fooneft  could  forgive  you,  if  you  fhould. 

Vegf.  hlo'A  delicate  adyanccs!  Woman !  Woman! 
Dear  damn'd,  inconftant  Sex! 

Cleo.  In  the  firft  Place, 
I  am  to  be  forfaken ;  is't  not  Co  ? 

DoU.  I  wiHi  I  could  not  anfwer  to  that  queftion. 

Cleo.  Then  pafs  it  o'er,  becaufe  it  troubles  you : 
"1  (hould  have  been  more  griev'd  another  time. 
'  Kexr,  I'm  to  lofe  my  Kingdom  Farewel,  r^/. 

Yet,  is  there  any  more? 

Dola,  Madam,  I  fear 
Your  too  deep  Senfc  of  Grief  has  turn'd  your  Reafon. 

Cleo.  No,  no,  Im  not  run  madj  I  can  bear  Fortune: 
And  Love  may  be  cxpell'd  by  other  Love, 
As  Poifons  are  by  Poifons. 

DoU.  — :-You  o'erjoy  me,  Madam, 
To  find  your  Griefs  fo  moderately  born. 
You've  heard  the  worftj  all  are  not  falfe,  like  him. 

C/eo.  No  5  Heav'n  forbid  they  fliould. 

Dola.  Seme  Men  are  conftant. 

Cleo.  And  Conftancy  deferves  Reward,  that's  certain. 

Dola.  Deferves  it  not ;  but  give  it  leave  to  hope. 

Vent.  I'll  fweaf  thou^haft  my  leave.    I  have  enough : 
But  how  to  manage  this!  Well,  I'U  confider,  [Exit. 

Dola.  I  came  prepar'd. 
To  tell  you  heavy  News ;  News,  which  I  thought 
Would  fright  the  Blood  from  your  pale  Cheeks  to  hear : 
But  you  have  met  it  with  a  Chearfiulnefs 
That  makes  my  Task  more  eafie;  and  my  Tongue, 
Which  on  another's  Meflage  was  employ'd. 
Would  gladly  ipeak  its  own. 

Cleo.  Hold,  DokbelU. 
,  Firft  tell  me,  were  you  chofen  by  my  Lord  ? 
Or  fcught  you  this  Employment  ? 

Dola.  He  pick'd  mc  out;  and,  as  his  Bolbm-friend; 
He  charg'd  me  with  his  Words. 

Cleo.  TheMefTage  then 
I  know  was  tender,  and  each  Accent  finooth, 
To  moUifie  that  rugged  word  Depart, 
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TfoU.  Oh,  you  miftake :  He  chofe  the  harflieft  Words, 
With  fiery  Eyes,  and  with  contrafted  Brows, 
He  coin'd  his  Face  in  the  feverefl:  Stamp : 
And  Fury  fliook  his  Fabrick  like  an  Earthquake; 
He  heav'd  for  vent,  and  turft  like  bellowing  Mtnn^ 
In  Sounds  fcarce  human,  "  Hence,  away  for  ever: 
"  Let  her  begone,  the  Blot  of  my  Retiowfls 
^'  And  bane  of  all  my  Hopes : 

S^Allthe  time  of  this  Speech,  Cleopatra  7?e»«  ntore  mi 
more  concern  d,  till  fhe  Jmh  quite  down. 
"  Let  her  be  driv'n  as  far  as  Men  can  think 
"  From  Man's  Commerce :  She'll  Poiibn  to  the  Center. 

Cleo.  Oh,  I  can  bear  no  more!  [Wretch! 

Z><j/<».  Help,  help:  Oh   Wretch!  Oh  curfed,    curfed 
What  have  I  done ! 

Char.  Help,  chafe  her  Temples,  Iras. 

Iras.  Bend,  bend  her  forward  quickly. 

Char.  Heav'n  be  prais'd. 
She  comes  again. 

Cleo.  Oh,  let  him  not  approach  me. 
Why  have  you  brought  me  back  to  this  loath'd  Being, 
Th'  Abode  of  Fallhood,  violated  Vows,  ' 

And  injur'd  Love?  For  Pity,  let  me  go; 
For,  if  there  be  a  Place  of  long  Repoie, 
I'm  fure  I  want  it.  My  difdainful  Lord 
Can  never  break  that  Quiet;  nor  awake 
The  fleeping  Soul,  with  hollowing  in  my  Tomb 
Such  words  as  fright  her  hence,  Unkind,  unkind. 

Dola.  Believe  me,  'tis  againft  my  fclf  I  iipeak,[K»eelix£. 
That  fure  deftrves  Belief;  I  injur'd  him : 
My  Friend  ne'er  fpoke  thole  words.  Oh,  had  yoii  feea 
How  often  he  came  back,  and  every  time 
With  fomething  more  obliging  and  more  kind. 
To  add  to  what  he  faid;  vvhat  dear  Farewelsj 
How  almoft  vanquiflit  by  his  Love  he  parted. 
And  lean'd  to  what  unwillingly  he  left : 
I,  Traitor  as  I  was,  for  Love  of  you,       ' 
(But  what  can  you  not  do,  who  made  me  fdCe])' 
I  forg'd  that  Lie;  for  whofj  forgivencfs  kneels 
This  felf-accus'd,  lelf-punifti'd  Criminal. 

L  z  cl(». 
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Ceo.  With  how  much  ea  e  believe  we  what-  we  wi(h  \ 
Rile,  Dolahlta..  if  you  have  Been  guilty,' 
I  have  contrilu-eii,  nnd  too  much  Love 
;  Has  made  me  gi?iit;  too. 
Th'  Advance  of  Kindrcfs  which  I  made,  was  feign'd, 
To  cali  lack  fleeting  Love  by  lealoufiej 
But  'twould  not  laft     Gh,  rather  let  me  lofe. 
Than  fo  ignobly  Trifle  with  his  Heart. 

IDola.  I  find  your  Breaft  fenc'd  round  from  human  reach, 
Tranfparent  as  a  Rock  of  folid  Cryftal  j 
Seen  through,  but  never  pierc'd.  My  Friend,  my  Friend! 
What  cndlefs  Treafure  haft  thou  thrown  away. 
And  fcatter'd,  like  an  Infant,  in  the  Ocean, 
Vain  Sums  of  Wealth  which  none  can  gather  thence, 

Cleo.  Could  you  not  beg 
An  Hour's  Admittance  to  his  private  Ear  ? 
Like  one  who  wanders  through  long  barren  Wilds.' 
And  yet  foreknows  no  hoipi table  Inn 
Is  near  to  fuccour  Hunger, 
Eats  his  Fill,  before  his  painful  March : 
So  v.'ould  I  feed  a  while  my  famifh'd  Eyes 
Before  we  part ;  for  I  have  far  to  go. 
If  Death  be  farj  and  never  muft  return. 

Ventidius,  nfith  Oftavia,  behind. 
-     Vent.  Fromhcnceyoumaydifcover— Oh,  fweet,  fwect! 
Would  you  indeed  ?  the  pretty  Hand  in  earneft  ? 

BoU.  I  will,  for  this  Reward.  [Titkes  ^er  Hmd^ 

——Draw  it  not  back, 
'Tisall  I  e'er  will  beg. 

Vent.  They  turn  upon  us.  - 

OHdv.  What  quick  Eyes  has  Guilt! 

^ent.  Seem  not  to  have  obferv'd  'em,  and  go  on. 
They  -enter. 

Bda.  Saw  you  the  Emperor,  Ventidius  ? 

Vent.  No. 
I  fought  him  J  but  I  heard  that  he  was  private. 
None  with  him,  but  Hipparchus  his  Freedman. 

Doh.  Know  you  his  Bus'nefs  ? 

JVent.  Giving  him  Inftrudtions, 
And  Letters,  to  his  Brother  Cifrr, 

Dokt. 
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Vola.  Well, 
He  muft  be  found.  [Exeunt  Doh.  and  CIc©,' 

OSlav.  Moft  glorious  Impudence! 
Vent.  She  look'd  methought 
As  {he  would  fay,  Take  your  old  Man,  QUavift; 
Thank  you,  I'm  better  here. 
Well,  but  what  ufe 

Make  we  of  this  Difcovery  ?  ■« 

OcIav.  Let  it  die. 

Vent.  I  pity  Dola^ella;  but  {he's  dangerous: 
Her  Eyes  have  Pow'r  beyond  Thejfalian  Charms 
To  draw  the  Moon  from  Heav'n  -,  for  Eloquence, 
The  Sea-green  Syrens  taught  her  Voice  their  Flatt'ryj 
And,  while  {he  ipeaks,  Night  {leals  upon  the  Day, 
Unmark'd  of  thofe  that  hear :  Then  {he's  fo  charming* 
Age  buds  at  {ight  of  her,  and  fwells  to  Youth: 
The  holy  Pric{is  gaze  on  her  when  {he  fmilesj 
And  with  heav'd  Hands  forgetting  Gravity, 
They  bleis  her  wanton  Eyes :  Even  I  who  hate  hcTj, 
With  a  malignant  Joy  behold  fuch  Beauty  j 
And,  while  I  curfe,  de{ire  it.    Antony  . 
Muii  needs  have  fome  Remains  of  Paflion  ftiU, 
Which  may  ferment  into  a  worfe  Relapfe, 
If  now  not  fully  cur'd.    I  know,  this  Minute, 
With  Cajar  he's  endeavouring  her  Peace. 

OBav.  You  have  prevail'd  -.—but  for  a  farther  purpofe 

iPValksef. 
I'll  prove  how  he  will  reli{h  this  Difcovery. 
What,  make  a  Strumpet's  Peace!  it  fwells  my  Heart; 
It  mu{l  not,  fha'  not  be. 

Vent.  His  Guards  appear. 
Let  me  begin,  and  you  fhall  fecond  me. 
Enter  Antony. 

jfyt.  O^aviOj  I  was  looking  you,  my  Love : 
What,  are  your  Letters  ready  ?  I  have  giv'a 
My  la{l  In{lru£tions. 

O^a.  Mme,  my  Lord,  arc  written. 

Ant.  Ventidius!  [Drawing  him  afJe', 

-  Vent.  My  Lord  ? 

Ant.  A  word  in  private. 

L  3  Whe» 
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when  faw  you  BolstbelLt  ? 

Vent.  Now,  my  Lord, 
He  parted  hence;  and  deopatra  with  him. 

ji,2t.  Speak  foftly.    'Twas  by  my  Command  he  wcnt^ 
To  bear  my  lafl:  Farewel. 

Vent.  It  look'd  indeed  '  [^/o«<(. 

Like  your  Farewell 

Af:t.  More  foftly— ——My  Farewel? 
What  fecret  Meaning  have  you  in  thofe  words 
Of  my  Fafewel  ?  He  did  it  by  my  Order. 

Vent.  Then  be  obcy'd  your  Order.    I  fuppofe      \_Aloit4^ 
You  bid  him  do  it  with  all  Gentlcnefs, 
All  Kindnefs,  and  all Love. 

Ant.  How  flie  mourn'd. 
The  poor  forfaken  Creature  ! 

Vent.  She  took  it  as  fhe  ought;  fhe  bore  your  Parting 
As  fhe  did  Cafar's,  as  {he  would  another's, 
Were  a  new  Love  to  come. 

Ant.  Thou  doft  belie  her ;  [Aloud^ 

■Moft  bafely,  and  malicioufly  belie  her. 

Vent.  I  thought  not  to  difpleafe  you;  I  have  done. 

OHav.  You  Teem  diflurb'd,  my  Lord.         [Coming  up] 

Ant.  A  very  Trifle, 
Retire,  my  Love. 

Vent.  It  was  indeed  a  Trifle. 

He  fcnt. 

\     AiJt.  No  more.  Look  how  thou  difobey'ltvine; 

lAngrilj. 
\  Thy  Life  (hall  anfwer  it. 

OBav.  Then  'tis  no  Trifle. 

Vent.toOii/tv.'Tiskrs;  a  very  nothing :  You  too  faw  itj 
As  well  as  I,  and  therefore  -'tis  no  Secret. 

Atit.  She  law  it !  - 

Vent.  Yes :  She  faw  young  Dolabelln  ■ 

Ara.  Young  Bolabella! 

Vefit.  Young,  1  think  him  young, 
And  handfome  too ;  and  fo  do  others  think  him.' 
But  what  of  that  ?  He  went  by  your  Command, 
Indeed  'tis  probable,  with  feme  kind  Mcffage; 
For  ihe  receiv'd  it  gracioufly  j  Ihe  fmil'd : 

And 
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And  then  he  grew  Familiar  with  her  Hand, 
Squeci'd  it,  and  worry 'd  it  with  ravenous  KLiflesj 
She  blulh'd,  and  figh'd,  and  fmil'd,  and  blufh'd  again  j' 
At  laft  fhe  took  Ocrafion  to  talk  foftly. 
And  brought  her  Cheek  up  clofe,  and.lean'd  on  his: 
Atr  which,  he  whifper'd  Kifles  back  on  hers^j 
And  then  fhe  cry'd  aloud.  That  Conftancy 
Should  be  rewarded. 

OElav.  This  I  faw  and  heard. 

jlnt.  What  Woman  was  it,  whom  you  heard  and  fav\? 
So  playful  with  my  Friend! 
Not  Cleopatra.  ? 

Vent.  Ev'n  fhe,  my  Lwd! 

Ant.  My  Cleopatra  ? 

Vent.  Your  Cleopatra  i 
DolaMla's  Cleopatra: 
Every  Man's  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  Thou  ly'ft. 

Veut.  I  do  not  lie,  my  Lord. 
Is  this  fo  flrange  >  Should  Miftrefles  be  left. 
And  not  provide  ^ainfl:  a  Time  of  Change  ? 
You  know  fhe's: hot  much  us'd  to  lonely  Nights, 

Ant.  I'll  think  no  more  on't. 
I  know  'tis  falie,  and  fee  the  Plot  betwixt  you. 
You  needed  not  have  gone  this  way,  OBav'ia. 
What  harms  it  you  that  Cleopatra^  jufl  ? 
She's  mine  no  more.    I  fee 3  and  I  forgive: 
Urge  it  no  farther.  Love, 

Oclcm.  Are  you  concerned 
That  fhe's  found  falfc  ? 

Ant.  I  fhould  be,  were  it  fb ; 
For,  tho'  'tis  pad,  I  would  not  that  the  WorM 
Should  tax  my  former  Choice :  That  I  lov'd  one 
<Xfb  light  Note;  but  I  forgive  you  both. 

Vent.  What  has  n>y  Age  dcferv'd,  that  you  fhould  thinfc 
I  would  abufe  your  Ears  with  Perjury  ?  ' 

If  Heav'n  be  true,  fhe's  falfe. 

j^.  Tho'  Heav'n  and  Earth 
Should,  witnefs  it,  Til  not  believe  her  tainted. 

I'  4  Vtnfi 
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Vm.  I'll  bring  you  then  a  Witnefs 
'  From  Hell  to  prove  her  ib.    Nay,  go  not  back ; 

\Sttmg  AlexasjV//?  entring,  and  fiarting  iackl 
For  ftay  you  mufl:  and  fnall. 
^lex.  What  means  my  Lord  ? 
Vea.  To  make  you  do  what  mod  you  hate  j  fpeak  truth," 
You  are  of  Cleopatra's  private  Counfel, 
Of  her  Bcd-Counfel,  her  lafcivious  Hours ; 
Are  confcious  of  each  nightly  Change  (he  makes. 
And  watch  her,  as  Chaldeans  do  the  Moon, 
Can  tell  what  Signs  fhe  pafles  through,  what  Day. 
^lex.  My  Noble  Lord. 
Ven.  My  moft  Illuftrious  Pandar, 
No  fine  fet  Speech,  no  Cadence,  no  turn'd  Periods, 
But  a  plain  home-fpun  Truth,  is  what  I  ask : 
I  did,  my  felf,  o'erhear  your  Queen  make  Love 
To  Dolabella.    Speak  j  for  I  will  know. 
By  your  Confeflion,  what  more  paft  betwixt  'em  j 
How  near  the  Bus'nefs  draws  to  your  Employment j 
And  when  the  happy  Hour. 

^t.  Speak  truth,  Alexas,  whether  it  offend 
Or  pleafe  Ventidius,  care  not :  Juftific 
Thy,  injur'd  Queen  from  Malice :  Dare  his  worft. 

OB.  [jifide.'j  See,  how  he  give<:  him  Courage,  how  he 
To  find  her  falfc!  aad  fhuts  his  Eyes  to  Truth,  [fears 
Willing  to  be  mif-!ed ! 

Alex.  As  far  as  Love  may  plead  for  Woman's  Frailty, 
Uig'd  by  Defert  and  Greatneis  of  the  Lover  j 
So  far  (Divine  OSiavia !)  may  my  Queen 
Stand  ey'n  excus'd  to  you,  for  loving  him, 
Who  is  your  Lord :  So  far,  from  brave  Ventiditis, 
May  her  paft  Adlions  hope  a  fair  report. 
A»t.  'Tis  well,  and  truly  fpoken :  Mark,  Ventidius. 
Alex.  To  you,  moft  Noble  Emperor,  her  ftrong  Pafllon 
Stands  not  excus'd,  but  wholly  juftified. 
Her  Beauty's  charms  alone,  without  her  Crown, 
From  Ind  and  Mer6$  drew  the  diftant  Vows 
Of  fighing  Kings ;  and  at  her  Feet  were  laid 
The  Scepters  of  the  Earth,  expos'd  on  heaps, 
To  chule  where  Ihc  would  Reign : 
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she  thought  a  Roman  only  could  defervc  herj 
And,  of  all  Romans,  only  ^tony. 
And,  to  be  lefs  than  Wife  to  you,  difdain'a 
Their  lawful  Paflion. 

uint.  'Tis  but  truth. 

jiltx.  And  yet,  the*  Love,  and  your  unmatch'd  Defert, 
Have  drawn  her  from  the  due  regard  of  Honour, 
At  lafl,  Heav'n  opcn'd  her  unwilling  Eyes 
To  fee  the  Wrongs  Ihc  offer'd  fair  OiiaviSt 
Whofe  holy  Bed  ihe  lawlefly  ufurp'd. 
The  fad  Effects  of  this  improfperous  War, 
Ccnfirm'd  thofe  pious  Thoughts. 

Ven.  [Ajide.']  O,  wheel  you  there? 
Obferve  him  now  j  the  Man  begins  to  mend. 
And  talk  fubftantial  Reafon.    Fear  not,  Eimuchfe, 
The  Emperor  has  giv'n  thee  leave  to  fpeak. 

Alex.  Elfe  had  I  never  dar'd  t'  offend  his  Ears 
With  what  the  laft  Ncceflity  has  urg'd 
On  my  forfaken  Miftrefsj  yet  I  muft  not 
Prefume  to  fay  her  Heart  is  wholly  alter'd. 

Ant.  No,  dare  not  for  thy  Life,!  charge  thee  dare  not> 
Pronounce  that  fatal  Word. 

OSav.  Muft  I  bear  this  ?  Good  Heav'n,  afford  me  Pa- 
tience. [Aftde^ 

Ven.  On,  fweet  Eunuch}  my  dear  half  Man,  proceed. 

Alex.  Yet  Dokbella 
Has  lov'd  her  long,  he,  next  my  God-like  Lord, 
Deferves  her  bcft;  and  fhouU  flie  meet  his  Paffion, 
Rejefted,  as  fhe  is,  by  him  fhe  lov'd  ■ 

Ant.  Hence,  firom  my  light  j  for  I  can  bear  no  moret 
Let  Furies  drag  thee  quick  to  Hclij  let  all 
The  longer  damn'd  have  reft;  each  torturing  Hand'^ 
Do  thou  employ,  *tiU  Cleopatra  comes. 
Then  join  thou  too,  and  help  to  torture  her. 

[Exit  Alexas,  thrufi  out  by  Antony» 

OSliVv.  'Tis  not  well. 
Indeed,  my  Lord,  'tis  much  unkind  to  me. 
To  (how  this  Paffion,  this  extream  Concernjuent 
Foi  an  ab;mdoQ'd,  faithleTs  Proftitute, 

L^  4nt. 
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Ant.  OBcwiet,  lesivc  me;  I  am  much  diforder'd^ 
Leave  me,  I  lay. 

OBav.  My  Lord? 

0ii>jt.  I  bid  you  leave  me. 

Ven.  Obey  him,  Madam :  Beft  withdraw  a  whilCi 
And  fee  how  this  will  vvork. 

Oclav.  Wherein  have  I  offended  you,  my  Lord,. 
That  I  am  bid  to  leave  you  ?  Am  I  falfe, 
Or  infamous?  Am  I  a  Cleopatra  ? 
Were  I  fhe, 

Bafe  as  flic  is,  you  would  not  bid  me  leave  you  j 
But  hang  upon  my  Neck,  take  flight  Excufes, 
And  fawn  upon  my  Falfhood. 

uint.  'Tis  too  much. 
Too  much,  Ociavia-y  I  am  preft  with  Sorrows 
Too  heavy  to  be  born;  and  you  add  more; 
I  would  retire,  and  recolledl  what's  left 
Of  Man  within,  to  aid  me. 
OSiav.  You  would  mouin 
In  private,  for  your  Love,  who  has  betray 'd  you  i^ 
You  did  but  half  retyrn  to.  me :  Your  Kindnefs 

Linger'd  behind  with  her.    I  hear,  my  Lord, 
You  make  Conditions  for  her. 

And  would  include  her  Treaty.    W^ond'rous  Proofs 

Of  Love  to  me ! 

>Ant.  Are  you  my  Friend,  Ventldius  ? 

Or  are  you  turn'd  a  Dolaiella  too. 

And  let  this  Fury  loofe^ 
Ven.  Oh,  be  advis'd. 

Sweet  Madam,  and  retire: 

OBav.  Yes,  I  will  goj  but  never  to  return.. 

You  ftiall  no  more  be  haunted  with  this  Fury. 

My  Lord,  my  Lord,  Lore  will  not  always  laft. 

When  urg'd  with  long  Unkindncfs,  and  Dildainj 

Take  her  again  whom  you  prefer  to  me ; 

She  flays  but  to  be  cali'd.    Poor  cozen'd  Man! 

Let  a  feign'd  Parting  give  her  back  your  Heaitj 

Which  a  feign'd  Love  firft  gotj  for  injur'd  me, 

Tho'  my  juft  fenfe  of  Wrongs  forbid  my  fla/j 

My  Duty  Ihall  be  ^ours. 


To. 
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To  the  dear  Pledges  of  our  former  Love, 

My  Tendernefs  and  Care  (hall  be  transfcrr'd. 

And  they  fl-jll  cheer,  by  turns,  my  widow 'd  Nights: 

So  take  my  lafl  Farewel;  for  I  defpair 

To  have  you  whole,  and  fcorn  to  take  you  half.     \Ex\t'. 

Ven.  I  combat  Heav'n,  which  blafts  my  bcft  Defigns: 
My  laft  Attempt  mufl:  be  to  win  her  back  j 
But  Oh,  I  fear»  in  vain.  {Ji^xit, 

Ant.  Why  was  I  fram'd  with  this  plain  honefl:  Heart,. 
Which  knows  not  to  difguife  its  Griefs  and  Weaknefs,] 
But  bears  its  Workings  outward  to  the  World.' 
I  /liould  have  kept  the  mighty  Anguifh  in. 
And  forc'd  a  Smile  at  CleopMra's  Fallhood: 
Octavift  had  believ'd  it,  and  had  ftaid ; 
But  I  am  made  a  fhallow-forded  Stream, 
Seen  to  the  bottom  :  All  my  CIcarnefs  fcorn'd. 
And  all  my  Faults  expos'd !  See  where  he  com« 

Enter  Dolabella, 
Who  has  prophan'd  the  Sacred  Name  of  Fxiend, 
And  worn  it  into  Vilenefs ! 
With  how  fecure  a  Brow,  and  {pecious  Form 
He  gilds  the  fecret  Villain!  Sure  that  Face 
Was  meant  for  Honeftyj  but  Heav'n  mif-match'd  its' 
And  furnifh'd  Trcalbn  out  with  Nature's  pomp. 
To  make  its  Work  more  eaiie. 

Bol(t\  O,  my  Friend ! 

Ant.  Well,  IDekbelh,  you  perform'd  my  Mellage?; 

Doh.  I  did,  unwillingly. 

Ant,  Unwillingly  ? 
Was  it  fo  hard  for  you  to  bear  our  parting  ? 
You  ftould  have  wifht  it. 

Deli.  Why? 

A}it.  Becauicyou  love  me. 
And  flie  recdv'd  my  MelTage,  with  as  true. 
With  as  unfcign'd  a  Sorrow,  as  you  brought  it.r 

DoU.  She  loves  you,  ev'n  to  iVkdnefs. 

Ant.  Oh,  I  know  it. 
You,  BoUbella,  do  not  better  know 
How  much  ilie  loves  me.    And  Ihould  I 
Eor^e  this^Beauty  ?  This  all-pcrfea  Creature?' 

Bila-, 


T^z       All  fir  Love;  Or, 

Dola.  I  could  not,  were  fhe  mine. 

Ant.  And  yet  you  firft 
Perfwaded  me:  How  come  you  altcr'd  fince? 

Dola.  I  faid  at  firft  I  was  not  fit  to  go  j 
I  could  not  hear  her  Sighs,  and  fee  her  Tears, 
But  Pity  muft  prevail :  And  fo,  perhaps. 
It  may  again  with  yo a ;  for  I  have  promis'd 
That  fhe  fliould  take  her  laft  farewel :  And,  fee*. 
She  comes  to  claim  my  Word. 

Inter  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  T&KcDelaMa! 

Dola.  What's  falfe,  my  Lord  ? 

Ant.  Why,  DoUthella's  falfe. 
And  Cleopatra's  falfe ;  both  falfe  and  faithlefs. 
Draw  near,  you  well-join'd  Wickednefs,  you  Serpeotf^ 
Whom  I  have,  in  my  kindly  Bofom,  warm'd 
Till  I  am  ftung  to  Death.. 

Dola.  My  Lord,  have  I 
Deferv'd  to  be  thus  us'd  ? 

Cleo.  Can  Heav'n  prepare 
A  newer  Torment  ?  Can  it  find  a  Curfe 
Beyond  our  Separation? 

Ant.  Yes,  if  Fate 
Be  juft,  much  greater:  Hcav'd  fhould  be  ingenious 
In  punifhing  fuch  Crimes.    The  rowling  Stone, 
And  gnawing  Vulture,  were  flight  Pains,  invented 
When  j^ove  was  young,  and  no  Examples  known 
Of  mighty  Ills ;  but  you  have  ripen'd  Sin 
To  fuch  a  monftrous^Growth,  'twill  pofe  the  Godi 
To  find  an  equal  Torture.    Two,  two  fuch. 

Oh  there's  no  farther  Name,  two  fuch to  me> 

To  me,  who  lock'd  my  Soul  within  your  Breafts, 

Had  no  Defires,  no  Joys,  no  Life,  but  you  j 

When  half  the  Globe  was  mine,  I  gave  it  you 

In  Dowry  with  my  Heart;  I  had  no  uft. 

No  Fruit  of  all,  but  you :  A  Friend  and  Miftrefs 

Was  what  the  World  could  give.     Oh,  Cleopatra  t 

Oh,  DolabcUa !  how  could  you  betray 

This  tender  Heart,  which  with  an  Infant-fondneis 

Lay  lull'd  betwixt  your  Bofoms,  and  there  ilept 

Sccwe 
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Secure  ot  injur'd  Faith  ? 

Dola.  If  flie  has  wrong'd  you,' 
Heav'n,  Hell,  and  you  revenge  it. 

Ant.  If  Ihe  has  v/rong'd  me ! 
Thou  would'ft  evade  thy  Part  of  Guilt  j  but  fwear 
Thou  lovH  not  her. 

Dola.  Not  fa  as  I  love  you.  [her'. 

jint.  Not  fb!  S\vear,  fwear,   I  lay,  thou  doft  not  love 

Dola.  No  more  than  Fricndfliip  will  allow. 

Ant.  No  more  ? 
Friendfhip  allows  thee  nothing :  Thou  art  perjur'd       ■ 
And  yet  thou  didft  net  fwear  thou  lov'dft  her  not; 
But  not  fe  much,  no  more.    Oh  trifling  Hypocrite, 
Who  dar'ft  not  own  to  her  thou  doft  not  love. 
Nor  own  to  me  thou  doft!  Ventidius  heard  it^ 
Ociavia  {aw  it. 

Cleo.  They  are  Enemies. 

Ant.  Alexas  is  not  fo:  He,  he  coufeft  itj 
He,  who,  next  Hell,  beft  knew  it,  he  avow*d  it. 
Why  do  I  fcek  a  Proof  beyond  your  felf  ?  [I&  DoJjJ 

You  whom  I  fcnt  to  bear  my  laft  Farewcl, 
Rcturn'd  to  plead  her  Stay. 

Dola.  What  {hall  I  anfwer  ? 
If  to  have  lov'd  be  Guilt,  then  I  have  {inn'di 
But  if  to  have  repented  of  that  Love 
Can  wafh  away  my  Crime,  I  have  repented. 
Yet,  if  I  have  offended  paft  Forgivenefs, 
Let  not  her  fuffcr :  She  is  innocent. 

Cleo.  Ah,  what  will  not  a  Woman  do  who  loves! ' 
What  means  will  fhe  refufe,  to  keep  that  Heart 
Where  all  her  Joys  are  plac'd !  'Twas  I  encourag.'d> 
'Twas  I  blew  up  the  Fire  that  fcorch'd  his  Soul^ 
To  make  you  jealous;  and  by  that  regain  you. 
But  aU  in  vain;  I  could  not  Counterfeit: 
In  {pight  of  all  the  Dams,  my  Love  broke  o'er. 
And  drown'd  my  Heart  again:  Fate  took  th'Occaiioa* 
And  thus  one  Minute's  feigning  has  delbroy'd 
My  whole  Life's  truth. 

Ant.  Thin  Cobweb  Arts  of  Fallhood  j] 
Seen,  and  broke  though  at  firft,  f 
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Bold.  Forgive  your  Miftrcfs. 

CUo.  Forgive  your  Friend. 

Ant.  You  have  convinc'd  your  felves, 
You  plead  each  other's  Caufe:  ^hat  Witncfshave  you, 
That  you  but  meant  to  raife  nay  Jealoulie  ? 

Cleo.  Our  felves  and  Heav'n.  [fliip ; 

Ant.  Guilt  witnefles  for  Guilt.  Hence,  Love  and  Friend- 
You  have  no  longer  place  in  human  Brcafts, 
Thefc  two  have  driv'n  you  out :  Avoid  my  Sight  j 
I  would  not  kill  the  Man  whom  I  have  lov'dj 
And  cannot  hurt  the  Woman  -,  but  avoid  me, 
I  do  not  know  how  long  I  can  be  tame ; 
For,  if  1  ftay  one  Minute  more  to  think 
How  I  am-wrong'd,  my  Juftice  and  Revenge 
Will  cry  fo  loud  within  me,  .that  my  Pity 
Will  not  be  heard  for  either. 
•   Bola.  Heav'n  has  but 
Our  Sorrow  for  our  Sins ;  and  then  delight* 
To  pardon  erring  Man :  Sweet  Mercy  feems 
Its  darling  Attribute,  which  limits  Juftice  j 
As  if  there  were  degrees  in  Infinite} 
And  Infinite  would  rather  want  Pcrfc^itiQn, 
Than  punifli  to  extent. 

Ant.  I  can  forgive 
A  Foe  J  but  not  a  Miftrcfs,  and  a  Friend : 
Treafon  is  there  in  its  moft  horrid  Shape, 
Where  Truft  is  greateft:  And  the  Soul  rcfign'd 
Is  flabb'd  by  its  own  Guards:  I'll  hear  no  morej 
Hence  from  my  Sight,  for  ever. 

Cko.  How?  for  ever! 
I  cf.nnpt.go  one  Moment  from  your  Sight, 
And  muft  I  go  for  ever  ? 
My  Joys,  my  only  Joys  are  center'd  here: 
What  Pla.ce  have  I  to  go  to  ?  my  own  Kingdom  ? 
That  I  have  loft  for  you :  Or  to  the  Rsmans  ? 
They  hate  me  for  your  fake :  Or  muft  I  wander 
The  wide  World  o'er,  a  helplcfs,  banifti'd  Woman, 
Banifti'd  for  love  of  youj  banifh'd  from  youj 
Ay,  there's  the  Banifhment!  Oh  hear  me;  hear  m?. 
With  flriildl  Juftice :  For  I  beg  no  favoxu: : 

And 
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And  if  I  have  offended  you,  then  kill  mc, 
But  do  not  banifh  me. 

Ant.  I  muft  not  hear  you. 
I  have  a  Fool  within  me  takes  your  Partj 
But  Honour  flops  my  Ears. 
Cleo.  For  Pity  hear  mc! 
Would  you  caft  off  a  Slave  who  follow'd  yati,' 
Who  CTOuch'd  beneath  your  Spurn?  —  He  has  no  pity! 
See,  if  he  gives  one  Tear  to  my  Departure; 
One  Look,  one  kind  Farewel :  Oh  Iron  Heart ! 
Let  all  the  Gods  look  down,  and  judge  betwixt  uy, 
If  he  did  ever  love ! 
Ant.  No  more :  Atexas  t 
Dola.  A  perjur'd  Villain! 
Ant.toCko.  Your  Alexas;  yours. 
Cleo.  O  'twas  his  Plot:  His  ruinous  Defign 
T'  ingage  you  in  my  Love  by  Jealoufie. 
Hear  him ;  confront  him  with  me;  let  him  ipcak." 
.eitu.  I  have;  I  have. 
Cle{).  And  if  he  clear  me  not— — — 
Ant.  Your  Creature !  onewhohaBgs  upon  your  Smiles] 
Watches  your  Eye  to  fay  or  to  unfay 
Whate'er  you  pleafe!  I  am  not  to  be  mov'd. 

Cleo.  Then  muft  we  part?  Farewel,  my  auel  Lord, 
Th'  Appearance  is  againft  me;  and  I  go 
Unjuftify'd,  for  ever  from  your  Sight. 
How  I  navelov'd,  you  know;  how  yet  I  love; 
My  only  Comfort  is,  I  know  my  felf: 
I  love  you  more,  ev'n  now  you  are  unkind. 
Than  when  you  lov'd  me  moft;  fo  well,  fo  trulyv 
I'll  never  ftrive  againft  it ;  but  die  pleas'd 
To  think  you  once  were  mine. 

Ant.  Good  Heav'n,  they  weep  at  parting.' 
Muft  I  weep  too?  that  calls  'em  innocent. 
I  muft  not  weep;  and  yet  I  muft,  to  think  , 

That  1  muft  not  forgive——— 
Live;  but  live  wretched,  'tis  but  juft  you  (hould, 
Who  made  me  fo:  Live  from  each  others  light: 
Let  me  not  hear  you  meet:  Set  aU  th^  Earth, 

Aa<^ 
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And  all  the  Seas,  betwixt  your  funder'd  Lores : 
View  nothing  commou  but  the  Sun  and  Skies: 
Now,  all  take  feveril  Waysj 

And  each  your  own  fad  Fate  with  mine  deplore- 
That  you  were  falfc,  and  I  could  truft  no  more. 

[Exeunt  feverally. 


A  C  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Effter  Cleopatra,  Charmion  andlv^. 

Char.Xy^  jufter,  Hcav'n:  fuch  Virtue  punifh'd  thus, 

13  Will  make  us  think  that  Chance  rules  all  abov^' 
And  ftiuffles,  with  a  random  Hand,  the  Lots 
Which  Man  is  forc'd  to  draw. 

CUo.  I  could  tear  out  theft  Eyes,  that  gain'd  his  Heart, 
And  had  not  Pow'r  to  keep  it.    O  the  Curie 
Of  doting  on,  ev'n  when  I  find  it  Dotage ! 
Bear  Witnefs,  Gods,  you  heard  him  bid  me  go; 
You  whom  he  mock'd  with  imprecating  Vows 
Of  promised  Faith  I'll  die,  I  will  not  bear  it.' 

You  may  hold  me— — — 

[She  fulls-  out  her  Dagger,  and  they  held  herj 
But  I  can  keep  my  Breath  5  I  can  die  inward. 
And  choak  this  Love. 

Enter  Alexas. 

Ir/u.  Help,  O  Altxas,  help ! 
The  Queen  grows  defpcrate,  her  Soul  ftrugglcs  in  hcT,] 
With  aD  the  Agonies  of  Love  and  Rage, 
And  ftrives  to  force  its  Paflage. 

Cleo.  Let  me  go. 
Art  thou  there.  Traitor!  O. 

O,  for  a  little  Breath,  to  vent  my  Rage! 
Give,  give  me  way,  and  let  me  loole  upon  him. 

^lex.  Yes,  I  deferve  it,  tor  my  ili-dm'd  Truth. 
Was  it  for  me  to  prop 
The  Ruins  of  a  falling  Majefty  ? 

f • 
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To  place  my  felf  beneath  the  mighty  Flaw, 
Thus  to  be  crufn'd,  and  pounded  into  Atomcs, 
By  its  o'erwhdming  Weight  ?  'Tis  too  prefuming 
For  Subjeds,  to  pfeferve  that  wilful  Pow'r 
Which  courts  its  own  Deftruftion. 

Cleo.  I  would  rcafon 
Mo;e  calmly  with  you.    Did  not  you  o'er-rulc,'. 
And  force  my  plain,  diredi,  and  open  Love 
Into  thefe  crooked  Paths  of  Jealoufie  ? 
Now,  what's  th' Event?  Ociavia  is  removed j 
But  Cleopatra's  banifli'd.     Thou,  thou.  Villain^. 
Haft  pulh'd  my  Boat  to  open  Sea;  to  prove. 
At  my  fad  Coft,  if  thou  canft  fteer  it  back. 
It  cannot  be;  I'm  loft  too  far;  I'm  ruin'd: 
Hence,  thou  Impoftor,  Traitor,  Monfter,  Devil— —• 
I  can  no  more :  Thou,  and  my  Griefs,  have  funk 
Mc  down  falow,  that  I  want  Voice  to  curfe  thee. 

jilex,  Suppofc  fomc  fhipwrack'd  Seaman  near  the  Shore} 
Dropping  and  faint,  with  climbing  up  the  QifF, 
If,  from  above,  fome  charitable  Hand 
Pull  him  to  lafety,  hazarding  himfelf 
To  draw  the  others  weight ;  would  he  look  back 
And  curfe  him  for  his  Pains  ?  Tke  Cafe  is  yours ; 
But  one  Step  more,  and  you  have  gain'd  the  Height!^ 

Cleo.  Sunk,  never  more  to  rife. 

jilex.  Oiinvia's  gone,  and  Solabella  banifli'd. 
Believe  mc,  Madam,  Atony  is  yours. 
His  Heart  was  never  loft ;  but  ftarted  off 
To  Jealoulic,  Love's  laft  retreat  and  covert ; 
Where  it  lyes  hid  in  Shades,  watchful  in  Silence^. 
And  lift'ning  for  the  Sound  that  calls  it  back. 
Some  other,  any  Man,  (  tis  fo  advanc'd) 
May  perfc<ft  thi";  unfinifh'd  Work,  which  1 
(Unhappy  only  to  my  felf)  have  left 
So  eafic  to  his  Hand. 

Cleo.  Look  well  thou  do't;  elfe ,. 

Alex.  Elfe,  what  your  Silence  threatens— '—.if»/(?»y- 
Is  mounted  up  the  Pharos  j  from  whofe  Turret, 
He  ftands  fiirveying  our  Egyptian  Gallies, 
Efigag'd  with  Cafar's  Fleet :  Now  Death,  or  Conqueft : 


i^R        All  for  L  o  v e  ;  Or, 

If  the  firft  happen.  Fate  acquits  my  Promifc: 
If  we  o'crcome,  the  Conqueror  is  yours. 

\A  difiant  Shout  withifi. 

Char.  Have  Comfort,   Madam:    Did  you  mark  that 
Shout  ?  '         [Second  Shorn  nearer^ 

Iras.  Hark ;  they  redouble  it. 

Alex.  'Tts  from  the  Port. 
The  loudncfs  fhows  it  near :  Good  News,  kind  Hcav'nSfc 

Cleo.  Ofifii  make  it  fo. 

Enter  Serapion. 

Seraf.  Where,  where's  the  Queen  ? 

Alex.  How.  frightfully  the  holy  Coward  ftarcs  ? 
As  if  not  yet  recover'd  of  th'  Aflault, 
When  all  his  Gods,  and  what's  more  dear  to  hijD* 
His  Offerings  were  at  ftake. 

Serap.  O  horror,  horror ! 
"Egyft  has  been  j  our  lateft  Hour  is  come : 
Tne  Qiieen  of  Nations  from  her  ancient  Seat, 
Is  funk  for  ever  in  the  dark  Abyfs : 
Time  has  unrowl'd  her  Glories  to  the  lafV» 
And  now  clos'd  up  the  Volume. 

Cko.  Be  more  plain : 
Say,  whence  thou  cam'ft,  (though  Fate  is  in  thy  Face> 
Whieh  from  thy  haggard  Eyes  looks  wildly  out, 
And  threatens  e'er  thou  fpeak'ft.) 

Serap.  I  came  from  Fharts; 
From  viewing  (fpare  me,  and  imagine  it) 
Our  Land's  laft  hope,  your  Navy— — — 

Cleo.  Vanquifli'd? 

Serap.  No. 
They  fought  not. 

Cleo.  Then  they  fled. 

Serap.  Nor  that.    I  faw,' 
With  Antony^  your  well-appointed  Fleet 
Row  out  i  and  thrice  he  wav'd  his  Hand  on  high^ 
And  thrice  with  chear fill  Cries  they  fhoutedback: 
*Twas  then,  falfe  Fortune,  like  a  fawning  Strumpet^ 
About  to  leave  the  Bankrupt  Prodigal, 
With  a  diffembled  Smile  would  kils  at  parting. 
And  flatter  to  the  Laftj  the  weli-tim'd  Oars 

Now 
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Now  dipt  from  every  Bank,  now  fmoothly  run 
To  meet  the  Foe;  and  foon  indeed  they  met. 
But  not  as  Foes.    In  few,  we  faw  their  Caps 
On  either  fide  thrown  up ;  th' Egyptian  Gallies 
(Rcceiv'd  like  Friends)  pall  through,  and  fell  behind 
The  Roman  Rear :  And  now,  they  all  come  forward, 
And  ride  within  the  Port. 

Cleo.  Enough,  Serapion: 
I've  heard  my  Doom.     This  needed  not,  you  Godsi 
*\Vhen  I  loft  Antony,  your  Work  was  done; 
Tis  but  fuperfluous  Malice.    Where's  my  Lord  ? 
Hov/  bears  he  this  lafl  Blow  ? 

Serap.  His  Fury  cannot  be  exprcfs'd  by  words: 
Thrice  he  attempted  headlong  to  have  fain 
Full  on  his  Foes,  and  aim'd  at  CAptr's  Galley : 
With-held,  he  raves  on  you ;  cries.  He's  betray'd^ 
Should  he  now  find  you 

Alex.  Shun  him,  feek  your  Safety, 
Till  you  can  clear  your  Innocence. 

Cleo.  I'll  ftay. 

Alex.  You  muft  not,  hafte  you  to  your  Monumcntf/ 
While  I  make  fpeed  to  C^ftr. 

Cleo.  C£far!  No, 
I  have  no  Bufinefs  with  him. 

Alex.  I  can  work  him 
To  fpare  your  Life,  and  let  this  Madman  perlfti.  ]  [too  ?• 

Cteo.  Bale  fawning  Wretch !   wouldft  thou  betray  him 
Hence  from  my  Sight,  I  wilJ  not  hear  a  Traitor; 
'Twas  thy  Dcfign  brought  all  this  Ruin  on  us ; 
Seraphn,  thou  art  honeft;  counfelme: 
But  hafte,  each  Moment's  precious. 

Serap.  Retire;  you  muft  not  yet  fee  Antony'. 
He  who  began  this  Mifchief, 
*Tis  juft  he  tempt  the  Danger:  Let  him  clear  you;  ; 
And,  fince  he  ofter'd  you  his  fervile  Tongue, 
To  gain  a  poor  precarious  Life  from  CAfar, 
Let  him  expofe  that  fawning  Eloquence, 
And  I'peak  to  Antony. 

Alex.  O  Hcav'n's!  I  dare  not,  , 
1  meet  my  ctrtaia  Death. 


2.^d       K-lIj  for  Love;  Or, 

CU:  Slave,  thou  defcrv'ft  it. 
Not  that  I  fear  my  Lord,  will  I  avoid  him ; 
I  know  him  noble :  When  he  banifti'd  me, 
And  thought  me  falfe,  he  fcorn'd  to  take  mjr  Life; 
But  I'll  be  juftify'd,  and  then  die  with  him. 

Alex.  O  pity  me,  and  let  me  follow  you.  [canft,' 

Cleo.  To  Death,  if  thou  ftir  hence.     Speak,  if  thou 
Now  for  thy  Life,  which  bafelj  thou  wouldft  favej 
While  mine  I  prize  at  this.    Come,  good  Serapim. 

[Exeunt  Clco.  Serap.  Char,  and  Iras.' 

Alex.  O  that  I  lefs  cou'd  fear  to  lofe  this  Being, 
Which,  like  a  Snow-ball,  in  my  Coward  Hand, 
The  more  'tis  grafp'd,  the  fafter. melts  away. 
Poor  RcafonJ  what  a  wretched  Aid  art  thou! 
For  ftill,  in  ipight  of  thee, 
Thefe  two  long  Lovers,  Soul  and  Body,  dread 
Their  final  Separation.    Let  me  think : 
What  can  I  fay,  to  fave  my  felf  frem  Deatk  ? 
No  matter  what  becomes  of  CletpMra. 

^?.  Which  way?  where?  \Withm. 

Vtnt.  This  leads  to  th' Monument.  [Within, 

Alex.  Ah  me!  Ihear  him  5  yet  I'm  unprepar*d: 
My  Gift  of  Lying's  gone ; 
And  this  Court-Devil,  which  I  fo  oft  have  rais'd, 
Forfakes  me  at  my  Need.    I  dare  not  ftayj 
Yet  cannot  far  go  hence.  \2xit\ 

Enter  Antony  md  Ventidius. 

Aat.  O  happy  C£far  I  Thou  haft  Men  to  lead : 
Think  not  'tis  thou  haft  conquer'd  Anteny ; 
But  Rome  has  conquer'd  E^ft.    I'm  betray'd. 

Vent.  Curfe  on  this  treach'rous  Train ! 
Their  Soil  and  Heav'n  infeft  'em  all  with  Bafoiefs ; 
And  their  young  Souls  come  tainted  to  the  World 
With  tke  firft  Breath  they  draw. 

Ant,  Th' original  Villain  fure  no  God  created  j 
He  was  a  Baftard  of  the  Sun,   by  Nile, 
Ap'd  into  Man;  with  all  his  Mother's  Mud 
Crufted  about  his  Soul. 

Vent.  The  Nation  is 
Oae  Uaivcrlal  Traitor  j  and  their  Queea 

-  The 
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The  very  [Spirit  and  Extradt  of 'cm  aU. 

Ant.  Is  there  yet  left 
A  PoHibility  of  Aid  from  Valour  ? 
I  s  there  one  God  unfworn  to  my  Deftrudlion  ? 
The  lead  unmortgag'd  Hope  ?  for,  if  there  be,  ] 

Methinks^I  cannot  fall  beneath  the  Fate 
Of  fuch  a  Boy  as  C&fur. 
The  "World's  one  half  is  yet  in  Antony, 
And,  from  each  Limb  of  it  that's  hew'd  away, 
•-The  Soul  comes  back  to  me. 

Vent.  There  yet  remain 
Three  Legions  in  the  Town.    The  lafl:  Aflault 
Lopt  off  the  refl: :  If  Death  be  your  Defign, 
As  I  muft  wifli  it  now,  thefe  are  fufficient 
To  make  a  Heap  about  us  of  dead  Foes, 
An  honeft  Pile  for  Burial. 

Ant.  They're  enough. 
We'll  not  divide  our  Stars;  but  Side  by  Side 
Fight  Emulous :  And  with  malicious  Eyes 
Survey  each  other's  A£ts:  So  every  Death 
Thou  givcft,  ril  take  on  me,  as  a  juft  Debt, 
And  pay  thee  in  a  Soul. 

Vent.  Now  you  fliall  fee  I  love  you.  Not  a  Word 
Of  chiding  more.    By  my  few  Hours  of  Life, 
1  am  fo  pTeas'd  with  this  brave  Roman  Fate,  ' 

That  I  would  not  be  C&fdr,  to  out-live  you. 
When  we  put  off  this  Flefh,  and  mount  together, 
1  fliall  be  fhown  to  all  th'Etherial  Crowd} 
Lo,  this  is  he  who  dy'd  with  Antonv.  [TroopsJ 

Ant.  Who  knows  but  we  may  pierce  through  all  their 
And  reach  my  Veterans  yet  ?  'Tis  worth  the  Tempting, 
T'o'er-leap  this  Gulph  of  Fate, 
And  leave  -our  wond'ring  Deftinies  behind. 
iMter  Alexas,  tremilin^. 

Vent.  See,  fee,  that  Villain ; 
See  Cleopatra  ftampt  upon  that  Face, 
With  all  her  Cunning,  all  her  Arts  of  Faliliood! 
How  ftie  looks  out  throogh  thofe  diffembling  Eyes  I 
How  he  has  fct  his  Count'nance  for  Deceit  j 
And  Promifes  a  Lie,  before  he  fpeaks  I 
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Let  me  difpatck  him  firft.  [Drawing. 

Alex.  O,  fpare  me,  fpare  me,  ' 

Ant.  Hold ;  h«'s  not  worth  your  killing.  On  thy  Life, 
(Which  thou  mayft  keep,  becaufe  I  fcorn  to  take  itj 
No  Syllable  to  juftific  thy  Queen  j 
Save  thy  bafe  Tongue  its  office. 

Alex.  Sir,  Ihe's  gone, 
"Where  {he  fhall  never  be  molefted  more 
By  Love,  or  you. 

Ant.  Fled  to  her  Dolabella  ! 
Die,  Traitor,  I  revoke  my  Promife,  6\Q^Goingto  killhlml 

Alex.  O  hold,  fhc  rs  not  fled. 

Ant.  She  is:  My  Eyes 
Are  open  to  her  Falfhood  j  my  whole  Life 
Has  been  a  golden  Dream,  of  Love  and  Friendfliip. 
But,  now  I  wake,  I'm  like  a  Merchant,  rows'd 
From  foft  Repofc,  to  fee  his  Veflel  finking. 
And  all  his  Wealth  caft  o'er.    Ingrateful  Woman ! 
Who  followed  me,  but  as  the  Swallow  Summer, 
Hatching  her  young  Ones  in  my  kindly  Beams, 
Singing  her  Flatt'nes  to  my  Morning  Wake; 
But,  now  my  Winter  comes,  fhe  fpreads  her  Wings, 
And  feeks  the  Spring  oiC&far. 

Alex.  Think  not  fo : 
Her  Fortunes  have,  in  all  things,  mixt  with  yours. 
Had  fhe  betray'd  her  Naval  Force  to  Rome, 
How  eafily  might  fhe  have  gone  to  C^ifatt 
Secure  by  fuch  a  Bribe ! 

Vent.  She  fcnt  it  firft. 
To  be  more  welcome  after. 

Ant.  'Tis  too  plain ; 
Elfc  wou'd  fhe  have  appeared,  to  clear  her  felf. 

Alex.  Too  fatally  fhe  has ;  fhe  could  not  bear 
To  be  accus'd  by  you ;  but  fhut  her  felf 
Within  her  Monument:  Look'd  down  and  figh'dj 
While,  from  her  unchang'd  Face,  the  filent  Tears 
Dropt,  as  they  had  not  leave,  but  flole  their  Parting. 
Some  undilBnguifh'd  Words  flie  inly  murmur'dj 
At  lafl,  fhe  rais'd  her  Eyes;  and,  with  fuch  Looks 
As  dyisg  Lncrece  caft  ■ 
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Ant.  My  Heart  forebodes* 
Vent.  All  fcr  the  beft:  Go  on. 
Alex.  She  fn^tch'd  her  Ponyard, 
And,  e're  we  cou'd  prevent  the  fatal  Blow, 
Plung'd  it  within  her  Breaft :  Then  turn'd  to  me. 
Go,  bear  my  Lord  (faid  (he)  my  laft  Farewelj 
And  ask  him  if  he  yet  fiifpeft  my  Faith. 
More  fhe  -was  faying,  but  Death  rufh'd  betwixt.- 
She  half  pronounc'd  your  Name  with  her  laft  Breathj 
And  bury'd  half  within  her. 
Vent.  Hcav'n  be  prais'd. 

Ant.  Then  art  thou  innocent,  my  poor  dear  Love? 
And  art  thou  dead  ? 

O  thofe  two  Words!  their  Sound  Jhould  be  divided: 
Hadft  thcu  been  falfc,  and  dy'd;  or  hadft  thou  liv'd. 

And  hadft  been  true But  Innocence  and  Death! 

This  fhows  not  well  above.    Then  what  am  I, 
The  Murderer  of  this  Truth,  this  Innocence ! 
Thoughts  cannot  form  themfelves  in  words  fo  horrid 
As  can  exprefs  my  Guilt!  [ousf 

Vent.  Is't  come  to  this?  The  Gods  have  been  too  graei- 
And  thus  you  thank  'era  for't. 

Ant.  to  Alex.  Why  ftay'ft  thou  here? 
Is  it  for  thee  to  fpy  upon  my  Soul, 
And  fee  its  inward  mourning?  Get  thee  hence: 
Thou  art  not  worthy  to  behold,  what  now 
Becomes  a  Roman  Emperor  to  perform. 

Alex.  He  loves  her  ftill :  [Aftde, 

His  Grief  betrays  it.    Good !  the  Joy  to  find 
She's  yet  alive,  corapleats  the  Reconcilement. 
I've  fay'd  my  felf,  and  her.  But)  oh !  the  Romans ! 
Fate  comes  too  faft  upon  my  Wit, 
Hunts  me  too  hard,  and  meets  me  at  each  double.  [Exit, 

Vent.  Wou'd  ftic  had  dy'd  a  little  fboner  tho'. 
Before  OBavia  wcntj  you  might  have  treated: 
Now  'twill  look  tame,  and  wou'd  not  be  rcceiv'd. 
Come,  rouze  your  felf,  and  let's  die  warm  together. 

Ait.  I  will  not  fight :  There's  no  more  work  for  War. 
The  Bus'ncfs  of  my  angi  y  Hours  is  done. 
Vent.  CAfar  is  at  your  Gates. 

Am> 
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Ant.  Why,  let  him  enter  j 
He's  welcome  now. 

Vent.  What  Lethargy  has  crept  into  your  Soul? 

Ant.  'Tis  but  a  Scorn  of  Lifc^  and  juft  Dcfirc 
"To  free  my  felf  from  Bondage. 

Vent.  Do  it  bravely. 

Ant.  I  will  j  but  not  by  fighting.    O,  Vemidlus  i 
What  ftiould  I  fight  for  now  ?  My  Queen  is  dead. 
I  was  but  great  Tor  her ;  my  Pow'r,  my  Empire, 
Were  but  my  Merchandift  to  buy  her  Love; 
And  conquer'd  Kings,  my  Faftors.  Now  fhe's  dead. 
Let  CAfar  take  the  World- 
An  empty  Circle,  fince  the  Jewel's  gone 
"Which  made  it  worth  my  Strife:  My  Being's  nauieousj 
For  all  the  Bribes  of  Life  are  gone  away. 

Vent,  Wou'd  you  be  taken? 

Ant.  Yes,  I  wou'd  be  taken ; 
But,  as  a  Rtmmi  ought,  dead,  my  Ventidius: 
'For  I'll  convey  my  Soul  from  dfar's  reach. 
And  lay  down  Life  my  felf.    *Tis  time  the  World 
Shou'd  have  a  Lord,  and  know  whom  to  obey. 
Wc  two  have  kept  its  Homage  in  fufpence. 
And  bent  the  Globe  on  whofe  each  fide  wc  trod. 
Till  it  was  dinted  inwards :  Let  him  walk 
-  Alone  upon't;  I'm  weary  of  my  Part. 
My  Torch  is  out}  and  the  World  ftands  before  me 
Like  a  black  Defart,  at  th'  Approach  of  Night: 
I'll  lay  me  down,  and  ftray  no  farther  on. 

Vent.  I  could  be  griev'd. 
But  that  I'll  not  out-live  you:  Chufe  your  Death j 
For,  I  have  fee»  him  in  fuch  various  Shapes, 
I  care  not  which  I  take :  I'm  only  troubled 
The  Life  I  bear,  is  worn  to  fuch  a  Rag, 
*Ti$  fcarcc  worth  giving.    I  could  with  indeed 
"We  threw  it  from  us  w'th  a  better  Grace  j 
That,  like  two  Lions  taken  in  the  Toils, 
"We  might  at  leaft  thruft  out  our  Paws,  and  wound 
The  Hunters  that  inclofe  us. 
.  Ant.  I  have  thought  on't, 
VtmidfHf,  you  muft  live. 


a 
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Vent.  I  muft  not,  Sir. 

uint.  Wilt  thou  not  live,  to  fpeak  fome  good  of  me  ? 
To  (land  by  my  fair  Fame,  and  guard  th' Approaches 
From  the  ill  Tongues  of  Mea  ? 
Vent.  Who  (hall  guard  mine. 
For  living  after  you  ? 
Ant.  Say,  I  command  it. 

Vent.  If  we  die  well,  our  Deaths  will  fpeak  themfelvcs,' 
And  need  no  living  Witnefs. 
Ant.  Thou  haft  lov'd  me. 
And  fain  I  wou'd  reward  thee:  I  muft  diej 
Kill  me,  and  take  the  Merit  of  my  Death 
To  make  thee  Friends  with  C^far. 

Vent.  Thank  y®ur  Kindnefs. 
You  faid  I  lov'd  you;  and,  in  Recompence, 
You  bid  me  turn  a  Traitor :  Did  I  think 
You  wou'd  have  us'd  me  thus  ?  that  I  fljou'd  die 
With  a  hard  Thought  of  you  ? 

Ant.  Forgive  me,  Roman. 
Since  I  have  heard  of  Cleepatra's  Death 
My  Reafon  bears  no  Rule  upon  my  Tongue, 
But  lets  my  Thoughts  break  all  at  random  out : 
I've  thought  better ;  do  not  deny  me  twice. 

Vent.  By  Heav'n,  I  will  not. 
Let  it  not  be  t'out-live  you. 

Ant.  Kill  me  firft. 
And  then  die  thou :  For  'tis  but  juft  thou  fervc 
Thy  Friend,  before  thy  felf. 
Vent.  Give  me  your  Hand. 
We  foon  fhall  meet  again.     Now,  Farewel,  Emperor. 

lEmirace. 
Methinks  that  word's  too  cold  to  be  my  laft : 
Since  Death  fweeps  all  Diftindtions,  Farewel,  Friend. 

That's  all 

I  will  not  make  a  Bus'nefs  of  a  Trifle : 
And  yet  1  cannot  look  on  you,  and  kill  you  i 
Fray  turn  your  Face. 
Ant.  1  do :  Strike  home  be  fure. 
Vent.  Home,  as  my  Sword  will  reach.      [Ki//;  himfelf. 

Vol.  IV.  M  Ant. 
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Ant.  O,  thou  miftak'ftj 
That  wound  was  none  of  thine :  Give  it  me  back : 
Thou  robb'ft  me  of  my  Death, 

Vent.  1  do  indeed; 
But,  think  'tis  the  firft  time  I  e'er  deceiv'd  you; 
If  that  may  plead  my  Pardon.    And  you,  Gods, 
Forgive  me,  if  you  will  j  for  I  die  pcrjur'd. 
Rather  than  kill  my  Friend.  {Dies. 

^»/.  Farevvel.  Ever  my  Leader,  ev'n  in  Death! 
My  Queen  and  thou  have  got  the  Start  of  me} 

And  I'm  the  Lag  of  Honour Gone  fo  foon  ? 

Is  Death  no  more?  He  us'd  him  carelefly, 

With  a  familiar  Kindnefs :  E'er  he  knock'd. 

Ran  to  the  Door,  and  took  him  in  his  Arms, 

As  who  fhould  lay.  You're  welcome  at  all  Hours, 

A  Friend  need  give  no  warning.   Books  had  fpoil'd  himj 

For  all  the  Learn'd  are  Cowards  by  Profeflion. 

'Tis  not  worth 

My  farther  Thought;  for  Death,  for  ou^ht  1  know. 

Is  but  to  think  no  more.    Here's  to  be  iatisfy'd. 

[Falls  m  his  Srtord\ 
I've  miO  my  Heart.    O  unperforming  Hand ! 
Thou  never  could'ft  have  err'd  in  a  worfe  Time, 
My  Fortune  jades  me  to  the  laft;  and  Death, 
Like  a  great  Man,  takes  State,  and  makes  me  wait 

For  my  Adiiiitiance \Tr-m)^ling  mthitL 

Some  perhaps  from  CAfan 
If  he  flwuld  find  mc  living,  and  fufpcft 
That  I  plaid  Booty  with  my  Life!  I'll  mend 
My  Work,  e'er  they  can  reach  me.    [R//fj  upn  his  Kaees. 
En.'er  Cleopatra,  Charmion,  ami  Iras. 
Cleo.  Where  is  my  Lord?  where  is  he? 
Char.  There  he  lyes, 
And  dead  Vmtidirs  by  him. 

Cleo.  My  Fe: .;  yvere  Prophets;  I  am  eome  too  late. 
O  that  accurs'i  Alexas!  [fi«»;  to  him. 

./^W.  Art  ihoii  Hving? 
Or  am  I  dcii  Letore  I  knew?  and  thou 
The  fij-ft  k.r.j  Gholt  that  meets  me  ? 

.    Cln. 
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Cleo.  Help  me  feat  him. 
Send  quickly,  fend  for  Wlp.       [They  place  him  m  a  Chair. 

Ant.  I  am  anfwer'd. 
"We  live  both.    Sit  thee  down,  mjr  Cleop.itra : 
I'll  make  the  moft  I  can  of  Life,  to  ftay 
A  moment  more  with  tJiee. 
Cleo.  How  is  it  with  you? 
jiint.  'Tis  as  with  a  Man  ., 

Removing  in  a  Hurry ;  all  pack'd  up. 
But  one  dear  Jewel  that  his  hafte  forgot; 
And  he,  for  that,  returns  upon  the  Spur : 
So  I  come  back,  for  thee.  [mcj 

Cleo.  Too  long,  ye  Heav'ns,  you  have  been  cruel  to 
Now  fliow  your  mended  Faith,  and  give  me  back 
His  fleering  Life. 

AKt.  It  will  not  be,  my  Love. 
I  keep  my  Soul  by  force. 
Say  but  thou  art  not  falfe. 
Cleo.  'Tis  now  too  late 
To  fay  I'm  true :  Til  prove  it,  and  die  with  you. 
Unknown  to  me,  Alexas  feign'd  my  Death: 
Which,  when  I  knew,  I  hafted,  to  prevent 
This  fatal  Confequence.    My  Fleet  betray'd 
Both  you  and  me. 
Ant.  And  Oolabelln  • 

Cleo.  Scarce  efteem'd  before  he  lov'd ;  but  hated  now. 
Ant.  Enough ;  My  Life's  not  long  enough  for  more. 
Thou  layft  thou  wilt  come  after:  I  believe  thecj 
^For  I  can  now  believe  whate'er  thou  fayft. 
That  we  may  part  more  kindly. 

Cleo.  I  will  come : 
Doubt  not,  my  Life,  I'll  come,  and  quickly  too; 
C£far  ihall  triumph  o'er  no  part  of  thee. 

Ant.  But  grieve  not,  while  thou  ftay'll:. 
My  laft  difaltrous  Times : 
Think  we  have  had  a  clear  and  glorious  Dayj 
/  nd  Heav'n  did  kindly  to  delay  the  Storm 
Juft  till  our  cloie  of  Ev'ning.    Ten  Years  Love,' 
And  not  a  Moment  loil,  but  ail  iraprov'd 
To  th'utmoft  Joys:  What  Ages  have  we'jliv'd ? 

M  z  And 
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And  now  to  die  each  others;  and,  fo  dying. 
While  Hand  in  Hand  we  walk  in  Groves  below, 
"Whole  Trops  of  Lovers  Ghofts  fhall  flock  about  us, 
And  all  the  Train  be  ours. 

Cleo.  Your  "Words  are  like  the  Notes  of  dying  Swans, 
Too  fweet  to  laft.    Were  there  fo  many  Hours 
.For  your  "Unkindnefs,  and  not  one  for  Love? 

Ant.  No,  not  a  Minute — This  oneKiis — more  worth 
Than  all  I  leave  to  Cifar.  [Bits. 

CUo.  O,  tell  me  fo  again. 
And  take  ten  thoufand  Kifles,  for  that  word. 
My  Lord,  my  Lord:  Speak,  if  you  yet  have  Being; 
Sigh  to  me,  if  you  cannot  fpeak ;  or  caft 
One  Look :  Do  any  thing  that  ftiows  you  live. 

Irds.  He's  gone  too  far,  to  hear  you ; 
And  this  you  fee,  a  lump  of  fenfleis  Clay, 
The  leavings  of  a  Soul,  -^ 

Chitr.  Remember,  Madam, 
-He  charg'd  you  not  to  grieve. 

CUo.  And  I'll  obey  him. 
I  have  not  lov'd  a  Roman,  not  to  know 
What  Ihould  become  his  Wife;  his  Wife,  my  Charmm; 
For  'tis  to  that  high  Title  I  afpire, 
And  now  I'll  not  die  leCs.    Let  dull  OBavia 
Survive,  to  mourn  him  dead :  My  noble  Fate 
Shall  knit  our  Spoufals  with  a  Tie  too  ftrong 
For  Roman  Laws  to  break. 
Jras.  Will  you  then  die? 
Cleo.  Why  Ihouldft  thou  make  that  Queftion? 
Iras.  C^far  is  merciful. 
Cleo.  Let  him  be  fo 
To  thofe  that  want  his  Mercy :  My  poor  Lord 
Made  no  fuch  Cov'nant  with  him,  to  fpare  me 
When  he  was  dead.    Yield  me  to  C^far's  Pride? 
What,  to  be  led  in  Triumph  through  the  Streets, 
A  Spedacle  to  bafe  Vlebeian  Eyes; 
Whi.e  fome  dcje^ed  Friend  of  Antony's, 
Clofe  in  a  Corner,  fcakes  his  Head,  and  mutter" 
A  fecret  Curfe  on  her  who  ruin'd  him  ? 
I'll  none  of  that. 
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char.  Whatever  you  refolve, 
I'll  follow  ev'n  to  Death. 

Iras.  I  only  fcar'd 
For  you ;  but  more  fliould  fear  to  live  without  you. 

Cleo.  Why,  now  'tis  as  it  fliould  be.  Qiiick,  my  Fricnii, 
Difpatch;  e'er  this,  the  Town's  in  Ctfar's  Hands: 
My  Lord  looks  down  concern'd,  and  fears  my  Stay, 
Left  I  {hould  be  furprix'd ; 
Keep  him  not  waiting  for  his  Love  too  long. 
You,  Charmion,  bring  my  Crown  and  richeft  Jewels, 
With  'cm,  the  Wreath  of  Vidory  I  made 
(Vain  Augury!)  for  him  who  now  lyes  deadj 
You,  Iras,  bring  the  Cure  of  all  our  Ills. 

Iras.  The  Afpicks,  Madam  ^ 

C/^o.  Muft  I  bid  you  twice?         [ExewjtChzr. ami Irzs. 
'Tis  fwect  to  die,  when  they  would  force  Life  on  me, 
To  rufn  into  the  dark  Aboad  of  Death, 
And  fcize  him  firftj  if  he  be  like  my  Love, 
He  is  not  frightful  fure. 
We're  now  alone,  in  Secrefie  and  Silence ; 
And  is  not  this  like  Lovers?  I  may  kifs 
Thefe  pale,  cold  Lips;  OUavm  does  not  fee  mcj 
And,  Oh!  'tis  better  far  to  have  him  thus, 

Than  fee  him  in  her  Arms O  welcome,  welcome, 

Enter  Charmion  and  Iras. 

Char.  What  muft  be  done  ? 

Cleo.  Short  Ceremony,  Friends; 
But  yet  it  muft  be  deceat.    Firft,  this  Laurel 
Shall  crown  my  Hero's  Head :  He  fell  not  bafely, 
Nor  left  his  Shield  behind  him.    Only  thou 
Couldft  Triumph  o'er  thy  felf  j  and  thou  alone 
Wert  worthy  fo  to  Triumph. 

Char.  To  what  end 
Thefe  Enfigns  of  your  Pomp  and  Royalty  ? 

Cleo.  Dull,  that  thou  art!  why,  'tis  to  meet  my  LovCi 
As  when  I  faw  him  firft,  on  Cydno's  Bank, 
All  fparkling,  like  a  Goddefs ;  fo  adorn'd, 
I'll  find  him  once  again :  My  fecond  Spoufals 
Shall  match  my  firft,  in  Glory.    Hafte,  hafte,  both. 
And  drefs  the  Bride  of  Amony. 

M  7^  Char. 
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char.  Tisdone. 

Cleo.  Now  feat  me  by  my  Lord.    I  claim  this  place; 
For  I  muft  conquer  Gt/ar  too,  Kke  him, 
And  win  my  Share  o'th'  World.    Hail,  you  dear  Rclicks 
Of  my  immortal  Love  ! 
O  let  no  impious  Hand  remove  you  hence  j 
But  reft  for  ever  here :  Let  Egypt  give 
His  Death  that  peace,  which  it  deny'd  his  Life. 
Reach  me  the  Casket. 

Iras.  Underneath  the  Fruit  the  Afpick  lyes. 

Cleo.  Welcome,  thou  kind  Deceiver ! 

[Putting  ajide  the  Leaves. 
Thou  beft  of  Thieves;  who,  with  an  eafie  Key, 
Doft  open  Life,  and,  unperceiv'd  by  us, 
Ev'n  fteal  lis  from  our  fclvcs :  Difcharging  fb 
Death's  dreadful  Office,  better  than  himfelf. 
Touching  our  Limbs  fo  gently  into  S.'umber, 
That  Death  ftands  by,  deceiv'd  by  his  own  Image, 
And  thinks  himieJf  but  Sieep. 

Serap.  The  Queen,  whe:eisfhe?  {JVithin, 

The  Town  is  yielded,  C^far's  at  the  Gates. 

cleo.  He  comes  too  late  t'inva-ie  the  Rights  of  Death". 
Halle,  bare  my  Arm,  and  rouze  the  Serpent's  Fury. 

[Holds  oitt  her  Arm,  and  dravs  it  back. 
Coward  Flefh    . 

Wou'dft  thou  con{pire  with  Ctfar,  to  betray  me. 
As  thou  wert  none  of  mine  ?  I'll  force  thee  to't. 
And  not  be  fent  by  him, 
But  bring  my  felf  my  Soul  to  Antony. 

[Turns  afide,  a>id  then  jlioivs  her  Arm  bloody. 
Take  hence;  the  Work  is  done. 

Serap.  Break  ope  the  Door,  [Within. 

And  guird  the  Traitor  well. 

Cl'jor.  The  next  is  ours. 

Iras.  Kow,  Charmion,  to  be  worthy 
Of  our  great  Queen  and  Miftrefs.     [liey  apply  the  Ajpicks. 

Cleo.  Already,  Death,  I  feel  thee  in  my  Veins; 
I  go  with  fuch  a  Will  to  find  my  Lord, 
That  we  fhali  quickly  meet. 
A  heavy  Nuranefs  creeps  through  every  Limb, 

And 
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And  now  'tis  at  my  Head :  My  Eye-lids  fall, . 

And  my  dear  Love  is  vnnifh'd  in  a  Miflr. 

Where  fliall  I  find  him,  where?  O  turn  me  to  hin». 

And  lay  me  on  his  Breaft CAfur,  thy  worftj 

Now  part  us,  if  thou  canft.  [D/^f  J 

[Irasy&j^i  down  at  her  Teet,  and  dies;  Charmiott 
fiands  behind  her  Chair,  as  drejpng  her  Head. 
"Enter  .^crapion,  f»o  friers,  Alexas  bound-,  Egyptians. 

2  Vriefts.  Behold,  6'e>'/»/'w«,  what  havock  Death  has  made! 

Sera^.  'Twas  what  I  feai'd. 
Charmion,-  is  this  well  done  ? 

Char.  Yes,  'tis  well  donCj  and  like  a  Queen,  the  laft 
Of  her  great  Race:  I  follow  her.  [6"^^  down--,  dies, 

Alex.  'Tis  true» 
She  has  done  well :  Much  better  thus  to  die. 
Than  live  to  make  a  Holy-day  in  Rome. 

Serap.  See,  how  the  Lovers  fit  in  State  together. 
As  they  were  giving  Laws  to  half  Mankind. 
Th' Impreffion  of  a  Smile  left  in  her  Face, 
Shows  fhe  dy'd  pleas'd  with  him  for  whom  flie  liv'd. 
And  went  to  charm  him  in  another  World. 
CApirs  juft  entringj  Grief  has  n  w  no  leifure. 
Secure  that  Villain,  as  our  Pledg--  of  Safety 
To  grace  th' Imperial  Triumph.  Sleep,  bleft  Pair, 
Secure  from  human  Chance,  long  Ages  out, 
While  all  the  Storms  of  Fate  fly  o'er  your  Tomb>   j 

And  Fame,  to  late  Pofterity,  fhall  tell. 

No  Lovers  liv'd  fo  great,  or  dy'd  fo  well. 
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POets,  like  Difputmts,  when  Reafons  fail. 
Have  one  fure  Refuge  left  j  (md  that's  to  rail. 

Top,  Coxcomb,  Fool,  are  thtmder'd  through  the  Fk } 

.4^  this  is  all  their  Equipage  of  Wit. 

We  roonder  how  the  Devil  this  diff'rence  grows. 

Betwixt  our  Tools  in  Verfe,  and  yours  in  Proje: 

Tor,  'Taith,  the  ^^ttarrel  rightly  tmderftood, 

Tis  Civil  War  wth  their  own  Tlejli  md  Blood. 

The  thread-bare  uiuthor  hates  the  gawdy  Coat ; 

.And  fteears  at  the  Gilt  Coach,  but  fwears  a-foot: 

Tor  'tis  obferv'd  of  every  fcribling  Man, 

He  grows  a  Top  as  faft  as  e'er  he  can ; 

Trunes  up,  and  asks  his  Oracle  the  Glafs, 

Jf  fink  or  Purple  befi  become  his  Tace. 

Tor  our  poor  Wretch,  he  neither  rails  nor  prays '^ 

Nor  likes  your  Wit  juft  as  you  like  his  Plays  i 

He  has  not  yet  fo  mtuh  of  Mr.  Bays. 

He  does  his  befi ;  and,  if  he  cannot  pleafe. 

Would  quietly  fue  out  his  Writ  of  Eafe. 

lC(t,  if  he  might  his  own  Grand  Jury  call. 

By  the  Fair  Sex  he  begs  to  ftand  or  fall. 

Let  Caeftr'j  Pow'r  the  Mens  Ambition  move. 

But  grace  y on  him  who  lofi  the  World  for  Love. 

Tet  ifjome  antiquated  Lady  fay. 

The  laft  Age  is  not  copyd  in  his  Play ; 

Heav'n  help  the  Man  who  for  that  Face  mufi  drudgtt 

Which  only  has  the  Wrinkles  of  a  Judge. 

Let  not  the  Toung  and  Beauteous  join  -with  thofe-y 

Tor  fljould  you  raifefuch  numerous  Hofis  of  Toes, 

Toung  Wits  and  Sparks  he  to  his  Aid  mufi  call^ 

Tts  more  than  one  M«fis  Work  to  pleafe  you  all. 
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To  the  Right  Honourable 

JOHN 

Lord  FJUGH  A  N,S>Cc. 


My  LoKiD) 

Cannot  eafily  excufe  the  printing  of 
a  Play  at  fo  unfeafvinable  a  time, 
when  the  great  Plot  of  the  Nation, 
like  one  of  Pbaraoh\  lean  Kine,  has 
devour'd  its  younger  Brethren  of 
the  Siage:  But  however  weak  my 
Defence  might  be  for  this,  I  am  fure  I  fhouldnot 
need  any  to  the  World,  for  my  Dedication  to 
your  Lordfhip  ;  and  if  you  can  Pardon  my  Pre- 
fumption  in  it,  that  a  bad  Poet  (hould  addrefs 
himfelr  to  fo  great  a  Judge  of  Wit,  I  may  hope 
at  leaft  to  fcape  with  the  Eicufe  of  Catullus^ 
when  he  writ  to  Gtcro ; 

M  6  Cratiaf 
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Cratias  tibi  maxtmas  Catullus 
J^giiy  pelJimus  omnium  Poet  a  ; 
Tafito  pejimus  omnium  Poeta^ 
Quanto  tu  optimus  omnium  Patronusl 

I  have  feen  an  Epiftle  of  Fleckno*s  to  a  Noble- 
nian,  who  was  by  fome  extraordinary  Chance  a 
Scholar;  (znd  you  may  pleafe  to  take  notice  by 
the  way,  how  natural  the  connedlion  of  Thought 
is  betwixt  a  bad  Poet  and  Fleckno)  where  he  be- 
gins thus:  Quatuordecimjam  elapfi  funt  anni^  &C. 
his  Latin,  it  feems,  not  holding  out  to  the  end 
of  the  Sentence  ;  but  he  endeavour'd  to  tell  hiS' 
Patron,  betwixt  two  Languages  which  he  under- 
ftood  alike,  that  it  was  fourteen  Years  fince  he 
had  the  Happinefs  to  know  him  ;  'tis  juft  fo  long, 
and  as  happy  be  the  Omen  of  Dulnefs  to  me,  as 
it  is  to  fome  Clergy-men  and  States-men,  fince 
your  Lordlhip  has  known  that  there  is  a  worfe 
Poet  remaining  in  the  World,  than  he  of  fcanda- 
lous  Memory  who  left  it  laft.  I  might  inlarge 
upon  the  SubjcS  with  my  Authorj  and  allure  you, 
that  I  have  ferv*d  as  long  for  you,  as  one  of  the 
Tatrtarchs  did  for  his  Old  Teftament  Miftrefs : 
But  1  leave  thofe  Flourifhes,  when  occafion  (hall 
ferve,  for  a  greater  Orator  to  ufe,  and  dare  only 
tell  you,  that  I  never  pafs'd  any  part  of  my  Life 
"With  greater  Satisfaction  or  Improvement  to  my 
felf,  than  thofe  Years  which  1  have  liv*d  in  the 
Honour  of  your  Lord(hip*s  Acquaintance.  If  I 
may  have  only  the  time  abated  when  the  publick 
Service  call  d  you  to  another  part  of  the  World, 
"Which  in  imitation  of  our  florid  Speakers,  I  might 
(if  I  durftprefume  upoa  the  Expreffion)  call  the 
Tarenihefis  of  my  Life* 

That 
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That  I  have  always  honOurM  you,  I  fuppofe 
I  need  not  tell  you  at  this  time  of  Day;  for  you 
know  I  Itaid  not  to  date  my  Refpefls  to  you 
from  that  Title  which  now  you  have,  and  to 
which  you  bring  a  greater  Addition  by  your  Me- 
rit, than  you  receive  from  it  by  the  Name ;  but 
I  am  proud  to  let  others  know  how  long  it  Is 
that  1  have  been  made  happy  by  my  knowledge 
of  you,  becaufe  I  am  fure  it  will  give  me  a  Re- 
putation with  the  prefent  Age,  and  with  Poderi- 
ty.  And  now,  my  Lord,  1  know  you  are  afraid, 
left  I  fhould  take  this  occafion,  which  lies  fo  fair 
forme,  to  acquaint  the  World  with  fomeof  thofe 
Excellencies  which  1  have  admir'd  in  you  ;  but 
I  have  reafonably  coniider'd,  that  to  acquaint  the 
World,  is  a  Phrafe  of  a  malicious  Meaning  :  Fcft 
it  would  imply,  that  the  World  were  not  alrea- 
dy acquainted  with  them.  You  are  fo  generally 
known  to  be  above  the  meannefs  of  my  Praifes, 
that  you  have  fpar'd  my  Evidence,  and  fpoilM 
my  Complement:  Should  I  take  for  my  com- 
mon places,  your  knowledge  both  of  the  old  and 
the  new  Philofophy,  fhould  I  add  to  thefe  your 
Skill  in  MathematickSj  and  Hillory,  and  yet  far- 
ther, your  being  converfant  with  all  the  ancient 
Authors  of  the  Greek  and  Lath  Tongues,  as  well 
as  with  the  Modern,  I  (hould  tell  nothing  nevr 
to  Mankind;  for  when  1  have  once  but  nam*d 
you,  the  World  will  anticipate  all  my  Commen- 
dations, and  go  fader  before  me  than  I  can  fol- 
low. Be  therefore  fecure,  my  Lord,  that  your 
own  Fame  has  freed  it  felf  from  the  danger  of 
a  Panegyrique,  and  only  give  me  leave  to  tell 
youj  that  1  value  the  Candour  of  your  Nature, 
and  that  one  Charadler  of  Friendlinefs,  and  if  I 
may  have  leave  to  call  it,  Kiadnefs  in  you,  be- 
fore 
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fore  all  thofe  other  which  make  you  confiderable 
in  the  Nation, 

Some  few  of  our  Nobilicy  are  learned,  and 
therefore  1  will  not  conclude  an  abfolute  Conira- 
didion  in  the  Terms  of  Nobleman  and  Scholar ; 
but  as  the  World  goes  now,  Ms  very  hard  to 
predicate  one  upon  the  other;  and  '(is  yet  more 
difficult  to  prove,  that  a  Nobleman  can  be  a 
Friend  to  Poetry  :  Were  it  not  for  two  or  three 
Inftances  in  IVhitehally  and  in  the  Town,  the 
Poets  of  this  Age  would  find  fo  little  Incourags- 
ment  for  their  Labours,  and  fo  few  Underftand- 
ers,  that  they  might  haveleifure  to  turn  Pamphle- 
teers, and  augment  the  number  of  thofe  abomi- 
nable Scriblers,  who  in  this  time  of  Licence  a- 
bufe  the  Prefs,  almoft  every  Day,  withNonfcnfe, 
and  railing  againfl  the  Government. 

It  remains,  my  Lord,  that  I  (honld  give  yoa 
fome  account  of  this  Comedy,  which  you  have 
never  feen,  becaufe  it  was  written  and  a6lcd  in 
your  abfence,  at  your  Government  of  Jamaica. 
'Twas  intended  for  an  honeft  Satyr  againft  our 
crying  Sin  of  Keeping ;  how  it  would  have  fuc- 
ceeded,  I  can  but  gucfs,  for  it  was  permitted  to 
be  a6ied  only  thrice.  The  Crime  for  which  it 
fuffer'd,  was  that  which  is  obJeQed  againft  the 
Satyrs  oi  Juvenal^  and  the  Epigrams  of  Catullus^ 
that  it  exprefs'd  too  much  of  the  Vice  which  it 
decry'd  :  Your  Lordihip  knows  what  Anfwer 
was  returned  by  the  elder  of  thofe  Poets,  whom 
I  laft  mentioned,  to  his  Accufers. 

Cajium  ejfe  decet  piuai  P octant 

J^jam^    ^erficftlos  nihil  mce£e  eji  ,• 

Pui 
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Qui  turn  denique  habent  falem  ac  leporem^ 
dtjittt  mollietili  ^  parum  pudici. 

But  I  dare  not  make  that  Apology  for  my  felf, 
and  therefore  have  taken  a  becoming  Care,  that 
thofe  things  which  offended  on  the  Stage,  might 
be  either  altered,  or  omitted  inthePrefs:  For 
their  Authority  is,  and  fhall  be  ever  facred  to  me, 
as  much  abfent  as  prefcnt,  and  in  all  Alterati- 
ons of  their  Fortune,  who  for  thofe  Reafons 
have  ftopp'd  its  farther  /Appearance  on  the  Thea- 
tre. And  whatfoever  hinderance  it  has  been  to 
me,  in  point  of  Profit,  many  of  my  Friends  can 
bear  me  witnefs,  that  1  have  not  once  murmur- 
ed againft  that  Decree.  The  fame  Fortune  once 
happened  to  A4oliere^  on  the  occafion  of  his  Tar- 
tuffe\  which  notwithftanding  afterwards  has  feen 
the  Light,  in  a  Country  mure  Bigot  than  ours, 
and  is  accounted  amongft  the  bed  Pieces  of  that 
Poet.  I  will  be  bold  enough  to  fay,  that  this 
Comedy  is  of  ihe'firll  Rank  of  thofe  which  I 
have  written,  and  that  Pcfterity  will  be  of  my 
Opinion.  It  has  nothing  ot  particular  Satyr  in 
it:  For  whatfoever  may  have  been  pretended  by 
fome  Criticks  in  the  Town,  1  may  fafely  and 
folemnly  affirm,  that  no  one  Charader  has  been 
drawn  from  any  fingle  Man;  and  that  1  have 
known  fo  many  of  the  fame  Humoutj  in  every 
Folly  which  is  here  cxpos'd,  as  may  fcrve  to 
v/arranl  it  from  a  particular  Refledion.  It  was 
printed  in  my  abfence  from  the  Town,  this  Sum- 
mer, much  againft  my  Expedation,  otherwife  I 
had  over-look'd  the  Prefs,  and  been  yet  more 
careful,  that  neither  my  Friends  (hould  have  had 
the  leaft  occafion  of  Unkindnefs  againft  me,  ncr 
my  Enemies  of  upbraiding  me;  but  if  it  live  to 

a 
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a  fecond  ImpreHion,  I  will  faithfully  perform 
what  has  been  wanting  in  this.  In  the  mean 
time,  my  Lord,  I  recommend  it  to  your  Prote- 
Qion,  and  beg  I  may  keep  ftill  that  place  in  your 
Favour  which  I  have  hitherto  enjoyM  ;  and  which 
I  (hall  reckon  as  one  of  ihe  greated  Bleflings 
which  can  befal) 


My  LORD, 

Tour  tflfcLpjifi  mofi  Obedient, 

Faithful  Servant^ 


John  Dryden. 


PRO- 


PROLOGUE. 

TTMe  Wit  has  fern  'tis  heft  Days  long  ago, 
It  ne'er  look'd  up,  Jince  we  vere  dipt  in  Show : 
When  Senfe  in  Dogrel  Rhimes  and  Clouds  was  lofit 
And  Dulnefs  Jlourijh'd  at  the  Aiiors  coft. 
Norftopt  it  here;  when  Tragedy  was  done. 
Satyr  and  Humour  the. fame  Fate  have  rwti 
And  Comedy  is  funk  to  Trick  and  Fun. 
Now  our  Machining  Lumber  will  not  fell. 
And  you  no  longer  care  for  Heav'n  or  Hell; 
What  Stuff"  will  pleafeyou  next,  the  Lord  cm  teU. 
Let  thsm,  who  the  Rebellion  firft  began 
To  Wit,  reftore  the  Monarch  if  they  can  j 
Our  Author  dares  not  be  the  firft  bold\Man, 
He,  like  the  prudent  Citix^en,  takes  can 
To  keep  fbr  better  Marts  his  Staple  Ware, 
His  Toys  are  good  enough  for  Sturbridge  Tairl 
Tricks  were  the  Tafliion;  'fit  now  be  Jpent, 
Tis  time  enough  at  Eafter  to  invent; 
No  Man  will  make  up  a  new  Suit  for  Lent : 
Jf  now  and  then  he  takes  a  fmall  Fretenci 
To  forrage  for  a  little  Wit  and  Senfe, 
Fray  Pardon  him,  he  meant  you  no  Offence. 
Next  Summer  Noftradamus  tells,  they  fay. 
That  all  the  Cnticksjhall  he  ftiipt  away. 
And  not  enow  be  left  to  damn  a  Flay. 
To  every  Sail  befide,  good  Heavn  be  kind; 
But  drive  away  that  Swarm  with  fuch  a  Wind, 
That  not  cm  Locuft  may  be  left  behind. 

Drama- 


Dramatis  Perfonse. 


MEN. 

^Aldo,  an  honeft,  goodnatut'd,  free  hearted  old 

Gentleman  of  the  Town. 
Ifoodallhls  Son,  under   a  falfeName;  bred  a-^ 

broad,  and  new  returned  from  Travel. 
Ltntberham,  a  tame,  f  lolifh  Keeper,  perfaaded  by 

what  is  laft  faid  to  him,    and  changing  next 

Word.  . 

Bra'wfick,  a  Husband,  who  being  well  conceited 

of  himfelf,  defpifes  his  Wife  :  Vehement  and 

Eloquent,  as  he  thinks;,  but  indeed  a  Talker  of 

Nonfenfe. 
Gervafcy  Woodall's  Man :  Formal,  and  apt  to  give 

good  Counfel. 
CileSf  IVoodaii'i  caft  Servant. 

WOMEN; 

'Mrs.  Saintly^  an  Hypocritical  Fanatick,  Land<^ 

lady  of  the  Boarding-Houfe, 
Mrs.  Trickfy.  a  Termagant  kept  Miftrefs. 
Mrs.  Pleafattcey  fuppos*d  Daughter  to  Mrs.  Ssintly : 

Spighfful  and  Satyrical;  but  fecretly  in  Love 

with  Woodall. 
Mrs.  BratnficK 
Judith^  a  Maid  of  the  Houfe. 


SCENE,  A  Boarding- Houfi  in  Tow^. 

LIM- 


LI  M  BERHA  M^ 

OR,    THE 

Kind  Keeper. 


AGTl.     SCENE   I. 


S  E  C  N  E,    An  open  Garden-Houfe  j    ^ 
^ahk  in  it^  and  Chairs. 

Enter  Woodall  and,  Gervafe. 

WOODALL. 

!ID  the  Footman  receive  the  t'runksj' 
and  Portmantua;  and  fee  'em  plac'd  in  the 
Lodgings  you  have  taken  for  me,  while 
1  walk  a  turn  here  in  the  Garden. 

Gerv.  'Tis  already  order 'd.  Sir:  But  they 
are  like  to  ftay  in  the  outer  Room,  till  the 
Miltrels  oi  the  Houfe  return  from  Morning  Exercife. 

WooA.  What,  {he's  gone  to  the  Pari fh  Church,  itfeems, 
to  her  Devotions. 

Gerv.  No,  Sir ;  the  Servants  have  inform'd  me,   that 
Jhc  rifes  every  Morning,  and  goes  to  a  private  Meeting- 

houle. 
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houfej  where  they  pray  for  the  Government,  and  pr»- 
ftife  againft  the  Authority  of  it. 

Wood.  And  haft  thou  trepan'd  me  into  a  Tabernacle  of 
the  Godly  ?  Is  this  Pious  Boarding-houfe  a  Place  for  me, 
thou  wicked  Varlet  ? 

Gerv.  According  to  human  Appearance,  I  muft  con- 
fefs,  'tis  neither  fit  for  you,  nor  you  for  itj  but,  have 
Patience,  Sir,  matters  are  not  fo  bad  as  they  may  feem : 
There  are  pious  Bawdy-houfes  in  the  World,  or  Conven- 
ticles would  not  be  fo  much  frequented :  Neither  is  it 
irapoflible,  but  a  devout  Fanatick-Landlady  of  a  Board- 
ing-houfe may  be  a  Bawd. 

Wood^  Ay,  to  thofe  of  her  own  Cfcurch,  T  grant  you, 
Cervafe ;  but  I  am  none  of  thofe. 

Gerv.  If  I  were  worthy  to  read  you  a  Lefturc  in  the 
Myftery  of  Wickednefs,  I  would  inftruft  you  firft  in  the 
.dirt  of  feeming  Hotinefs:  But,  Heav'n  be  thank'd,  you 
have  a  toward  and  pregnant  Genius  to  Vice,  and  need 
not  any  Man's  Inftrudlion  j  and  I  am  too  good,  I  thank 
my  Stars,  for  the  vile  Employment  of  a  Pimp. 

IVood,  Then  thou  art  e'en  too  good  for  mej  a  worfe 
Man  will  ferve  my  Turn. 

Gerv.  I  call  your  Confcience  to  Witncfs,  how  often  I 
have  given  you  wholefome  Counfel  j  how  often  I  have 
faid  to  you,  with  Tears  in  my  Eyes,  Matter,  or  Matter 

^!do 

Wood.  Mr.  Woodall, you  Rogue!  that's  my  nom  de guerre: 
You  know  I  have  laid  by  Mdo,  for  fear  that  Name  ftiould 
bring  me  to  the  Notice  of  my  Father. 

Gerv.  Cry  you  merey,  good  Mr.  Wooddl.  How  often 
have  I  faid,  Into  what  Courfes  do  you  run !  Your  Fa- 
ther fent  you  into  Trance  at  twelve  Years  old,  bred  you 
tip  at  Varis;  firft,  in  a  College,  and  then  at  an  Academy  : 
At  the  firft,  inftead  of  running  through  a  Courfe  of  Phi- 
lofophy,  you  ran  through  all  the  Bawdy-houfes  in  Town  : 
At  the  latter,  inftead  of  managing  the  great  Horfe,  you 
exercis'd  on  your  Matter's  Wife.  What  you  did  in  Ger- 
fftany,  I  know  not;  but  that  you  beat  'em  all  at  their 
own  Weapon,  Drinking,  and  have  brought  home  a  Gob- 
let of  Plate  from  Munfter,  for  the  Prize  of  fwallowing 
a  Gallon  of  Rhenijh  more  than  the  Bijhop.  Wood, 
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Wood.  Gervafe,  thou   fhalt  be  my   Chronicler,    thou 
lofeft  none  of  my  Heroick  Adiions, 

Gem.  What  a  Comfort  are  you  like  to  prove  to  your 
old  Faiher!  You  have  run  a  Campaigning  among  the 
French  thefe  laft  three  Years,  without  his  Leave;  and, 
now  he  fends  for  you  back,  to  fettle  you  in  the  World, 
and  marry  you  to  the  Hcirefs  of  a  rich  Gentleman,  of 
whom  he  had  the  Guardianlhip,  yet  you  do  not  make 
your  Application  to  him. 
fVood.  Prithee,  no  more. 

Gerv.  You  are  come  over,  have  been  in  Town  above 
a  Week  Incognito,  haunting  Pjay-houfes,  and  other  Places? 
which  for  Modefty  I  name  not ;  and  have  chang'd  your 
Name,  from  AUo  to  Woodall,  for  fear  of  being  difco- 
ver'd  to  him :  You  have  not  fo  much  as  inquir'd  where 
he  is  lodg'd,  though  you  know  he  is  moft  commonly  in 
London ;  And  laftly,  you  have  difcharg'd  my  honeft  Fel- 
low-fervant  Giles,  becaufe— — — 

Wood.  Becaufe  he  was  too  laucy,  and  was  ever  offer- 
ing to  give  me  CounfeJ:  Mark  that,  and  tremble  at  his 
Deftiny. 

Gerv.  I  know  the  Reafbn  why  I  am  kept:  Becaufe 
you  cannot  be  difcover'd  by  my  Means ;  for  you  took 
me  up  in  France,  and  your  Father  knows  me  not. 

Wood.  I  maft  have  a  Ramble  in  the  Town :  When  I 
have  fpent  my  Mony,  I  will  grow  dutiful;  fee  my  Fa- 
ther, and  ask  for  more.  In  the  mean  time,  I  have  be- 
held a  handforae  Woman  at  a  Play,  I'm  fall'n  in  Love 
with  her,  and  have  found  her  eafie :  Thou,  I  thank  thee, 
haft  trac'd  her  to  her  Lodging  in  this  Board ing-houfe, 
and  hither  I  am  come  to  accomplifh  my  Defign. 

Gerv.  Well,  Hcav'n  mend  all.  I  hear  our  Landlady's 
Voice  without;  [Noife^  and  therefore  fliall  defer  my 
Counfel  to  a  fitter  Seafon. 

Wood.  Not  a  Syllable  of  Counfel :  The  next  Grave  Sen- 
tence, thou  marchefl  after  Giles,  WoodfUi's  my  Name: 
Remember  that. 

Enter  Mrs.  Saintly. 
Is  this  the  Lady  of  the  Houfe? 

Gerv, 
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Gerv.  Yes,  Mr.  Woodall,  for  want  of  a  better,  as  fhe 
will  tell  you. 

Wood.  She  has  a  notable  Smack  with  her!  I  believe 
7.eal  firft  taught  the  Art  of  Kifling  clofe.      [Saluting  her, 

Sumt.  You're  welcome,  Gentkman.    WoodaU  is  your 
Name? 

Wood.  I  call  my  felf  fo. 

Sftim.  You  look  like  a  fober  difcreet  Gentleman;  there 
is  Grace  in  your  Countenance. 

Wood.  Some  fprinklings  of  it,  Madam :  We  muft  not 
boaft. 

Saint,  Verily,  boafting  is  of  an  evil  Principle. 

Wood.  Faith,  Madam 

Saint.  No  Swearing,  I  befeech  you.  Of  what  Church 
are  you  ? 

Wocd.  Why,  of  Covent-Garden  Church,  I  think. 

Gerv.  How  lewdly  and  ignorantly  he  Anfwers!l[v^</f .] 
She  means,  of  what  Religion  are  you? 

Wood.  O,  does  (he  fo? Why,  I  am  of  your  Re- 
ligion, be  it  what  it  will,  I  warrant  it  a  right  one  :  I'll 
not  ftand  with  you  for  a  Trifle  ;  Vresbyterim  Independent , 
Annbupifi,  they  are  all  of  'em  too  good  for  us,  upiefs  we 
had  the  Grace  to  follow  'em. 

Saint.  I  fee  you  are  ignorant;  but  verily,  you  are  a 
new  Veflel,  and  I  may  Icafon  you.  I  hope  you  do  not 
ufe  the  Parifh-Church. 

Wood.  Faith,   Madam (Cry  you  mercy;   I  forgot 

again  \)  I  have  been  in  England  but  five  Days. 

Saint.  I  find  a  certain  Motion  within  me  to  this  young 
Man,  and  muft  fecure  him  to  my  felf,  e'er  he  fee  my 
Lodgers.  [Ajide^  O,  ferioufly,  1  had  forgotten;  your 
Trunk  and  Portmantua  are  ftanding  in  the  Hall:  Your 
Lodgings  are  ready,  and  your  Man  may  place  'cm,  if  he 
pleale,  while  you  and  I  confer  together. 

Wood.  Go,  Gervafe,  aud  do  as  you  are  directed. 

[Exit  Gcr. 

Saint.  In  the  firft  Place,  you  muft  know,  we  are  a 
Company  of  our  felvcs,  and  expedl  you  fliould  live  con- 
formably and  lovingly  amongft  us. 

Wood. 
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P/W.  There  you  have  hit  me.    I  am  the  moft  loving 
Soul,  and  (hall  be  conformable  to  all  of  you. 

Scmt.  And  to  me  efpecially.  Then,  I  hope,  you're 
no  keeper  of  late  Hours. 

Wood.  No,  no,  my  Hours  are  very  early  j  betwixt 
three  and  four  in  the  Morning,  commonly. 

Saint.  That  muft  be  amended :  But  to  remedy  the  In- 
convenience, I  will  my  felf  fit  up  for  you.  I  hope,  you 
would  not  oflfer  Violence  to  me  ? 

WooL  I  think  I  (hould  not,  if  I  were  fbber. 
Saint.  Then,  if  you  were  overtaken,  and  fhould  offer 
Violence,  and  I  confent  not,  you  may   do  your  filthy 
Part,  and  I  am  Blamelefs. 

Wood.  {Afide?^  I  think  the  Devil's  in  her;  fhe  has  given 
me  the  hint  again.  Well,  it  (hall  go  hard,  but  I  will  of- 
fer Violence  lometimesj  will  that  content  you? 

Saiint.  I  have  a  Cup  of  Cordial  Water  in  my  Clofet, 
which  will  help  to  ftrengthen  Nature,  and  to  carry  oft"  a 
Debauch:   I  do  not  invite  you  thither;   but  the  Houfe 
will  be  lafe  a  Bed,  and  Scandal  will  be  avoided. 
Wood.  Hang  Scandal;  I  am  above  it,  at  thofe  times. 
SAint.  But  Scandal  is  the  greateft  Part  of  the  Offence  ; 
you  mull  be  fecret.    And  I  muft  warn  you  of  another 
thing;  there  are,  befides  my  felf,  two  more  young  Wo- 
men in  my  Houfe. 
.  Wood.  l^Jide.']  That,  befides  her  felf,  is  a  cooling  Card.  ■ 
Pray,  how  young  are  they  ? 

Sai/it.  About  my  Age :  Some  eighteen,  or  twenty,  or 
thereabouts. 

Wood.  Oh !  very  good !  Two  more  young  Women  be- 
fides your  felf,  and  both  handfome  ? 

Saint.  No,  verily,  they  are  painted  Out-fides;  you  muft  , 
not  caft  your  Eyes  upon  'em,  nor  liften  to  their  Conver- 
fation:  You  are  already  choien  for  a  better  Work. 
Wood.  I  warrant  you,  let  me  alone :  I  am  choien,  I. 
Saint.  They  are  a  Couple  of  alluring  wanton  Minxes. 
WW.  Arc  they  very  a;luring,  fay  you?   very  wanton? 
Saint.  You  appear  exalted,  when  I  mention  thole  Pit-  . 
frtlls  of  Ini<iuity, 
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mod.  who,  I  exalted?  Good  Faith,  I  am  as  fober,  a 
Melancholy  poor  Soul! 

Saint.  I  fee  this  abominable  Sin  of  Swearing  is  rooted 
in  you.  Tear  it  outj  oh  tear  it  out  j  it  will  deftroy 
your  precious  Soul, 

Wood.  I  find  we  two  fhall  fcarce  agree:  I  muft  not 
come  to  your  Clofet  when  I  have  got  a  Bottle  j  for,  at 
fuch  a  time,  I  am  horribly  given  to  it. 

Saint.  Verily,  a  little  Swearing  may  be  then  allowable: 
You  may  fwear  you  love  me,  'tis  a  lawful  Oathi  but 
then,  you  muft  not  look  on  Harlots. 

Wood.  I   muft   wheedle  her,    and  whet  my  Courage 
firft  on  her ;  as  a  good  Mufician  always  preludes  before  a 
Tune.    Come,  here's  my  firft  Oath.         [^J^in-acing  her. 
Enter  Aldo. 

jildo.  How  now,  Mrs.  Saintly  /  what  work  have  we 
here  towards  ? 

Wood.  \_-4fde.']  Aldo,  my  own  natural  Father,  as  I  live ! 
I  remember  the  Lines  of  that  hide-bound  Face;  Does  he 
lodge  here?  if  he  ftiould  know  me,  I  am  ruin'd. 

Saint,  Curfeon  his  coming!  he  has  difturb'd  M5.\^Ajide.'] 
Well,  young  Gentleman,  1  ftiall  take  a  time  to  inilrui^ 
you  better. 

Wood.  You  fhall  find  me  an  apt  Scholar. 

Saint.  I  muft  go  abroad  upon  fome  Bufinefs ;  but  re- 
member your  Promife,  to  carry  your  felf  foberly,  and 
without  icandal  in  my  Family  j  and  fo  I  leave  you  to 
this  Gentleman,  who  is  a  Member  of  ir.         [Ex.  Saint. 

Aldo.  [Ajide.^  Before  George,  a  proper  Fellow,  and  a 
Swincer  he  fhould  be,  by  his  make !  the  Rogue  would 
humble  a  Whore,  I  warrant  him !  You  are  welcome,  Sir, 
amongft  us moft  heartily  welcome,  as  I  may  lay. 

Wood.  All's  well;    He  knows  me  not. Sir,  your 

Civility  is  obliging  to  a  Stranger,  and  may  befriend  me, 
in  the  Acquaintance  of  our  Fellow-lodgers. 

Aldo.  Hold  you  there.  Sir:  I  muft  firft  underftand 
you  a  little  better;  and  yet,  methinks,  you  fhould  be 
true  to  Love. 

Wood.  Drinking  and  Wenching,  are  but  flips  of  Youth  : 
I  Iiad  thofe  good  Qualities  from  my  Father. 

JiJd«. 
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^Ih.  Thou,  Boy !  Aha,  Boy !  a  true  Trojan,  I  warrant 
thcc!  [Hugging  hi>n.'\  Well,  I  lay  no  more;  but  you  are 
lighted  into  fuch  a  Family,  Tuch  Food  for  Concupifccncc, 
fuch  Bona-Roba's ! 

Mood.  One  I  know  indeed;  a  Wife:  But  Bom  Roia'i 
(ay  you  ? 

jiUo.  I  fay.  Bona  Roba's,  in  the  Plural  Number. 
TVooJ.  Why,  what  a  Turk  Mahomet  fliall  I  be!  No,   I 
will  not  make  my  felf  drunk  with  the  Conceit  of  fo 
much  Joy  :  The  Fortune's  too  great  for  mortal  Maof 
and  I  a  poor  unworthy  Sinner. 

^Uo.  Wou'd  I  lie  to  my  Friend?  Am  I  a  Man!  Am  I 
aChriftian?  There  is  that  Wife  you  mention'd,  a  delicate 
little  wheedling  Devil,  with  fuch  an  Appearance  of  Sim.- 
plicity ;  and  .with  that,  fhe  does  fo  undermine,  lb  fool  her 
conceited  Husband,  that  he  defpifes  her ! 

Hiod.  Juft  ripe  for  Horns :  His  deftiny,  like  a  Jitrk'sl 
is  written  in  his  Forehead. 

AUo.  Peace,  Peace ;  thou  art  yet  ordain'd  for  greater 
Things.  There^  another  too,  a  kept  Miftrefs,  a  brav« 
ftrapping  Jade,  a  two-handed  Whore ! 

Wood.  A  kept  Miftrefs  too!  my  Bowels  yearn  to  her 
already :  She's  certain  Prize. 

Aldo.  But  this  Lady  is  fo  Termagant  an  Emprefs !  and 
he  fo  fubmiflive,  fo  tame,  fo  led  a  Keeper,  and  as  proud 
of  his  Slavery,  as  a  Frenchman ;  I  am  confident  he  dare$ 
not  find  her  Falle,  for  fear  of  a  Quarrel  with  her ;  ho- 
caufe  he  is  fure  to  be  at  the  Charges  of  the  War ;  (he 
Jcnows  he  cannot  live  without  her,  and  therefore  feekj 
Occafions  of  Falling  out  to  make  him  purchafc  Peace.  I 
believe  ftie's  now  aiming  at  a  Settlement. 

Wood.  Might  not  I  ask  you  one  civil  Qucftion  ?  _How 
pafs  you  your  Time  in  tms  noble  Family?  for  I  find  you 
are  a  Lover  of  the  Game,  and  I  Ihould  be  loth  to  hunt  ia 
your  Purliews. 

jiUo.  I  muft  firft  tell  you  fomething  of  imy  Condi- 
tion: I  am  here  a  Friend  to  all  of  'cm;  I  am  their  Fac- 
totum, do  all  their  Bufmefs;  for,  not  to  boaft,  Sir,  I  am 
a  Man  of  general  Acquaintance:  There's  no  News  in 
Town,  cither  Foreign  or  Domcftick,  but  I  have  it  firftj 
Vol.  IV.  N  «p 
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no  Mortgage  of  Lands,  no  falc  of  Houfes,  but  I  have  a 
Finger  in  'em. 

fVdtJ.  Then,  I  fuppofe,  you  are  a  Gainer  by  your 
Pains. 

uiUo.  No,  I  do  all  gratis,  and 'am  mofl  commonly  a 
Leferj  only  a  Buck  fbmetimes  from  this  good  Lord,  or 
*,s^that  good  Lady  in  the  Country:  And  I  cat  it  not  alone, 
■I  muft  have  Company. 

fVeed  Pray,  what  Company  do  you  invite? 
^/</#.  Peace,  peace,  I  am  coming  to  you:  Why,  yoa 
muft  knov/  I  am  tender-natur'd ;  and  if  any  unhappy 
Difference  have  arifcn  betwixt  a  Miftrcfs  and  her  Gai- 
'  lant,  then  I  ftrike  in  to  do  good  Offices  betwixt  'em  j 
and,  at  my  own  proper  Charges,  conclude  the  Quarrel 
with  a  reconciling  Supper. 

W/>td.  I  find  the  Ladies  of  Plcafurc  are  beholden  to 
you. 

^Uo.  Before  George,  I  love  the  poor  h'ttlc  Devils.  I 
am  iedeed  a  Father  to  'em,  and  fo  they  call  me :  I  give 
"em  my  Counfel,  and  aflift  'em  with  my  .Purfe.  I  can- 
not lee  a  pretty  Sinner  hurry'd  to  Prifon  by  the  Land- 
Pirats,  but  Nature  works,  and  I  muft  Bail  her :  Or  want 
a  Supper,  but  I  have  a  Couple  of  cram'd  Chickens,  a 
Cream  Tarr,  and  a  Bottle  of  Wine  to  offer  her. 

^Fofd.  Sure  you  expcdl  fome  kindncfs  in  return. 

.AUe.  Faith,  not  much :  Nature  in  me  is  at  low  Wa- 
ter-mark ;  my  Body's  a  Jade,  and  tires  under  me ;  yet  I 
love  to  fmuggle  fluli  in  a  Corner;  pat  'em  down,  and 
pur  over  'em;  but,  after  that,  I  can  do  'em  fittle  harm. 

W«od.  Then  I'm  acquainted  with  your  Bufiaefs :  You 
would  be  a  Kind  of  Deputy-fumbler  under  me. 

AUo.  You  have  me  rignt.  Be  you  the  Lion,  to  de- 
Tour  the  Prey,  I  am  your  fack-dll,  to  provide  it  for 
you :  There  will  be  a  Bone  for  me  to  pick. 

iVood.  Your  Humility  becomes  your  Age.  For  my 
Part,  I  am  vigorous,  and  throw  at  ail. 

Aldo.  As  right  as  if  I  had  begot  thee !  WiJt  thou  give 
me  leave  to  call  thee  Son? 

l^yoed.  With  all  xny  Heart, 

jiUq.  Ha,  9ud  Son!  ^ 

m0d. 


The  Kind  Keeper.       191 

W^/.  Mad  Daddy! 

Aldt.  Your  Man  told  me,  you  were  juft  rcturn'3  from 
Travel ;  What  Parts  have  you  laft  vifitcd  ? 

Wood.  I  came  from  france. 

AlJo.  Then,  perhaps,  you  may  have  known  an  ungra- 
cious Boy  of  mine  there. 

Wood.  Like  enough:  Pray,  what's  his  Name? 

jildf.  George  Jldo. 

Wood.  I  muft  confeft  I  do  know  the  Gentleman;  fi-" 
tisfie  your  felf,  he's  in  Health,  and  upoh  his  Return. 

jildo.  That's  Ibme  Comfort :  But,  I  hear,  a  very 
Rogue,  a  lewd  young  Fellow, 

Wood.  The  worft  I  know  of  him  is,  that  he  loves  a 
V^cnch;  and  that  good  Quality  he  has  not  ftoln. 

[Mnfak  at  the  Balcony  over  heful :  Mrs.  TiickCj  and 
Judith  appear. 
Hark  1  there's  Mufick  above. 

AUo.  'Tis  at  my  Daughter  Trickf/i  Lodging,  the  kept 
Miftrefs  I  told  you  of,  the  Lafs  of'MettJc :  But  for  all 
flic  carries  it  fo  high,  I  know  her  Pedigree;  her  Mo- 
ther's a  Semftrefs  in  Dog  anil  Bach-lard,  and  was,  in  hra* 
Youth,  as  right  as  (he  is. 

Wood.  Then  ihc's  a  two-pil'd  Punk,  a  Punk  of  two 
Defccnts. 

.Aldo.  And  her  Father,  the  famous  Cobler,  who  taught 
Wal/tngham  to  the  Black-birds.  How  ftand  thy  Affcd;i- 
ons  to  her,  thou  lufty  Rogue? 

Wood.  All  o'fire :  A  moft  urging  Creature ! 

^Ido.  Peace!  they  are  beginning. 

A    S  O  H  G 

I. 

^^~^Amft  THeepers  ve  Vetittm, 
VJ  Who  vpoH'd  inclofe  the  Commm 
'Tis  enough  to  raife  Sedition 
I»  the  Free-iorn  Snbje^  Woman, 
'Becaufe  for  his  Gold, 
I  r»y  Body  havefoU, 
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He  thinks  I'm  a  Slave  for  my  Life  j 

He  rmts,  domineers, 

fie  fwaggtrs  avd  fveears. 

And  vou'd  keep  me  as  bure  as  his  Wife, 

II. 
^Gainjl  Keepers  we  petition,  8cc. 
^is  honeft  and  fair, 
''  That  a  'Feaji  I  prepare ; 
3tit  when  his  dull  Appetite's  o'er, 
I'll  Trent  with  thereji 
Some  yeeleomer  Gutfi, 
Tor  the  Keck'ni*^  was  paid  me  before. 

Uipd.  A  Song  againft  Keepers !  this  makes  tf  ell  for 
Bs  Jufty'  Lovers. 

Trick.  [Above ?i  Father,  Father  Aldoi 

ALIo.  Daughter  Trickj^,  are  you  there  Child?  youf 
Friends  at  Bamet  are  all  well,  and  your  dear  Mafter  Lim- 
berham, that  noble  Hephejlion,  is  returning  with  'em. 

Trick.  And  you  are  come  upon  the  Spur  before,  to  ac- 
quaint me  with  the  News. 

Aldo.  Well,  thou  art  the  happieft  Rogue  in  a  kind 
Keeper !  He^raak  thy  Health  five  Times,  fufemacHlttm, 
to  my  Son  Brain-Jick;  and  dipt  my  Daughter  Fleafance't 
little  Finger,  to  make  it  go  down  more  glibly :  And,  be- 
fore George,  I  grew  tory  rory,  as  they  lay,  and  flrain'd 
a  Brimmer  through  the  Lilly-white  Smock,  i'faith. 

Trick.  You  will  never   leave  thefe  fumbling   Tricka> 
Father,  till  you  are  taken  up  en  Sulpicion  of  MaSiood,  and 
iave  a  Baftard  laid  at  your  Door :  I  am  fure  you  would 
-own  it  for  your  Crcdil. 

Alilo.  Before  George,  I  fhould  not  fee  it  (larve  for  the 
Mother's  iake :  For,  if  ihe  were  a  Funk,  Ihe  was  good- 
■atur'd,  I  warrant  her. . 

U'oo.l.  [Ajide^  Wei!,  if  ever  Son  was  blcft  with  a 
kopcful  Father,  I  am. 

Trick.  Who's  that  Gentlcm.an  with  you? 

Aldo.  A  young  Monfieur  return'd  irora  Travel ;  a  kifty 
young  Rogue;  a  true-mill'd  Whoremaftcr,  with  the 
Rght  Stamp.    He's  a  FclJow-lodger,  iiicorporite  in  our 

Society: 
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Seciety:  For  whofe  fake  he  came  hither,  Jet  him  teil 
you. 

WctoA.  \^Ajide.']  Are  you  gloting  already  ?  thea  there's 
hopes  i'faith. 

Trick.  You  feem  to  know  him.  Father. 

Aldo.  Know  him!  from  his  Cradle What's  your 

Name? 

Wood.  WbodalU 

Aido.  Wooddl  of  Woodidl;  I  knew  his  Father;  we 
were  Contemporaries,  and  Fellow- wenchers  in  our 
Youth. 

Wood.  [Afde.']  My  honeft  Father  ftumbles  into  truth* 
in  fpight  of  Lying. 

Trick.  I  was  jaft  coming  down  to  the  Garden-houft 
before  you  came. 

Aldo.  Fm  forry  I  cannot  ftay  to  prelent  my  ^oaWoo.l^ 
all  to  youj  but  I  Iiave  fet  you  together,  that's  enough 
for  me.  "     [Sxit, 

Wood.  [Alone.']  'Twas  my  Study  to  avoid  my  Father, 
and  1  have  run  full  into  his  Mouth;  and  yet  I  have  a 
flrong  Hank  upon  him  too,  for  I  am  private  to  as  ma- 
ny'of  his  Virtue?,  as  he  h  of  mine.  After  all,  if  i  had 
an  Ounce  of  Difcretion  left,  I  fhould  purfue  this  Buli- 
nefs  no  farther :  But  two  fine  Women  in  a  Houfe!  Well, 
*tis  refolv'd,  come  what  will  on't,  thou  art  anfwcrablc 
for  all  my  Sins,  old  Aldo- 


Efiter  Trickfy  leith  a  Box  of  Ej/ences. 

Here  fhe  comes,  this  Heir-Apparenc  of  a  Semftrefsj 
and  a  Cobler !  and  yet,  as  ihe's  adoi'n'd,  flie  looks  -hkc 
any  Princefs  of  the  Blood.  [Salutes  her. 

Trick.  [Afide.']  What  a  Difference  there  is  between 
this  Gentleman,  and  my  Feeble  Keeper,  Mr.  Limberham  I 
He's  to  my  Wifh,  if  he  would  but  make  the  leaft  Ad- 
vances to  me.  Father  Aldo  tells  me.  Sir,  you're  a  Tra» 
vc'ler:  What  Adventures  have  you  had  in  Foreiga 
Countries? 

Wood.  I  have  no  Adventures  of  my  own  can  dcferva 
your  Curiofity ;  but,  now  I  think  on'r,  I  can  tell  you 
one  that  hapncd  to  a  French  Cavalier,  a  Friend  of  mine, 
4<  Tripoli. 

N  5  -     Ttick,- 
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Trick.  No  Wars,   I  befeech  you :  I  am  fb  wearjr  0  f 
Father  AlJo's  Lorraht  and  Crequy. 

Wood.  Then  this  is  as  you  would  defire  it,  a  Love« 
'Adventure.  This  French  Gentleman  was  made  a  Slave 
to  the  Bye  of  Tripoli;  by  his  good  Qualities  gain'd  his 
Mafter's  Favour)  and  after,  by  corrupting  an  Eumchy 
was  brought  into  the  Seraglio  privately,  to  fee  the  Sye's 
Miftrefs. 

Trick.  This  is  fomewhat;  proceed,  fweet  Sir, 

Wood,  He  was  fb  much  amaz'd,  when  he  firft  beheld 
ter,  leaning  over  a  Balcone,  that  he  fcarccly  dar'd  to  lift 
hi?  Eyes,  or  Ipeak  to  her. 

Trick,  [^jifde.']  I  find  him  now.  But  what  followed 
•f  this  dumb  Interview  ? 

Wood.  The  Nymph  was  gracious,  and  came  down  to 
himj  but  with  io  Goddefs-like  a  Prcfence,  that  the 
poor  Gentleman  was  Thunder- ftruck  again. 

Trick.  That  favour 'd  little  ef  the  Monjieur's  Gallantry, 
elpecially  when  the  Lady  gave  him  Incouragement. 

Wood.  The  Gentleman  was  not  fo  dull,  but  he  under- 
flood  the  Favour,  and  was  prefliming  enough  to  try  if 
me  were  Mortal:    He  advanc'd  witli  more  AfTurancc, 'X*^ 
and  took  her  fair  Hands ;  Was  he  not  too  bold.  Madam  ?  '^ 
and  would  not  you  have  drawn  back  yours,  had  you 
been  in  the  Sultana's  Place  ? 

Trick.  If  the  Sultana  lik'd  him  well  enough  to  come 
down  into  the  Garden  to  him,  I  fuppofe  flie  came  not 
thither  to  gather  Nofegays. 

Wood.  Give  me  leave,  Madam,  to  thank  you,  in  my 
Friends  behalf,  for  your  favourable  Judgment.  [_KiJfes  her 
Hand.']  He  kifs?d  her  Hand  with  an  exceeding  Tranf^ 
port ;  and  finding  that  fhe  prefl  his  at  the  fame  inflant, 
he  proceeded  with  a  greater  Eagernefs  to  her  Lips :  But, 
Madam,  the  Story  wou'd  be  without  Life,  unlefs  you 
give  me  leave  to  aft  the  Circumftanccs.  \J^'Jf"  ^"*' 

Trick.  Well,  Til  fwear  you  are  the  mofl  Natural  Hi- 
florian  ! 

Wood.  But  now.  Madam,  my  Heart  beats  with  Joy, 
when  I  come  to  tell  you  the  fweeteft  Part  of  his  Ad- 
venture :  Opportunity  was  favourable,  and  Love  was  on 
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his  Side;  he  told  her,  the  Chamber  was  more  privates, 
and  a  fitter  Scene  for  Pleafure.  Then,  looking  on  her 
Eyes,  he  found  'em  languifhing  ;  he  faw  her  Cheeks 
blufhing,  and  heard  her  Voice  faultring  in  a  half  denial : 
He  fcii'd  her  Hand  with  an  amorous  Ecftafie,  and 

[Takes  her  Ha)7d. 

Trick.  Hold,  Sir,  you  aft  your  Part  too  far.  Your 
Friend  was  unconfcionable,  if.  he  deiir'd  more  Favours 
at  the  firfl:  Interview. 

lVo0d.  He  both  dcfir'd,  and  obtain'd  'cm.  Madam,  and- 
fo  will 

[Noife.']  Trick.  Heaveas!  I  hciv  Mr. Limterham's Voice: 
He's  returned  from  Bamet. 

Wood.  I'll  avoid  him. 

Trick.  That's  impofTible;  he'll  meet  you.  Let  me 
think  a  Monnent:  Mrs.  Saintly  is  abroad,  and  cannot  dif- 
cover  you :  Have  any  of  the  Servants  fecn  you  ? 

Wood.  None. 

Trick.  Then  you  (hall  pafs  for  my  ItaUan  Merchant  of 
Eflences :  Here's  a  little  Box  of  'em  juft" ready. 

Wood.  But  I  fpeak  no  Italiim,  only  a  tew  broken 
Scraps  which  I  f  ick'd  np  from  Sc/tramoHch  and  Harlequit» 
at  Paris.  .,• 

Trick.  You  muft  venture  that:  When  we  are  rid  of 
Limberham,  'tis  but  flipping  into  your  Chamber,  throw- 
ing off  your  black  Periwig,  and  Riding  Suit,  and  you 
come  out  an  'Englijlhtnan.    No  more;  he's  here. 
Enter  Limberham. 

Limb.  Why,  how  how,  Tiig  ?  Nay,  I  muft  lay  yois 
over  the  Lips,  to  take  haniel  of  'em,  for  my.  Wel- 
come. 

Irick.  {PHtting  him  iack.]  Foh!  how  you  fmell  of 
Sweat,  Dear! 

Limb.  I  have  put  my  felf  into  this  fame  unfavory 
Heat,  out  of  my  violent  Affection  to  fee  thee,  Fitg ;  be- 
fore George,  as  Father  AUo  fays,  I  could  not  live  with- 
out thee;  thou  art  the  pureft  Bed- fellow,  though  I  fay 
it,  that  I  did  nothing  but  dream  of  thee  all  Night ;  and 
then  I  was  f©  troublefeme  to  Father  jildo  (for  you  muft 
N  4  know. 
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know,  he  and  I  ^ere  lodg'd  together)  that,  in  my  Cort^ 
fcience,  I  did  fo  kifs  him,  and  fo  hug  him  in  my  Sleep? 

Trick.  I  dare  be  ^orn  'twas  in  your  Sleep  j  for,  when 
you  are  waking,  you  arc  the  moft  honeft,  quiet  Bed- 
fellow, that  ever  lay  by  Woman. 

LimS.  Well,  P«^,  all  fhall  be  amended;  I  am  corn* 
tome  on  purpofe  to  pay  old  Debts.  But  who  is  that  fame 
Fellow  there  ?  what  makes  he  in  our  Territories  ? 

Trick.  You  Auph  you,  do  you  not  perceive  it  is  the 
Italian  Seignior,  who  is  come  to  fell  me  Eflences  ? 

Limi>.  Is  this  the  Seignior  ?  I  warrant  you,  'tis  he  the 
Lampoon  was  made  on. 

,  [Sings  the  Tu»$  of  Seignior,  and  ends  with  Ho,  ho.' 

TrJck.  Prithee  leave  thy  Foppery,  that  we  may  hare 
done  with  him.  He  asks  an  unreafonable  Price,  andj,wc 
cannot  agree.  Here,  Seignior,  take  your  Trinkets,  and 
be  gone. 

I'Vcod.  [Taking  the  Boxl]    A  Bio,  Seigniora. 

Vunb.  Hold,  pray  ftay  a  little.  Seignior;  a  thing  is 
come  into  my  Head  o'th'  fudden.. 

Trick.  What  wou'd  you  have,  you  eternal  Sot?  the 
Man's  in  hafte. 

Limb.  But  why  (hould  you  be  in  your  Frumps,  Vug, 
when  I  delign  only  to  oblige  you  ?  I  muft  prefent  you 
with  this  Box  of  Eflences ;  nothing  can  be  too  dear  for 
thee. 

Trick.  Pray  let  him  go,  he  underftands  no  Engli/Ij. 

Limb.  Then  how  could  you  drive  a  Bargain  with 
him.  Pug? 

Trick,  why,  by  Signs,  you  Coxcomb. 

Limb.  Very  good!  Then  I'll  firft  pull  him  by  the 
Sleeve,  that's  a  Sign  to  ftay.  Look  you,  Mr.  Seignior,  I 
would  make  a  Prefent  of  your  Eflences  to  this  Lady  ; 
for  I  find  I  cannot  fpeak  too  plain  to  you,  tecaufe  you 
under ftand  no  Englipj.  Be  not  you  Refraftory  now* 
but  take  ready  Mony  :  That's  a  Rule. 

Wood.  Seignioro^  ncn  intendo  Ingle fe. 

Limb.  This  is  a  very  dull  Fellow !  he  fays,  he  does  npt 
inteiid  IngUJh.    How  much  (hall  I  oflcr  Kim,  Vug  ? 

Trick 
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TricV.  If  you  will  Prefent  me,  I  have  bidden  him  tea 
Guineas. 

Limb.  And,  before  George',  you  bid  him  fair.  Look 
you,  Mr.  Seignior,  I  will  give  you  all  thefe.  i,  2,  3,  4> 
y.  6,  7,  8,  9,  and  10.    Do  you  fee.  Seignior? 

Wood.  Seignior,  ii. 

Limb.  Lo'  you  there,  Tug,  he  does  fee.  Here,  will 
you  take  me  at  my  Word  ? 

IVood.  [Shrugging  up.]  Tropfo  poco,  troppo  poeo. 

Limb.  A  poco,  a  poco !  why,  a  Pox  o'  you  too,  and  rou 
go  to  that.  Stay,  now  I  tkink  on't,  I  can  tickle  him 
up  with  Trench;  he'll  underftand  that  fure.  Moafieur, 
•voulez  vous  prendre  ces  dix  Gumneesy  poftr  ces  Ejfences  ? 
tKOn  foy  c'eji  ajfez. 
^ood.  Chi'valu,  Amid:   Ho  diCafal  laratapa,  larata- 

t)M'.  eus,  malou,  menu!-  ■  ■■ [To  her.]  I  am  at  the  End 

ot  my  Italian,  what  will  become  of  me? 

Trick.  [To  him]  Speak  any  thing,  and  make  it  pa(s  for: 
Jt/ilinn;  but  be  fure  you  take  his  Mony. 

U^od.  Seignior,  jo-  noH'  caimt  takure  ten  Cuhmeo,  poJJS/iU 
inente ;  'tis  to  my  lo(fo. 

Limb.  That  is.  Fug,  he  cannot  poffibly  take  ten  Gui- 
neas, 'tis  to-his  Lofs:  Now  I  underftand  hiraj  this  is 
almoll  Englijh. 

Trick.  Ingliff}!  away,  you  Fop;  'tis  a  kind  of  Lingua 
Frmca,  as  1  have  heard  the  Merchants  call  it;  a  certain 
cogipound  Language,  made  up  of  all  Tongues,  that  pailes 
thfough  the  Levant. 

Limb.  This  Lingt^a,  what  you  call  it,  is  the  mofl:  rareft 
Language,  I  underftand  it  as  well  as  if  it  were  Englijh  } 
you  (1  all  fee  me  anfwer  him:  Seigr/ioro,  Jiay  a  littb.  and 
fortfder  rpeUo,ten  Cuinnio  is  inonyo,a  very  confiderakle  fHrntno. 

Trick.  Come,  you  Ihall  make  it  twelve,  and  he  flui] 
take  it  for  my  fake. 

Limb.  Then,  Seignioro,  for  Tugfakio,  addo  tvo  more  t 
je  Totts  donne  bon  advife:  prenez.  vijiement:  frenex,  me  a  mo/t 

TiiOt. 

Wood.  Jo  lofero  fnolto-:  mm  per  gngnAre  it  vejlr9  cofiurw, 
daterm  hunfella, 

N  f-  Umk 
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Limb.  There  is  both  Hanfello  and  G«ww«0}    tako,tah» 
and  lb  Good- morrow. 

Trick.  Good-morrow,  Seignior,  I  like  your  Spirits  very 
v/ellj  pray  let  mc  have  all  your  Effence  you  can  fpare, 
Limif.  Come,  Fuggio,  and  let  us  retire  in  fecreto,  like 

Lovers,  into  our  Chambro.  for  I  grow  im^atiento ■ 

"Bm  Matin,  Monjieur,  Son  Matin  (3*  bpnjour. 

[Exeunt  Limberham  and  Trickfy. 
Wood.  Well,  get  thee  gone,  Squire  Limberhamo,  for  the 
eafieft  Fool  I  ever  knew,  next  my  Naunt  of  Fairies  in 
the  Alchymift.  I  have  cfcap'd,  thanks  to  my  Miftrefs's 
Litigua  Franca :  I'll  ileal  to  my  Chamber,  (hift  my  Peri- 
wig and  Cloaths ;  and  then,  with  the  help  of  refty  Ger- 
vafe,  concert  the  Bufinefs  of  the  next  Campaign.  My 
Father  flicks  in  my  Stomach  ftill;  but  I  am  refolv'd  to 
be  Woodall  Vvith  him,  and  Aldo  with  the  Women.   [Exit. 


A  C  T   II.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Woodall  und  Gervafe. 

Wood'T  1 1therto,  fweet  Cervafe,  we  have  carry'd  Mat- 
1~1  tcrs  fwimmingly :  I  have  danc'd  in  a  Net  be- 
fore my  Father,  almoft  Check-mated  the  Keeper,  retir'd 
lo  my  Chamber  undifcovcr'd,  fhifted  my  Habit,  and  am 
come  out  an  abfoluteA/<?«»//e«r  to  allure  the  Ladies.  How 
fits  my  Chedreux  ? 

Gerv.  O  very  finely!  with  the  Locks  comb'd  down, 
like  a  Mare-maid's  on  a  Sign-pod.  Well,  you  think  now 
your  Father  may  hve  in  the  fame  Houfe  with  you  till 
jOooms-day,  and  never  find  you  j  or,  when  he  has  found 
you,  he  will  be  kind  enough  not  to  conlider  what  a  Pro- 
perty you  have  made  of  ^im.  My  Employment  is  at 
an  end ;  you  have  got  a  better  Pimp,  thanks  to  your  fi- 
lial Reverence. 

PP'ood.  Prithee  what  fhould  a  Man  do  with  fuch  a  Fa- 
ther, but  ule  him  thus?  Bclides,  he  does  Journey-work 

under 


The  Kind  Keeper,       299 

tinder  mej  'tis  his  Humour  to  fumble,  and  my  Duty  to 
provide  for  his  old  Age. 

Gerv,  Take  my  Advice  yet;  down  o'your  Marrow- 
bones, and  ask  Forgivenefs;  Efpoufe  the  Wife  he  has 
provided  for  you ;  lye  by  the  fide  of  a  wholefome  Woman, 
and  procreate  your  own  Progeny  in  the  fear  of  Heaven. 

V'bod.  I  have  no  Vocation  to  it,  Ger-vafe:  A  Man  of 
Senfe  is  not  made  for  Marriage;  'tis  a  Game,  which 
none  but  dull  plodding  Fellows  can  play  at  well;  and  'tis 
as  natural  to  them,  as  Crimp  is  to  a  Dutch-mm. 

Gerv.  Think  on't  however.  Sir;  Debauchery  is  upon 
its  laft  Legs  in  England:   Witty  Men  began  the  Fafhion  j 
and,  now  the  Fops  are  got  into't,  'tis  time  to  leava  it. 
Enter  Aldo. 

Aldo.  Spn  Wooddl,  thou  vigorous  young  Rogue,  I 
congratulate  thy  good  Fortune;  thy  Man  has  told  me 
the  Adventure  of  the  Italian  Merchant. 

Wood.  Well,  they  are  now  rctir'd  together,  like  "R'mal- 
do  and  ^rmidst,  to  private  Dalliance;  but  we  fliall  find  a 
time  to  feparate  their  Loves,  and  ftrike  in  betv/ixt  ^cm. 
Daddy :  But  I  hear  there's  another  Lady  in  the  Ho«fe» 
my  Landlady's  fair  Daughter  j  how  came  you  to  leave  hct 
out  of  your  Catalogue  ? 

Aldo.  She's  pretty,  I  confefs,  but  mod  damnably  Ho-' 
neft ;  have  a  Care  of  her,  I  wara  youj  for  (he's  prying 
and  malicious.  » 

Vi'ood.  A  tang  of  the  Mother ;  but  I  love  to  graff  on 
fuch  a  Crab-tree;  Hie  may  bear  good  Fruit  anothci* 
Year. 

Aldo.  No,  no,  avoid  her :  I  warrant  thee,  young  jtiex- 
mder,  I  will  provide  thee  more  Worlds  to  conquer.     ' 

Gerv.  lAjfide.}  My  old  Maftcr  would  fain  pals  for  I'hi-^ 
lip  of  Mfuedon,  when  he  is  little  better  thwi  Sir  Vmdarm 
of  Jroy. 

Wood.  If  you  get  this  Keeper  out  of  Doors,  Father, 
and  give  me  but  an  Opportunity^ 

jUdo.  Truft  my  Diligence;  I  v/ill  fmoak  him  out,  fi 
they  do  Beei,  but  I  will  ra?.k«  him  Icavs  his  Honey- 
£9mb. 
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Gerv.  [j^dej]  If  I  had  a  thoufand  Sons,  none  of  the 
Race  of  the  Gervafes  ftiould  ever  be  educated  by  thecj 
thou  vile  old  Satan. 

^Uo.  Away  Boy,  fix  thy  Arms,  and  whet,  like  the 
lufty  German  Boys,  before  a  Charge:  He  (hall  bolt  imme- 
diately. 

ffooj.  O,  fear  not  the  Vigorous  five  and  twenty. 

^(lo.  Hold,  a  Word  firft :  Thou  faid'ft  my  Son  waft 
fliortly  to  come  over. 

fVood  So  he  told  me. 

JtiJo.  Thou  art  my  Bofbm  Friend. 

Gerv.  [jifiie.']  Of  an  Hour's  Acquaintance. 

uiUo.  Be  liire  thou  doft  not  difcovcr  my  Frailties  to 
the  young  Scoundrel :  'Twcre  enough  to  make  the  Boy 
my  Mafter.  I  muft  keep  up  the  Dignity  of  old  Age 
with  him. 

fi^ood.  Keep  but  your  own  Counfel,  Father ;  for  what 
ever  he  knows,  muft  come  from  you. 

AUo.  The-Truth  on't  is,  I  fent  for  him  over ;  partly 
to  have  marry 'd  him,  and  partly  becaufc  his  villanous  Bills 
came  fb  thick  upon  me,  that  I  grew  weary  of  the 
Charge. 

Gerv.  He  fpar'd  for  nothing  J  he  laid  it  on.  Sir,  as  I 
have  heard. 

IVood.  Peace,  you  lying  Rogue;  believe  me.  Sir,  bating 
his  neceflary  Expences  of  Women,  which  I  know  you 
would  not  nave  him  want:  In  all  things  elfe,  he  was  the 
beft  Manager  of  your  Allowance  j  and,  tho'  I  fay  it- 

Gerv.  [.AJ?eie.2  That  (hould  not  fay  it. 

IVooJ.  The  moft  hopeful  young  Gentleman  in  Paris. 

jildo.  Report  fpeaks  othcrwife.  And  before  George,  I 
ftall  read  him  a  Worm-wood  Le£ture,  when  I  fee  him. 
But  ha'k,  I  hear  the  Door  unlock ;  the  Lovers  are  com- 
ing out:  I'll  ftay  here,  to  wheedle  him  abroad ;  but  you 
Kud  vaniflr. 

Wood.  Like  Night  and  the  Moon,  in  the  Maids  Trv 
gedy :  1  iuto,  Mifij  you  into  Day. 

lExe,  Woedall  aad  Gcrvafc. 
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Enter  Limberham  and  Trickfjr. 

Limb.  Nay,  but  dear  fweet  honey  Fug,  forgive  me 
but  this  once :  It  may  be  any  Man's  Cafe,  when  his  De- 
fires  are  too  vehement. 

Trick.  Let  me  alone ;  I  care  not. 

Limb.  But  then  thou  wilt  not  love  me.  Tug. 

jtUo.  How  now  Son  Limberham?  there's  no  Quarfel 
towards,  I  hope ! 

Trick.  You  had  beft  tell  now,  and  make  your  felf  Ri- 
diculous ! 

Limb.  She's  in  Paffion:  Pray  do  you  moderate  this 
matter.  Father  jildo. 

Trick.  Father  AUo!  I  wonder  you  are  not  afliam'd  to 
eall  him  fo !  you  may  be  his  Father,  if  the  Truth  were 
known. 

AUo.  Before  George,  I  fmell  a  Rat,  Son  Limberham:  I 
doubt,  I  doubt  here  has  beea  fome  great  Omiflion  in 
Love  Affairs. 

Limb.  I  think  all  the  Stars  inHeav'n  have  confpired  tny 
Ruin.  I'll  look  in  my  Almanack— ——As  I  hope  for 
McTcy  'tis  crofs  Day  now. 

Trick.  Hang  your  pitiful  Excufes.  'Tis  well  known 
what  offers  I  have  had,  and  what  Fortunes  I  might  have 
made  with  others,  like  a  Fool  as  I  was,  to  throw  away 
jny  Youth  and  Beauty  upon  you.  I  could  Jiave  had  a 
young  handfome  Lord,  that  offer'd  me  my  Coach  and 
fix ;  beiides  many  a  good  Knight  and  Gentleman,  that 
would  have  parted  with  their  own  Ladies,  and  have  fet- 
led  halfthey  had  upon  me. 

Limb.  Ay,  you  faid  fo. 

Trick.  I  laid  fo,  Sir !  who  am  I  ?  is  not  my  Word  ar 
good  as  yours  ? 

Limb.  As  mine.  Gentlewoman?  tho'  I  fay  it,  my 
Word  will  go  for  thoufands. 

Trick.  The  more  (hame  for  you,  that  you  have  done 

no  more  for  me:  But  I  am  refoiv'd  I'll  not  lofe  my  Time 

with  you;  I'll  part.  i 

Limb.  Do,  who  cares?  Go  to  Dog  and  Bitch-yard,  and 

help  your  Mother  to  make  Footmens  Shirts. 

irick,  1  defie  you,  Slanderer,  I  dcfic  you, 
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'  jiUo.  Nay.,  dear  Daughter ! 

JJmi.  I  defieher  too. 

jiUo.  Nay,  good  Soa ! 

Trick.  Let  me  alone:  I'll  have  him  cudgei'd  by  my 
Footmaa. 

Enter  Saintly. 

Saha.  Blefs  us !  what's  here  to  do  ?  My  Neighbours 
will  tkink  I  keep  a  Neft  of  unclean  Birds  here. 

tim&.  You  had  belt  preach  now,  and  mdce  her  Houfc 
be  thought  a  Bawdy-houfe! 

Trick.  No,  no:  While  you  are  in't,  you'll  fecure  it 
fh>m  that  Scandal.    Hark  hither,  Mrs.  Saintly,    [tvhjfpeis. 

Limb.  Do,  tell,  tell,  no  matter  for  that. 

Saint.  Who  would  have  imagin'd  you  had  been  fuch  a 
kind  of  Man,  Mr .  Limberham  !  O  Heav'n,  O  Heav"n.[£A:. 

Limb.  So,  now  you  have  fpit  your  Venom,  and  the . 
Storm's  over. 

jildo.  [Crfmg^  That  I  ftiould  ever  live  to  fee  this  Day ! 

Trick.  To  (how  I  can  live  honeft,  in  fpight  of  all  Man- 
kind, I'll  go  into  a  Nunnery,  and  that's  my  Refolution. 

Limb.  Don't  hinder  her,  good  Father  yfWoj  I'm  fure 
Jhe'll  conic  back  from  Irance,  before  fiic  gets  half  way 
o'er  to  Calais. 

Aldo.  Nay,  but  Son  Limberham,  this  muft  not  be :  A 
Word  in  private.  You'll  never  get  fuch  another  Woman, 
for  Love  nor  Mony.  Do  but  look  upon  herj  fhe's  a 
Miftrefs  for  an  Emperor. 

Ijmb.  Let  her  be  a  Millrcfs  for  a  Tofe,  like  a  Whore 
of  Babylon,  as  fhe  is. 

jilib.  Would  I  were  worthy  to  be  a  young  Man,  for 
ier  fake:  She  fliould  eat  Pearl,  if  {he  would  have  'em. 

Limb.  She  can  digeft  'em,  and  Gold  too.  Let  me  tell 
you  Father  jiUo,  ft^e  has  the  Stomach  of  an  Eilrich. 

Aldo.  Daughter  Jyickjy,  a  Word  with  you. 

Trick.  I'll  hear  nothing:  I  am  for  a  Nunncr}'. 

jiUo.  I  never  faw  a  Woman,  before  you,  but  firll  or 
laft  {he  would  be  brought  to  Reafon.  Hark  you  Child, 
▼ou'il  fcarcely  find  fo  kind  a  Keeper:  What  if  he  has 
Ibme  Impediment  one  way  ?  every  Body  is  not  a  Her- 
0iles,   You  Ihall  bave  n.y  Soa  Ww^dh   to  fupply  his 

W«it5  j 
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Wants  J  but  as  long  as  he  piaintainsyou,  be  rul'd  by  hini 
that  bears  the  Purfc. 

Limber  ham  fmglng. 
I  tny  own  fayhur  was ;  my  only  J&ei 

Who  did  my  Liberty  forego -^ 
I  was  a  Tris'neff  'cmfe  I  won'd  iefi. 

Aldo.  "Why,  look  you  now,  Son  Limherham,  is  this  a 
Song  to  be  iiing  at  fuch  a  time,   when  I  am  labouring 
your  Reconcilement  ?  Come  Daughter  D^ickfy,   you  muft 
be  rul'd ;  I'll  be  the  Peace- maker. 
Trick.  No,  I'm  juft  going. 
Limb.  The  Devil  take  me,  if  I  call  you  back. 
Trick.  And  his  Dam  take  me,  if  I  return,  except  you  60? . 
Aldo.  So,  now  you'll  part,  for  a  meer  Punftilio !  Turn 
to  him,  Daughter:  Speak  to  her.  Son:    Why  fhould 
you  be  fo  refractory  both,  to  bring  my  gray  Hairs  with 
forrow  to  the  Grave  ? 
Limb.  I'll  not  be  forlworn,  I  fwore  firft. 
Trick.  Thou  art  a  forfworn  Man  however 5  for  thoU 
fwor'ft  to  Love  me  eternally. 

Limb.  Yes,  I  was  fuch  a  Fool,  to  fwear.  fb. 
Aldo.  And  will  you  have  that  dreadful  Oath  lye  gnaw- 
ing on  your  Confcience  ? 
Trick.  Let  him  be  dama'dj  and  fo  farewd  for  ever. 

[Going, 
Limb.  Pugl 

Trick.  Did  you  call,  Mr.  Limbtrham  ? 
Limb.  It  may  be,  Ay ;  it  may  be.  No. 
Trick.  Well,  I  am  going  to  the  Nunnery ;  But  to  (how 
I  am  in  Charity,  I'll  pray  for  you. 

AUq.  Pray  for  him!  fie,  Daughter,   fie;  is   that  an 
Anfwer  for  a  Chriftian  ? 

Limb.  What  did  Fug  fay  ?  will  (he  pray  for  me  ?  Well, 
to  ftiow  I  am  in  Charity,  fhe  fhall  not  pray  for  me, 
"Gome  back,  P«g-.  But  did  I  evei-;  think  thou  coud'ft 
have  been  fo  unkind  to  have  parted  with  me  ?  \Cries. 
Aldo,.  Look  you,  Daughter,  fee  how  Nature  works 
jahim! 

Umb. 
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jAmh.  I'll  fettle  two  hundred  a  Year  upon  thee,  b«^ 
caufe  thou  faid'ft  thou  wouldft  pray  for  me, 

Aldo.  Before  George,  Son  Llmberham,  you'll  fpoil  all, 
if  you  under-bid  fo.  Come,  down  with  your  Duft, 
Man :  What,  fhow  a  bafe  Mind,  when  a  fair  Lady's  in 
Queftion  J 

Limb.  Well,  if  I  muft  give  three  hundred. 

Trick.  No,  'tisjio  matter}  my  Thoughts  are  on  a  bet- 
ter Place.' 

Alio.  Come,  there's  no  better  Place,  than  little  London. 
You  Iha'not  part  for  a  Trifle.  What,  Son  Limbirhum  t 
four  hundred  a  Year's  a  Square  fum,  and  you  Ihall  give 
it. 

Limlf.  'Tis  a  round  Sum  indeed ;  I  wifh  a  three-cor- 
ner'd  Sum  would  have  ferv'd  her  turn.  Why  fhould  you 
be  fo  Pervicacious  now,  Fug  i  Pray  take  three  hundred — 
Nay,  rather  than  part,  P«^,  it  fhall  be  fo.     [She  frowns. 

Aldo.  It  fliall  be  fo.  it  ihall  be  fo :  Come,  now  Bufs, 
and  Seal  the  Bargain. 

Trick.  iKiJJhg  him']  You  fee  what  a  good-natur'd 
Fcol  I  am,  Mr.  Lii7>l>»rhem,  to  come  back  into  a  wick- 
ed World,  for  Love  of  you.  You'll  fee  the  Writings 
drawn,  Father? 

Aldo.  Ay  5  and  pay  the  Lawyer  too.  Why,  this  is  as 
it  ftiould  be!  I'jl  be  at  the  Charge  of  the  reconciling Sopi- 
per-  To  her  ttfide.']  Daughter,  my  Sen  IVoodall  is  wait- 
ing for  yoii— — — Come  away.  Son  Limberham,  to  the 
Temple. 

Limb.  With  all  my  Heart,  while  fhe's  in  a  good  Hu- 
mour: It  would  coft  me  another  hundred,  if  I  fhould 
Hay  till  Pug  were  in  wrath  again.    Adieu,  fweet  Pug. 

[Ex.  Aldo.  anj  Limb, 

Trick.  That  he  (hoxild  be  fo  filly  to  imagine  I  woii'd 

So  into  a  Nunnery !  'tis  likely  ;  I  have  much  Nuns  FleCi 
30ut  me.    But  here  comes  my  Gentleman. 

Ijiter  Woodall,  not  feeing  her. 
Wood.  Now   the  Wite's  returned,    and  the   Daughfer  •« 
too,  and  I  have  feen  'em  both,  and  am  more  diftractcd' 
than  before :  I  would  enjoy  all,  and  have  not  yet  deter- 
aoin'dwithjwhich  I  fhould  begin.    Tis  but  a  kind  of 
- C^rgyr 
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Ckrgy-covetoufncfs  in  me,  to  defire  fo  manyj  if  I 
ftandgaping  after  Pluralities,  one  of  'em  is  in  danger  to 
be  made  a  Sine  cure  \Sets  her."]  O,  Fortune  has  dc- 

termin'd  for  me.  "Vis  juft  here,  as  it  is  in  the  World} 
the  Miftrefs  will  be  ferv'd  before  the  Wife. 

Trick.  How  now.  Sir  ?  are  you  rehearfing  your  LinguA 
Franca  by  your  felf,  that  you  walk  fo  penfively  ? 

IVood.  No  faith,  Madam,  I  was  thinking  of  the  fair 
Lady,  who  at  parting  belgpke  fo  cunningly  of  me  all 
njy  Eflcnces. 

Trick.  But  there  are  other  Beauties  in  the  Houfej  and 
I  fhould  be  impatient  of  a  Rival:  For  I  am  apt  to  be  par- 
tial to  my  felf,  juid  ihiiik  I  dcfcrvc  to  be  prefer'd  before 
'em, 

IVood.  Your  Beauty  will  allow  of  no  Competition  j 
and  I  am  fure  my  Love  could  make  none. 

H-ick.  Yes,  you  have  [een  Mrs.  Brainjick,  {he's  a  Beauty. 

tVood.  You  mean,  I  fuppofe,  the  peaking  Creature,  the 
marry'd  Woman,  with  a  fideling  Look,  as  if  one  Cheek 
carry'd  more  byafs  than  the  other  ? 

Trick.  Yes,  and  with  a  high  Nofe,  as  vifible  as  a  Lanc^ 
mark. 

Wood.  With  one  Cheek  blue,  the  other  red :  Juft  like 
the  covering  of  Lambeth  Palace. 

Trick.  Nay,  but  her  Legs,  if  you  could  fee  'em 

Wood.  She  was  fo  foolilh  to  wear  {hort  Petticoats,  and 
fhow  'em.  They  are  Pillars,  grofs  enough  to  fupport  a 
larger  Building  j  of  the  Tufcan  order,  by  my  Troth. 

Trick.  And  her  little  Head,  upon  that  long  Neck,  (hows 
like  a  Traitor's  Scull  upon  a  Pole.    Then,  for  her  Wit-— 

Wood,  she  can  have  none :  There's  not  room  enough 
for  a  Thought  to  play  in. 

Trick.  I  tliink  indeed  I  may  lafcly  truft  you  with  fuch 
Charms  j  and  you  have  pleas'd  rac  with  your  Dcfcription 
of  her. 

Wood.  I  wifh  you  would  give  me  leave  to  pleafe  you 
better;  but  you  tranfaft  as  gravely  with  me  as  a  Spani- 
ard ;  and  art  lojing  Love,  as  he  does  Flanders :  Tou  confider, 
And  demur,,  when  the  Mt^mrch  is  up  in  Arms,  and  at  your 
(joies. 

Trick. 
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Trick.  But  to  yield  upon  the  firft  Summons,  e'er  yoo 

have  laid  a  formal  Siege To  morrow  may  prove 

>  luckier  Day  to  you. 

l^ood.  Believe  me.  Madam,  Lovers  are  not  to  truft  to 
morrow :  Love  may  die  upon  our  Hand,  or  Opportuni- 
ty  be  wanting ;  'tis  befl;  fecuring  the  prefent  Hour. 

Thick.  No,  Love's  like  Fruit ;  it  mdft  have  time  to 
ripen  on  the  Tree;  if  it  be  green  gather'd,  'twill  but  wi- 
ther afterwards. 

IVooJ.  Rather 'tis  like  Gun-powder;  that  which  fires 
^uickeft,    is  commonly  the   Itrongefl:  By  this 

burning  Kifs 

Trick.  You  Lovers  are  fudi  froward  Children,  ever 
crying  for  the  Breafl ;  and,  when  you  have  once  had  it, 

fall  faft  afleep  in  the  Nurfe's  Arms And  with 

what  Face  fhould  I  look  upon  my  Keeper  after  it  ? 

PTood.  With  the  fame  Face  that  all  Miibeflcs  look  up* 
on  theirs.    Come,  come. 

Trick.  But  my  Reputation ! 

IVood.  Nay,  that's  no  Argument,  if  I  fhould  be  fo  bafe 
to  tell ;  f6r  Women  get  good  Fortunes  now-a-days,  by 
lofing  their  Credit,  as  a  cunning  Citizen  does  by  Break- 
ing. 

Trick.  But  I'm  fo  (hame-fac'd!  WcU,  I'll  go  in,  and 
hide  my  Blufhes.  [Exit. 

Wood.  I'll  not  be  long  after  you ;  for  I  think  I  have 
Ridden  my  Blufhes  where  I  (hall  never  find  'em. 
Re-enter  Trick  fy. 

Trick.  As  I  live,  Mr.  Limberham  and  Father  Aldo  are 
jufl  return'd ;  I  faw  'em  entring.  My  Settlement  will 
mifcarry,  if  you  arc  found  here :  What  fhall  we  do } 

Wood.  Go  you  into  your  Bed-chamber,  and  leave  me 
to  my  Fortune. 

Trick.  That  you  fhould  be  fo  dull !  their  Sufpidon  will 
be  as  ftrong  ftill ;  for  what  fhould  make  you  here  ? 

Wood.  The  curjfe  on't  is  too,  I  bid  my  Man  tell  the  Fa- 
mily I  was  gone  abroad }  fo  that  if  I  am'  feen,  you  arc 
infallibry  difcover'd.  [Noife. 

Trick.  Hark,  I  hear  'em !  Here's  a  Cheft  which  I  bor-  • 
row'd  of  Mrs.  Plea/once;  get  quickly  into  it,  and  I  vvill 

lock 
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lock  you  up :  There's  nothing  in't,  but  Cloaths  of  tm- 
kerham's,  and  a  Box  of  Writings. 
Wood.  I  ftiall  be  fmother'd. 
Trick.  Make  iafle,  fotHeaven's  fake;  they'll  quickly  be 

gone,  and  then^ ■  , 

Weed.  That  then,  will  make  a  Man  venture  any  thing.' 
[He  goes  in,  mdjlit  locks  the  Chefi^ 
Enter  Limberham  md  Aido. 
Limb.  Doft  thou  not  wonder,  to  fee  me,  come  agaia 
fo  quickly,  Tug  ? 

Trick.  No,  I  am  prepar'd  f©r  any  foolifli  Freak  of 
yours :  I  knew  you  would  have  -a  Qualm,  when  you 
came  to  Settlement. 

L//«(^.  Your  Settlement  depends  moft  abfolutely  on 
that  Chcft. 

Trick.  Father  ./ildo,  a  Word  with  you,  for  Heav*a 
fake. 

Aldo.  No,  no,  I'll  not  whifper:  Do  not  ftand  in  your 
own  Light,  but  produce?  the  Keys,  Daughter. 

Limb.  Be  not  mufty,  my  pretty  St.  Teter,  but  producd 
the  Keys  j  I  muft  have  the  Writings  out  that  concern 
thy  Settlement. 

Trick.  Now  I  fee  you  are  fo  rcafonable,  I'll  fhow  you 
I  dare  truft  your  Honefty  j  the  Settlement  fliall  be  defer 'd 
till  another  Day. 

^Ido.  No  deferring,  in  theft  Cafes,  Daughter.  ^ 
Trick.  But  I  have  loft  the  Keys. 
'  Limb.  That's  a  Jeft!  let  me  feel  in  thy  Pocket,  for  t 
muft  oblige  thee. 

Trick.  You  ftiall  feel  no  where:  I  have  felt  already^ 
and  am  furc  they  are  loft. 

Aldo.  But  feel  again,  the  Lawyer  ftays. 

Trick.  Well,  to  fatisfie  you,  I  will  feel They  sr$ 

«ot  here Nor  here  neither. 

[She  pulls  out  her  Handkerchief,  and  the  Keys  drop  after- 
it  :  Limberham  takes  'em  up. 
Lihib.  Look  you  now,    ?tigl    who's   in  the  Right? 
Well,  thou  art  born  to  be  a  lucky  Tttgy  in  fpight  orthy 
fclf. 

Tricki 
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Trick.  [Afide.']  O,  I  am  ruin'd! One  Word,  I  he^ 

feech  you.  Father  Ahlo. 

Aldo.  Not  a  Syllable:  What's  the  Devil  in  you,  Daugh- 
ter? Open  Son,  open. 

Trick.  [AbuJ.]  It  fliall  not  be  open'd;  I  will  have  my- 
Will,  though  I  lofe  my  Settlement :  Would  I  were  with- 
in the  Cheft,  I  would  hold  it  down,  to  fpight  you :  I 
lay  again,  would  I  were  within  the  Cheft,  I 'l^ould  hold 
it  fo  fall,  you  fliould  not  open  it.  The  beft  on't  is,  there's 
good  Incle  on  the  Top  of  the  Iniide,  if  he  have  the  Wit 
to  lay  hold  on't. 

Lirni.  [Goin^  to  open  i/.l  Before  George,  I  thii^k  you 
have  the  Devil  in  a  String,  Vug ;  I  cannot  open  it,  for 
the  Guts  of  me.  Hiciius  DoBius !  what's  here  to  do  ?  I 
believe,  in  my  Confcience,  Pug  can  Conjure:  Marry, 
God  blefs  us  all  good  Chriftians. 

A/Jo.  Pufh  hard.  Son. 

Limi.  I  cannot  pufh ;  I  was  never  good  at  pufliing  ; 
When  I  pufh,  I  ttiink  the  Devil  pufhes  too.  Well,  I 
muA  let  it  alone,  for  I  am  a  Fumbler.  Here,  take  the 
Keys,  Pug. 

I^ick.  \_Ajide^  Then  all's  fafe  again. 

Enter  Judith  and  Gervafc. 

Jud.  Madam,  Mrs.  Pleafance  has  fent  for  the  Cheft 
you  borrow'd  of  her.  She  has  prefent  Occaiion  for  it ; 
and  has  delir'd  us  to  carry  it  away. 

Lirnif.  Well,  that's  but  reafon :  If  fhe  mufl  have  it,  ihe 
muft  have  it. 

Trick.  Tell  her,  it  ftiail  be  return'd  fbme  time  to  day  i 
at  pre/ent  we  mufl  crave  her  Pardon,  becaufe  we  have 
fome  Writings  in  it,  which  mufl  firft  be  taken  out, 
when  we  can  open  it. 

Lim&.  Nay,  that's  but  reaibn  too :  Then  fhe  mufl  not 
have  it. 

Gerv.  Let  me  come  to'tj  I'll  break  it  open,  and  you 
may  take  out  your  Writings. 

Liml).  That's  true:  'Tis  but  rcafonable  it  fl.ould  b« 
broken  open. 

Tyick.  Then  I  may  be  bound  to  make  good  tlic  Lofs. 

Limi. 
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Limb.  'Tis  unreafonablc  it  fliould  be  broken  open. 

jildo.  Before  George,  Gervafe  and  I  will  carry  it  away ) 
«nd  a  Smith  fliall  be  fent  for  to  my  Daughter  fleafance't 
Chamber,  to  open  it  without  damage. 

Limb.  Why,  who  fays  againft  it?  Let  it  be  carry*d| 
I'm  all  for  Reafon. 

Trick.  Hold}  I  fay  it  fhall  not  ftir. 

Aids.  What  ?  every  -one  muft  haye  their  own :  Tia^ 
^Hftitidi  aut  ruat  Mundus. 

Limb.  Ay,  fiat  Juftitia,  Tug :  She  muft  have  her  own; 
for  fuftim  is  Lcttin  for  Juftice.    [Aldo  and  Gerv.  lift  at  H. 

Aldo,  I  think  the  Devil's  in't, 

Gerv.  There's  fomewhat  bounces,  like  him,  in't.  'Tis 
plaguy  heavy ;  but  we'll  take  t'other  heave. 

Trick.  [Taking  hold  of  the  Chefi,']  Then  you  (hall  carry 
me  too.    Help,  murder,  murder. 

[ji  confits'd  gfibling  among  *em. 
Inter  Mrs.  Saintly. 

Saint.  Verily,  I  think  all  Hell's  broke  loofe  among 
you.  What,  a  Schifm  in  my  Family!  Does  this  become 
the'  Purity  of  my  Houfe  ?  What  witi  the  Ungodly  fey  ? 

Limb.  No  matter  for  the  Ungodly;  this  is  all  among 
our  felves :  For,  look  you,  the  Bufinefs  is  this.  Mrs.  PleO' 
fance  has  fent  for  this  fame  Bufincfs  here,  which  (he 
knt  to  Pug ;  how  Pug  has  fome  private  Bufinefles  within 
this  Bufinefs,  which  fhe  would  take  out  firft,  and  the 
Bufinefs  will  not  be  open'd :  And  this  makes  all  the  Bu- 
finefs. 

9aint.  Verily,  1  am  rais'd  up  for  a  Judge  amongft  you; 
tnd  I  fay „ 

Trick.  I'll  have  no  Judge;  It  ftiall  not  go. 

jtldo.  Why  Son,  why  Daughter,  why  Mrs.  Saintly  j 
are  you  all  mad?  Hear  me,  1  am  fober,  I  am  diicreet  j 
let  a  Smith  be  lent  for  hither,  let  him  break  open  the 
Cheft ;  let  the-  things  contained  be  taken  out,  and  the 
thing  containing  be  reftor'd. 

Limb.  Now  hear  me  too,  for  I  am  fober  and  difcreet ; 
Father  Aldo  is  an  Oracle:  It  (hall  be  fo. 

Trick.  Well,  to  fhow  I  am  reafonable,  I  am  content, 
Mr.  Gervafe  and  I  will  fetch  an  Inftrumeat  from  the 
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next  Smith;  in  the  mean  time,  let  the  Chefl  remaiii 
where  it  now  ftands,  and  kt  every  one  depart  the  Cham- 
ber. 

Limb.  That  no  Violence  be  ofifer'd  to  thePafon  of  thr 
Chcft,  in  Fug's  Abfcncc. 
-     Aido.  Then  this  matter  is  compos'd. 

Trick.  \Afide.']  Now  I  (hall  have  leifurC  to  irftruft  his 
"Man,  and  fct  him  jBrce,  without  Difcoverjr.  C«mc, 
Mr,  Cervaji.  [Ex//  all  but  Saintly. 

Snint.  There  is  a  certain  Motion  put  into  my  Mind, 
and  it  is  of  good;  I  have  Keys  here,  which  a  precious 
Brother,  a  devout  Blackfmith,  made  me;  and  which 
v/ill  open  any  Lock  of  the  fame  Bore :  Verily,  it  can  be 
no  Sin  to  unlock  this  Cheft  -therewith,  and  take  from 
thence  the  Spoils  of  the  Ungodly.  I  will  iatifie  my  Con- 
science, by  giving  part  thereof  to  the  Hungry,  and  the 
Needy ;  fome  to  our  Paftor,  that  he  may  prove  it  law- 
ful; and  fome  I  will  fandtifie  to  my  own  ufe. 

[She  unlocks  the  Cheji,  and  Woodally?«r/^  up. 

Wood.  Let  me  imbrace  you,  my  dear  Deliverer!  Blels 
us !  is  it  you,  Mrs.  SMtntly  ?  .  [She  Jhrieks, 

Saint.  [Shrieking.}  Heav'fi,  of  his  Mercy !  Stop  Tlhiei, 
ftop  Thief. 

IVood.  What  will  become  of  me  now  ? 
t   Saint.  According  to  thy  Wickcdnefs,  fliall  it  be  done 
unto  thee.     Have  I  difcover'd   thy  Back-flidings,  thou 
unfaithful  Man !  thy  Treachery  to  me  fliall  be  Rewarded, 
verily;  for  I  will  Tcftifie  againft  thee. 

Wood.  Nay,  irnce  you  are  fo  Revengeful,  you  fhall  fuf- 
fer  your  Part  of  the  Difgrace;  if  you  teftifie  againft  mc 
for  Adultery,!  {hail  teftifie  againft  you  for  Theft:  There's 
an  Eighth  for  yoiu"  Seventh.  [Noife. 

Saint.  Verily,  thev  are  approaching:  Return  to  my 
fmbraces,  and  it  fhall  be  forgiven  thee. 

fpiod.  Thank  you,  for  your  own  fake.  Hark!  they 
are  coming!  cry  Thief  again,  and  help  to  fave  all  yet. 

Saint.  Stop  Thief,  ftop  Thief. 

JVood.  Thank  you,  for  your  own  fakcj  but  I  fear  'tis 
too  kte. 
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Enter  Trickfy  and  Limberham. 
Trick.  {Entrmg.']  The  Cheft  open,  and  Woodtdl  difco-; 
vcr'd,  I  am  ruin'd  ' 

Enter  Limb.  Why  all  this  flirieking,  Mrs,  Saintly  ? 
Wood.  \_RftJhing  him  down.}  Stop  Thief,  flop  Thief!  cry 
you  Mercy,  Gentleman,  if  I  have  hurt  you. 

Limb.  [KJ/%-]  'Tis  a  fine  Time  to  cry  a  Man  Mercj^ 
when  you  have  beaten  his  Wind  out  of  his  Body. 

Saint.  As  I  watched  the  Cheft,  behold  a  Vifion  ruihed 
eut  of  it,  on  the  fuddenj  and  I  Ufted  up  my  Voice,  and 
diriek'd. 

Limb.  A  Vifion,  Landlady  j  what,  have  we  Gog  and 
M(i£Og  in  our  Chamber  ? 

Trick.  A  Thief,  I  warrant  you,  who  had  ,'gottcn  into 
the  Cheft.  • 

fVoad.  Moft  certainly  a  Thief:  For  hearing  my  Land- 
lady cry  out,  I  flew  from  my  Chamber  to  her  help,  and 
met  him  running  down  Stairs;  and  then  he  turn'd  back 
to  the  Balcony,  and  leapt  into  the  Street. 

Limb.  I  thought  indeed  that  fomething  held  dpwn  the 
Cheft,  when  I  would  have  open'd  But  my  Wri- 

tings are  there  ftill;  that's  one  Comfort  J— ——Oh  5e/g- 
nioro,  are  you  here ! 
tFood.  Do  you  fpcak  to  me.  Sir? 
Saint.  This  is  Mr.  WoodaU,  your  new  Fellow-lodger.. 
Limb.  Cry  you  Mercy,  Sirj  I  durft  have  fworn  you 
could  have  Ipoken  Lingua  Franca;  ■    1  thought  in 

tny  Confcience,  Fug,  this  had  been  thy  Italian  Mer- 
chant  0. 

Wood.  Sir,  I  fee  you  miftakc  me  for  fomc  other :  I 
fhould  be  happy  to  be  better  known  to  you. 

Limb,  Sir,  I  beg  your  Pardon  with  all  my  Hearto. 
Before  Georgi,  I  was  caught  again  there !  But  you  are  fo 
very  like  a  paltry  Fellow,  who  came  to  fell  Pug  Eflenccs 
this  Morning,  that  one  would  fwear  thole  Eyes,  and  that 
Nofe  and  Mouth,  belong  d  to  that  Rafcal. 

Wood.  You  muft  Pardon  me.  Sir,  if  I  don't  much  rc- 
lifh  the  Clofe  of  your  Complement. 

Trick.  Their  Eyci  arc  nothing  like  :  (you'll  have  a 
Quarrel.) 

limb. 
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Limb.  Not  very  like,  I  confcfs. 

1>/Vit.  Their  Nofe  and  Mouth  are  quite  different. 

Limb.  As  Fug  fays,  thdy  arc  quite  different  indeed :  But 
I  durft  have  fwom  it  had  been  hcj  and  therefore  once 
tgain,  I  demand  your  fttrdono. 

Trick.  Come,  let  us  go  down  j  by  this  time  Gerzafi 
has  brought  the  Smith;  and  then  Mrs.  Plea/awe  xnaj 
have  her  Cheft.    Pleafe  you,  Sir,  to  bear  us  Company. 

If^cod.  At  your  Service,  Madam. 

Ijmb.  Pray  lead  the  way.  Sir. 

JVeod.  'Tis  againft  my  Will,  Sir:  But  I  muft  leave  you 
in  Poffeffion.  lExemu. 


ACT    III,    SCENE    I. 

Muter  Ssuntly  and  Pleafance. 

P/w/^lEver  fear  it,  I'll  be  a  Spy  upon  his  Adtionj  ; 
JL^  He  Ihall  neither  whiiper  nor  glote  on  either 
of  'em,  but  I'll  ring  him  fuch  a  Peal ! 

Siiiru.  Above  all  things,  have  a  Cire  of  him  your  felf  j 
for  lurely  there  is  Witchcraft  betwixt  his  Lips :  He  is  a 
Wolf  within  the  Shecpfold;  and  therefore  I  will  be  eam- 
eft,  that  you  may  not  fall.  [Exit. 

Fleaf.  Why  fhould  my  Mother  be  fo  inquifitive  about 
this  Lodger  ?  I  half  f ufpetft  old  Eve  her  felf  has  a  Mind 
to  be  nibling  at  the  Pippin :  He  makes  Love  to  one  of 
'em,  I  am  confident  j  it  may  be  to  bothj  for  methinks  I 
(hould  have  done  ib,  if  I  had  been  a  Man;  but  thedamn'd 
Petticoats  have  perverted  me  to  HonPfty,  and  therefore 
I  have  a  grudge  to  him,  for  the  Priviledge  of  his  Sey. 
He  fl,un$  me  too,  and  that  vexes  rae;  for  though  I 
would  deny  him,  I  fcorn  he  fhould  not  think  me  wortk 
a  civil  Queilion. 
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Hi-emer  Woodall,  rp'tth  Trickfy,  Mrs.  Brainfick,  Judith, 
and  Mufick. 

Mrs.  Brain.  Come,  your  Works,  your  Works  j  they 
(hall  have  the  Approbation  of  Mrs.  Pleajknce. 

Trick.  No  move  Apologies:  ^ive  Jttaith  the  Words  j  flie 
iings  at  fight. 

jHd.  ril  try  my  Skill. 

A  S  O  N  G  from  the /^/i Z. //f  iV, 

BY  a  difmal  Cyprefs  lyingt 
Damon  crfd,  all  pale  and  dyings 
Kind  is  Death  that  ends  my  Pai», 
But  cruel  She  I  lov'd  in  vdin. 
The  Mojjy  Fountains 
Murmur  my  Trouble, 
And  hoiloso  Mountains 
My  Groans  redouble  : 
-Every  Nymph  mourns  me. 
Thus  while  I  layjguijh; 
She  mly  [corns  me. 
Who  causdmy  Angui^. 
No  Love  returning  me,  but  all  Hope  dwyingi 
By  a  difmal  Cyprefs  lying. 
Like  a  Swan,  jb  fung  he  dying : 
Kind  it  Death  thdt  ends  my  Taint 
But  cruel  She  I  lov^d  in  vain. 

Tleaf.  By  thefe  languifhin;^  Eyes,  and  thoic  Simagres  of 
yours,  we  are  given  to  untderftand,  Sir,  yoa  have  a  Mi- 
ilrcfs  in  this  Company :  Game,  make  a  free  difcovery 
which  of  'em  your  Poetry  is  to  Charm;  and  put  the  o- 
ther  out  of  Pain. 

'Irick.  No  doubt  'twas  meant  to  Mrs.  Brainfick. 

Mrs.  Brain.  We  Wives  arc  defpicable  Creatures:  we 
know  it,  Madam,  when  a  Miltrcfs  is  in  prelcnce. 

tleaf.  Why  this  Ce'.emony  betwixt  you?  'Tis  a  likely 
proper  Fellow,  and  looks  as  he  cou'd  People  a  new  Ifle 
of  Pines. 

-Vol.  IV.  O  Mrs^ 
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Mrs.  Brain.  'Twcre  a  work  of  Charity  to  convert  a  fair 
young  Schifmatick,  Ike  you,  if  'twere  but  to  gain  you 
to  abetter  Opinion  of  the  Government. 

Tleaf.  If  I  am  not  miftaken  in  you  two,  he  has  works, 
of  Charity  enough  upon  his  hands  already ;  but  'tis  a  wil- 
IngSou],  I'll  warrant  him,  eager  upon  the  Quarry,  and 
as  fharp  as  a  Governour  of  Covmt-Garden. 

Uoou.  Sure  this  is  not  the  phrafe  of  your  Family:  I 
thought  to  have  found  a  fanftify'd  Sifter ;  but  I  fulpcdt 
now.  Madam,  that  if  your  Mother  keptaPenfion  in  your 
Fathei's  time,  there  might  be  fome  Gentleman- Lodger  ia 
the  Houfe;  for  I  humfly  conceive,  you  arc  of  the  half- 
ft:ain  at  leaft. 

Fleaf.  For  all  the  rudeuefs  of  your  Language,  I  am  re- 
f  jIv  d  to  know  upon  what  Voyage  yoU'  are  bound :  you 
Privateer  of  Love,  you  Argier's  Man,  that  Cruifc  up  and 
down  for  prize  in  the  Streights  M»nthj  which  of  the  Vef- 
fels  wou'd  you  ihap  now  ? 

Trick.  We  aie  both  under  iafc  Convoy,  Madam:  a  Lo- 
ver, and  a  Husband, 

Fle-f.  Nay,  for  your  part,  you  arc  notably  guarded,  I 
confelSj  but  Keepers  have  their  Rooks,  as  weUasGame- 
flcrs :  But  they  only  venture  under  'em,  till  they  pick  up 
a  Sum,  and  then  pufh  for  therafelves. 

fFootl.  (Ajlde.)  A  Plague  of  her  fuipiciom  j  they'll  ruin 
Tffie  on  that  lide. 

rleaf.  So ;  let  but  little  Minx  go  proud,  and  the  Dogs 
in  Co^mt'Garden  have  her  in  the  wind  rminediatcly :  jdl 
purfue  the  Scent. 

Trick.  Not  to  a  Boarding- houfe,  I  hope! 
Tlenf.  If  they  were  wife,  they  wou'd  rather  go  to  a 
Bi:othel-houfe5  for  there  moft  Miftreflcs  have  left  behind 
*em  their  Maiden- hsads,  of  blefled  memory:  and  thofe 
which  wou'd  not  gooff  in  that  Market,  arc  carry'd-about 
by  Bawds,  and  fold  at  Doors,  like  ftale  Flefh  in  Basket?. 
Then,  for  your  honefty,  or  juflnefs,  as  you  call  it,  to 
your  Keepers,  your  kept  Miftrefs  is  originally  a  Punk ; 
and  let  the  Cat  be  chang'd  into  a  Lady  never  fo  formally, 
(he  iiil  retains  her  natural  property  gf  Moufing. 

Mrs. 
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Uirs.  Brain.  You  are  very  fliarp  upon  the  MiflreiTes ;  but 
I  hope  you'll  fparc  the  Wives. 

TUaf.  Yes,  as  much  as  your  Husbands  do,  after  thefirll 
Month  of  Marriage ;  but  you  requite  their  negligence  ia 
Houlhold- duties,  by  making  them  -Husbands  of  the  firft 
Head,  e're  the  Year  be  over. 

Wood.  [■Afiiie']  She  has  me  there  too! 

Tleaf.  And,  as  for  you  young  Gallant, 

Wood.  Hold,  I  befeech  you,  a  Truce  for  me. 

Fleitf.  In  troth  I  pity  you,  for  you  have  undertaken  a 
mod  difficult  Task,  to  cozen  two  Women,  who  are  no 
Babies  in  their  Art ;  if  you  bring  it  about,  you  perform 
as  much  as  he  that  cheated  the  very  Lottery. 

Mlfod.  Ladies,  I  am  forry  this  Ihou'd  happen  to  you 
for  my  fake :  (he's  in  a  raging  Fit,  you  fee ;  'tis  bcft  with- 
drawring,  till  the  Spirit  of  Prophecy  has  left  her. 

Trick,  rll  take  (belter  in  my  Chamber, whither,  I 

hope,  he'll  have  the  grace  to  follow  me.  l-^/ide. 

Mrs.  Brain.  And,  now  I  think  on't,  I  have  fbme  Let- 
ters to  difpatch.         [Ex.  Trick,  and  Mrs.  Bnin.  Jeverally, 

Fleaf.  Now,  good  ^ohn  among  the  Maids,  how  mean 
you  to  bcftow  your  time  ?  Away,  to  your  Study  I  adviic 
you,  invoke  your  Mufes,  and  make  Madrigals  nyon  abfence. 

M^«»d.  I  wou'd  go  to  Chim  or  ^apan,  to  be  rid  of  that 
impetuous  Clack  of  yours:  Farewcl,  thou  Legion  of 
Tongues  in  one  Woman. 

Fleaf.  Will  you  not  ftay,  Sir?  it  may  be  I  have  a  little 
bufinefs  with  you. 

JVMd.  Yes,  the  fecond  part  of  the  feme  Tune !  Strike 
byyourfclf,  fweetLarumj  you're  true  Bell-mettal,  I  war- 
rant you.  [Exit. 

Fleaf.  This  Spightfulnefs  of  mine  will  be  my  Ruin :  To 
rail  them  off,  was  well  enough ;  but  to  talk  him  away 
too !  O  Tongue,  Tongue !  thou  wert  given  for  a  Curie 
to  all  our  Sex ! 

Enter  Judith. 

yttd.  Madam,  your  Mother  wou'd  fpeak  with  ybU. 
-  Fleaf.  I  will  not  come :  I'm  mad  I  think :  I  come  im- 
mediately.   Well,  I'll  go  in,  and  vent  my  Paflion,  by 
jailing  at  them,  and  him  too.  [Exit. 
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JmJ.  You  may  eater  in  fafcty.  Sir,  tkc  Enemy's 
mareh'd  off. 

Ke-^enter  Woodall. 

Wood.  Nothing,  but  the  love  I  bear  thy  Miftrefs,  cou'd. 
keep  me  in  the  houfa  with  fuch  a  Fury.  When  will  the 
bright  Nymph  appear  ? 

^ud.  Inomediately:  I  hear  her  coming. 

Ifiod.  That  I  cou'd  find  her  coming,  Mrs.  Judith ! 
Enttr  Mrs.  Brainfick. 
You  have  made  me  languifb  in  Expeflation,  Madam.  Was  it 
nothing,  do  you  think,  to  be  fo  near  a  Happinefs,  witb 
yiolent  Defires,  and  to  be  delay'd  ? 

Mrs.  Brtun.  Is  it  nothing,  do  you  think,  for  a  Woman 
of  Honour,  to  overcome  the  tyes  of  Virtue. and  Reputa- 
tion ;  to  do  that  for  you,  which  I  thought  I  Ihou'd  never 
have  ventur'd  for  the  fake  of  ajiy  Man  ? 

Ifood.  But  my  comfort  is,  that  Love  has  overcome. 
Your  Honour  is,  in  other  words,,  but  your  good  Reputej 
ard'tis  my  part  to  take  care  of  that :  for  the  Fountain  of  a 
Woman's  Honour  is  in  the  Lover,  as  that  of  the  Subjed 
is  in  the  King. 

Mrs.  Brain.  You  had  concluded  well,  if  you  had  been 
my  Husband :  you  know  where  pur  Subjcftion  lies. 

Hiod.  But  cannot  I  be  yours,  without  a  Frieft  ?  They 
were  cunning  People,  doubtlefs,  who  began  that  Trade; 
to  have  a  double  Hank  upon  us,  for  two  Worlds :  that  na 
'Pleafure  here,  or  hereafter  fliou'd  be  had,  without  a  Bribe 
to  them. 

Mrs.BMJs.  Well,  Tmrefoly'd,  I'll  read,  againft  the  next 
time  I  fee  youi  for  the  truth  is,  I  am  not  very  well  pre- 
pared with  Arguments  for  Marriage ;  mean  while,  fare- 
wel. 

Ifofid.  I  ftand  correftcd ;  you  have  reafon  indeed  to  go, 
if  I  can  ufc  my  time  no  better :   We'il  withdraw,  if  j  ou 
plcafe,  and  difpute  the  reft  within. 
Mrs.  Braia.  Perhaps,  I  meant  not  fo. 

Wood.  I  undcrftand  your  meaning  at  your  Eyes.  You'll 
watch,  jfudithf 

Mrs.  Brain.  Niy,  if  that  were  all,  I  cxpedl  not  my 
Husband  till  to  Morrow:  The  Tiuth  is,  he's  £o  odiy  hu- 

ihour'J, 
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mour'd,  that,   if  I  were  ill-inclin'd,  it  wou'd  half  juftifie 
a  Woman :  He's  flich  a  kind  of  Man. 

]>Pood.  Or,  if  he  be  not,  we'll  make  kina  fuch  a  kind  of 
Man. 

Mrs.  BrMn.  So  Fantaftical,  fo  Mufical,  his  Talk  all  Rap- 
ture, and  half  l^Ionfenfc :  Like  a  Clock  out  of  order,  let 
him  a  going,  and  he  ftrikes  eternally.  Befides,  he  thinks 
me  fuch  a  Fool,  that  I  cou'd  half  rcfolre  to  revenge  my 
fclf,  in  juftification  of  my  Wit. 

H^ood.  Come,  come,  no  hatf  Refolutions  among  Lo-^ 
^'•ers ;  I'll  hear  no  more  of  him,  till  I  have  rcvcng'd  you 
fully.  ^  Go  out,  and  watch,  fud'tth.  [Exit  Judith. 

Mrs.  Brp.'m.  Yet,  I  cau'd  lay,  in  my  Defence,  that  my 
Friends  married  me  to  him  againft  my  Will. 

Wood.  Then  let  us  put  your  Friends  too,  into  the  Quar- 
rel: it  fhall  go  hard,  but  I'll  give  you  a  Revenge  forthenv 

'Enter  Judith  again,  h/ijiily. 
How  now  ?  what's  the  matter  ? 

Mrs.  Bruin.  Can'ft  thou  not  Iprak  ?  haft  thou  fecn  a 

Ghoft? 

As  I  live,    ilie  figns  Horns!  that  muft  be  for  my  Hus- 
band: He's  return'd. 

[Judith  lo»ks  ghajity,  and  fgns  Hons^ 

fud.  I  wou'd  have  told  you  fo,  if  1  cou'ii  iiavc  Ipoken 
for  fear. 

Mrs.  Brain.  Hark,  a  knocking!  what  fhalJ  we  do?    , 

[Knocking^ 
There's  no  dallying  iii  this  cafe:  here  you  niufl:  not  be 
found,  that's  certain ;  but  Judith  hath  a  Chamber  withitt 
mine;  hafte  quickly  thither  j   I'll  lecure  the  reft. 

Jud.  Follow  me.  Sir.  [£;;.  Woodall,  Judith.. 

Knocking  Agof ft.    She  opens:   Enter  Brdniick.  . 

Brain.  What's  the  matter.  Gentlewoman?  am  I  excluded 
from  my  own  Fortrefs ,  and  by  the  way  of  Barricade  ? 
Am  I  to  dance  Attendance  at  the  Door,  as  if  I  werefome 
bale  FleieianGioom}  I'li  have  you  know,  that  when  my 
Foot  aflaults,  the  Lightning  and  the  Thunder  are  not  la 
terrible  as  the  Stiokes.  Brazen  Gates  fliall  tremble,  and 
Bolts  of  Adamant  difmount  irom  off"  their  Hinges,  to  ad- 
mit me. 

O  3  ,  Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Bruin.  Who  wou'd  have  thought  that  'nown  Deir 
wou'd  have  come  fo  foon  ?  I  was  e'en  lying  down  on 
my  Bed,  asd  dreaming  of  him :  Turn  a'  me,  and  buTs, 
poor  Dear,  piddce  bufs. 
Brain.  I  naufeate  thcic  foolifh  Feats  of  Lore. 
l/iss.Bra'm.  Nay,  but  why  (hou'd  he  be  lb  fretful  naw? 
and  knows  I  doat  on  him ;  to  leave  a  poor  Dear  (o-  long 
without  him,  and  then  come  home  in  an  angry  humour ! 
indeed  I'll  ky. 

Brain.  Prethee  leave  thy  fulibm  Fondoefi  j  I  have  fur^ 
feited  on  Conjugal  Embraces. 

Mrs.  Brain.  I  thought  fo  j  fomc  light  Hufwife  has  be- 
witch'd  him  from  me :  I  was  a  little  Fool,  fo  I  was,  t» 
leave  a  Dear  behind  at  Barmt,  when  I  knew  the  Women 
wou'd  run  mad  for  him. 

Brain.  I  have  a  lufcious  Air  forming,  like  a  Vallas,  in 
my  Brain-pan :  and  now  thou  com'il:  a-crofs  my  Fancy, 
todifturb  the  rich  Ideas,  with  the  yellow  jaundiesof  thy 
Jealoufie.  [  Utife  within.  ] 

Hark,  what  Noife  is  that  within,  about  JnJiith\  Bed  ? 

Mrs.  Bram.  I  believe.  Dear,  Ihc's  making  it,' — 

Wou'd  the  Fool  wou'd  go. 
Bram.  Hark,  again! 

Mrs,  Brain.  [  JlfUe.  ]  I  have  a  difmal  apprchenfion  in 

my  Head,  that  he's  giving;  my  Maid  a  caft  of  his  Office, 

in  my  ftead,    O,  how  it  flings  me!    [Woodallyie?^^^.] 

Brain.  I'll  enter,  and  find  the  reafon  of  this  Tumult. 

Mrs.  Br/»i».   [hoUiHg  him.l  Not  for  the  World:  there 

may  be  a  Thief  there  j  aad  fhou'd  I  put  'nown  Dear  in 

danger  of  his  Life? 

What  ihall  I  do  ?  betwixt  the  jealoufie  of  my  Love,  and 
fear  of  this  Fool,  I  am  diftradied:  I  muft  not  venture 'em 
together,  whate'er  comes  on't.  Why,  Judith,  I  lay! 
Come  forth,  Damfel, 

Wood.  [^K)ttlnn.'\  The  Danger's  OTer:  I  may  come  out 
fefely. 

Jud.  [  tfithin.  ]  Are  you  mad  ?  you  (ha'  not. 
Mrs.  Brtm.  [Afide.  ]  So,  aow  I'm  ruin'd  unavoidably; 
Brain.  Who-e'er  tkouart,  I  have  pronounc'd  thy  Doom ; 
t^  )  dreadful  Brmfifk  bares  his  brawny  Arm  in  tearing 
"  "'  tcrrourj 
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terrour ;  kneeling  Queens  in  vain  fhou'd  beg  thy  Being.— 
Sa,  fa,  thfre. 

Mrs.  Brain.  \^Ajide.']  Tho'  I  believe  he  dares  not  ven- 
ture in  i  yet  I  muft  not  put  it  to  the  Tryal.  Why  Jni\tht 
come  out,  come  out,  Hufwifc. 

'Enttr  Judith,  trembling. 
What  Villain  have  you  hid  within? 

Jud.  O  Lord,  Madam,  what  fhall  I  fay  ? 

Mx%.Bram.  How  fhou'd  I  know  what  you  fliou'd  fay? 
Mr.  Bra'mfick  has  heard  a  Man's  Voice  within;  if  you 
know  what  he  makes  there,  confefs  the  Truth ;  I  am  al- 
moft  dead  with  Fear,  and  he  ftands  fhaking. 

Brinm.  Terrour,  I !  'tis  Indignation  fliakes  me.  With 
this  Sabre  rilflicc  him  fmall  as  Atoins;  he  fhall  be  doom'd 
by  the  Judge,  and  damn'd  upon  the  Gibbet. 

Jud.  [kneeling.]  My  Maftcr's  fo  outragious,  fwcct 
Madam,  do  you  intercede  for  me,  and  I'll  tell  you  all  in 
private.  [  Whifpers.  ] 

If  I  fay  it  is  a  Thief,  he'll  call  up  help ;  I  know  not  what 
©'th'  fuddeii  to  invent. 

Mrs.  Br/»/w.  Let  me  alone. And  is  this  all?  why 

wou'd  you  not  confefs  it  before,  fudithf  when   you 
know  I  am  an  indulgent  Miflrefs  [Laughs.] 

Brain.  What  has  i^e  confefs'd  ? 

Mrs.  Brain.  A  venial  Love-Trefpafs,  Dear :  'Tis  a  S^veet- 
heart  of  hers ;  one  that  is  to  marry  her  j  and  fhe  was  un- 
willing I  fhou'd  know  it,  fofhe  hid  him  in  her  Chamber. 
Enter  Aldo. 

AUo.  What's  the  matter  trow  ?  what,  in  Martial  pofhirc^ 
Son  Brainfick  ? 

Jtid.  Pray,  Father  Aldo,  do  you  beg  my  pardon  of  my 
Maflier :  I  have  committed  a  Fault  j  1  have  hidJen  a  Gen- 
tleman in  my  Chamber,  who  is  to  marry  me  without 
his  Friend's  ConlJent,  and  therefore  came  in  private  to 
me. 

Aldo.  That  thou  fliould'ft  think  to  keep  this  Secret! 
why,  I  know  it  as  well  as  he  that  made  thee. 

Mrs.  Brain,  [ajide.']  Heav'n  be  prais'd,  for  this  Knower 

of  all  things:   Now  will  he   lie  three  or  four  rapping 

Volunticrs,  rather  than  be  thought  ignorant  in  any  thing. 

O  4  Br  air  I 
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Brrin.  Do  you  know  his  Friends,  Father ^/</o? 

^la'o.  Know  'em !  I  think  I  do.  His  Mother  was  an 
Arch-Deacon's  Daughter;  as  honcft  a  Weman  as  crer 
broke  Bread :  She  and  I  have  been  Catcr-Coufins  in  our 
Youth  j  we  have  tumbled  tog-ether  between  a  pair  of  Sheets, 
i'faith. 

Brain.  An  honeft  Woman,  and  yet  yon  twoluvc  tum- 
bled together !  thofe  are  inconfiftcnt. 

^IJo.  No  matter  for  that. 

Mrs.  Bram.  He  blunders ;  I  muft  help  him.  I  warrant 
*twas  before  Marriage,  that  you  were  fo  great. 

Aldo.  Before  George,  and  fo  it  was:  for  /he  had  the 

prettieft  black  Mole  upon  her  left  Ancle,  it  does  me  good 

to  think  on't!   His  Father  was  Squire  what  d*  you  call 

him,  of  what  d'  you  call  'em  Shire.    Wloat  think  you, 

'  little^iuiith ?  do  I  know  him  now? 

'f »</.  I  fiippofe  you  may  be  miilaken :  my  Servant** 
Father  is  a  Knight  of  HamJI}ire. 

Ald'o.  I  meant  of  Hatn/hire.  But  that  I  fliou'd  forget 
he  w£S  a  Knight,  when  I  got  him  Knighted  at  the  King's 
coming  in !  Two  fat  Bucks,  I  afia  fure  he  fent  mc. 

Brain.  And  what's  his  Name  ? 

.AUo.  Nay,  for  that,  you  muft  excufe  me:  I  muft  npt 
difclofe  little  Judith's  Secrets. 

Mrs.  Brain.  All  this  while  the  poor  Gentleman  is  left 
in  pain :  we  muft  let  him  out  in  {ecret ;  for  I  believe  the 
young  Fellow  is  fo  bafliful,  he  wou'd  not  willingly  be 
leen. 

Jud.  The  beft  way  will  be,  for  Father  ^i^  to  lend  me 
the  Key  of  his  Door,  which  opens  into  my  Chamber; 
and  fo  I  can  convey  him  out. 

Aldo.  [^Gizing  her  a  Key. '\  Do  fo.  Daughter.  Not  t 
word  of  my  Familiarity  with  his  Mother,  to  prevent 
Blojd-fl-cd  betwixt  us :  but  I  have  her  Name  down  in 
my  Alm.tnack,   I  warrant  her. 

Jud.  What,  kifs  and  tell.  Father  Aldo-y  kifs  and  tell! 

[Exit. 

Mrs.  Brain.  I'll  go  and  pais  an  hour  with  Mxs.Trickfy. 

Inter 
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T.nttr  Limbcrkam, 
"Bruin.  What,  the  lufty  Lover  Limberham  t 
Enter  Woodall  at  another  Door, 
jildo.  O  here's  a  Mounjieur,  new  come  over,  and  a  Fel- 
low-lodger; I  muft  endear  you  two  to  one  another. 

Brain.  Sir,'  'tis  mjr  extream  ambition  to  be  better 
known  to  you :  you  come  out  of  the  Country  I  adore. 
And  how  does  the  dear  Battiji?  I  long  for  fome  of  his 
new  Compofitions  in  the  laft  Opera.  Afrepo!  I  have  had- 
the  moft  happy  Invention  this  Morning,  and_  a  Tune 
trouling  in  my  Headj  I  rife  immediately  in  my  Night- 
Gown  and  Slippers,  down  I  put  the  Notes  flap  dafh, 
made  Words  to  'em  like  Lightning:  and  I  warrants  yoi* 
hare  'cm  at  the  Circle  in  the  Evening. 

Wood.  All  were  compleat.  Sir,,  if  S.Andre  would'  nuke 
ftcps  to  'em.  , 

Brain. 'N^y,  thanks  to  my   Genius,  that  care's  overt. 

you  (hall  fee,  you  fliall  ice.    But  fir  ft  the  Air. [Sin^s.l 

Is't  not  very  fine?  Ha,  Me£imrs! 

Lim.  The  clofc  of  it  is  the  moft  ravifhing  I  ever 
heard ! 

Brain.  I  dwell  not  on  your  Commendations.  What 
fay  you,  Sir  ?  [To  Wood.]  Is't  not  admirable  ?  Do  you  en- 
ter into't? 

Hood.  Moft  delicate  Cackn'e  I 

Brain.  Gad,  I  think  fo,  without  vanity.  Battifl  and  T 
have  but  one  Soul.  But  the  cbre,  the  clofe!  [Si.gsit 
thrice  aver.']  I  have  Words  too  upon  the  Air;  but  1  ana- 
naturally  fo  bafhful! 

Wood.  Will  you  oblige  me,  Sir  ? 
Brain.  You  might  command  me,  Sirj  forlfingtoo- 
mi  Cavalier:  but— — — 

Lif».  But  you  wou'd  be  entreated,  and  fay,  Nolo,  noloi. 
nob,  three  times,  like  any  Bifhop,  when  your  Mouth  wa- 
ters at  the  Diocefe. 

Brain,  I  have  no  Voice;  but,  fince  this  Gentleman 
•oniraands  me,    let  the  Words   commend  thcmfelves, 

[Sin^s,- 
M)  Phyllis  «  Charming.  "        > 

0    f  Jfctffl«*r' 
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Lim.  But  why,  of  all  Name?,  wou'd  you  chufe  a  ThiU 
lis !  There  have  been  fo  many  Fh'tllis\  in  Songs,  I  thought 
there  had  not  been  another  left,  for  Leve  or  Money. 

Brnia.  If  a  Man  (hou'd  liften  to  a  Fop!  [Sings !\ 

My  phillis 

Aide.  Before  George,  I  am  on  t'other  fide ;  I  think,  as 
good  no  Song,  as  no  Phillis. 

BrMin.  Yet  again !  —  My  Phillis  — —  [Sings.'] 

Lim.  pray,  ror  my  fake,  let  it  be  your  Chloris. 
.    Brain.  [Looking  (comfully  tit  him,']  My  PhilUs — [Srwg/.J 

Lim.  You  had  as  good  call  her  your  Sttceuia. 

Brain,  iiorileau!  will  you  not  give  mc  leave?  I  am 
fuYi  of  Phillis.    [Sings.]  My  Phillis. 

Lim.  Nay,  1  confefs,  Phillis  is  a  very  pretty  Name. 

Braifi.  Diaile!  Now  I  will  not  ling  to  fpight  you.  By 
the  World,  you  are  not  worthy  of  it.  Well,  I  have  s 
Gentleman's  Fortune,  I  have  Courage,  and  make  no  in- 
eonfiderable  Figure  in  the  World :  yet  I  wou'd  quit  my 
Pretenlions  to  all  thefe,  rather  than  not  be  Author  of  this 
Sonnet,  which  your  Rudencfs  has  irrevocably  loft. 

Lim.  Some  foollfh  French  quelque  chafe,  I  warrant  you. 

Brain,  ^elque  chofe  1  O  Ignorance,  in  fuprcmc  Pcffc- 
ftion !  he  means  a  kek  JJjofe. 

Lim.  Why,  a  kekJJmes  let  it  be  then!  And  a  kekjhooes 
for  your  Song. 

Brain.  I  give  to  the  Devil  fuch  a  Judge:  well,  were  I 
to  be  born  ngain,  I  wou'd  as  fcon  be  the  Elephant,  as  a 
Wit;  he's  lefs  a  Monger  in  this  Age  of  Malice.  I  cou'd 
bum  my  Sonnet,  out  of  rage. 

Lim.  You  may  ufe  your  pleasure  with  your  own. 

fVocd.  His  Friends  wou'd  not  fufl'er  him  :  Virgil  was  not 
permitted  to  burn  his  ^tieids. 

Brt  'n.  Dear  Sir,  I'll  not  die  ingrateful  for  your  Appro- 
bation. [Ajule  to  Vfoodall]  You  fee  this  Fellow?  he's  an 
Afs  already ;  he  has  a  handfom  Miftrefs,  and  you  Ihafl 
make  an  Ox  of  him,  e're  long. 

Mcod.  Say  no  more,  it  fViall  be  done. 

i-im.  Haik  you,  Mr.^-^W;j//j  this  fool  Brainfick  grows 
ififupportablc  j  he's  a  publick  Nufancc  j  but  I  fcorn  to  fct 

^1 
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iny  Wit  againft  him ;  He  has  a  pretty  Wife ;  I  fay  no 
XDore,  but  if  you  do  not  graff  him  ■ 

Wood.  A  Word  to  the  Wife :  I  Jhall  coniider  him,  fof 
your  iake. 

.  Lmb,  Pray  do,  Sir :  Confider  him  much. 

Wood.  Much  is  the  Word This  Fewd  makes  well 

for  me.  \Ajide, 

Brain,  to  Wood.  I'll  give  you  the  Opportunity,  and  rid 
you  of  him'  Come  away,  little  Ltmberham  \  you, 

and  I,  and  Father  ^Ido,  will  take  a  turn  together  in  the 
Square. 

Aldo.  We'll  follow  you  immediately. 

Limb.  Yes,we'll  come  after  you,  Bully  Pr^/w/Zcfe:  But 
I  hope  you  will  not  draw  upon  us  there. 

Brain.  If  you  fear  that,  Bilbo  fhall  be  left  behind. 

Limb.  Nay,  nay,  leave  but  your  M<»«nV ;»/  beh'nd  : 
Draw  not  that  upon  us,  and  'tis  no  matter  for  your 
Sword.  l^Exit  Brain, 

Enter  Trickfy,  and  Mrs.  Brainfick,  vith  a  Note  for  each. 

Wood.  \_Afide.']  Both  together!  either  of  'em  apart,  had 
been  my  Buiinefs:  But  I  fhall  ne'er  play  well  at  this- 
three-hand  Game. 

Limb.  O,  fug,  how  have  you  been  pafling  of  your 
Time? 

Trick.  I  have  been  looking  over  the  laft  Prefent  ot 
Orange  Gloves  you  made  mej  and  methinks  I  do  not 

like  the  Scent O  Lord,  Mr.  Woodall,  did  you   bring 

thofe  you  wear  from  Varis  ? 

Wood.  Mine  are  Roman,  Madam. 

Trick.  The  Scent  I  love,  of  all  the  World.  Pray  leJ 
jne  fee  'em. 

Mrs.  Brain.  Nay,  not  both,  good  Mrs.  Trickfy ;  for  I 
love  that  Scent  as  well  as  you. 

Wood.  [P-ulling  'em  off,  and  giving  each  one.^  I  fhall  find 
two  Dozen  more  of  Womens  Gloves  among  my  Tri- 
fles, if  you  pleaie  to  accept  'em  Ladies. 

Trick.  Look  to't ;  wc  fhall  cxpe6t  'em— ——Now  to* 
'  put  in  my  Billet  Joux  I 

Mrs.  Brain,  So,  now  I  have  the  Opportunity  to  thruft 
ia  my  Note^ 


314  LiMBERHAMj   Or, 

Trick.  Here,  Sir,  take  your  Glove  again  j  the  Perfume's 
too  ftrong  for  mc. 

Mn.Br^iV;.  Pray  take  the  other  to't}  though  I  fhould 
have  kept  it  for  a  Pawn. 

[Mrs.  Brainfick's  Note  falls  out.  Limb,  takes  it  np^ 
Li/nb.  What  have  we  here  ?  For  Mr.  Woodcill. 
Both  Women.  Hold,  hold,  Mr.  Limherham. [They  /natch  it. 
ylldo.  Before  George,  Son  Limberham,  you  fhall  read  it. 
Wood.  By  your  Favour,  Sir,  but  he  muft  not. 
Trick   He'll  know  my  Hand,  and  I  am  ruin'd ! 
"Mrs.  Brain.  Oh,  my  Misfortune!  Mr.  Woodall,  will  yott 
fuffer  your  Secrets  to  be  difcover'd  ? 

Word.  It  belongs  to  one  of  'em,  that's  certain——* 
Mr.  Limberham,  I  muft  deiire  you  to  rcftore  this  Letter  j 
'tis  from  my  Miftrefs. 

Trick.  The  Devil's  in  him;  will  he  confefs? 
Wood.  Thi^  Paper  was  fent  me  from  her  this  Morn- 
ing i  and  I  was  fo  fond  of  it,  that  I  left  it  in  my  Glove: 
If  one  of  the  Ladies  had  found  it  there,  Ifliould  have  been 
laugh'd  at  moft  linmercifully. 
Mrs. Brain.  That's  well  come  off! 
Limb.  My  Heart  was  at  my  Mouth,   for  fear  it  had 

fceen  P«/s — '-{AjideP^  There 'tis  again Hold,  holdj. 

j)ray  let  nie  fee't  once  more :  A  Miftrefs,  faid  you  ? 

uild^.  Yes,  a  Miftrefs,  Sir.    1*11  be  his  Voucher  i  he  has 
a  Miftrefs,  and  a  fair  one  too. 

Umb.  Do  you  know  it,  Father  Aldo. 
Aldo.  Know  it !  I  know  the  Match  is  as  good  as  made 
already :  Old  Woodall  and  I,,  are  all  one.    You,  Son,  were 
lent  for  over  on  purpofcj  the  Articles  for  her  Jointure 
are  all  concluded,  and  a  Friend  of  mine  drew  'em. 
Limb.  Nay,  if  Father  Aldo  knows  it,  I  am  fatisfy'd. 
Aldo,  But  how  came  you  by  this  Letter,  Son  Woeddll 
let  me  exanaice  you. 

Wed,  Caice  by  it!  (Pox,  he  has  non-plus'd  mc!)  How 
do  you  fay  I  came  by  it.  Father  Aide  ? 

Aldo.  "Why,  there  s  it,  now.     This   Morning  I  met 
jour  Ivliftjefs's  Father,  Mr.  you  kaow  vrhc.- 
fi'iiGd.  Mr.  who,  Sir? 
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AUo.  Nay,  you  fhall  excufe  me  for  that  j  but  wc  arc 
intimate :  His  Name  begins  with  fome  Vowel  or  Con- 
fonant,  no  matter  which;  well,  her  Father  gave  me  this 
very  Numerical  Letter,  fuperfcrib'd,  Fw  Mr.  Woodall. 
Uimb.  Before  George,  and  fo  it  is. 
^Uo.  Carry  me  this  Letter,   quoth  he,   to  your  Sott 
PToodall;  'tis  from  my  Daughter  fuch  a  one,  and  then 
whifpcr'd  me  her  Name. 
Wood.  Let  me  fee;  I'll  read  it  once  again. 
Limi>.  What,  are  you  not  acquainted  with  the  Con- 
tents of  it  ? 

Mood.  O,  your  true  Lover  will  read  you  over  a  Letter, 
from  his  Miftrefs,  a  thoufand  times. 
Trick.  Ay,  two  thoufand,  if  he  be  in  the  Humour. 
JVaod.  Two  thoufand!  then  it  muft  be  hers.  [Reads  /a 
h'lmfelf.']  Away,  to  your  Chamber  immediately,  and  I'll 
give  my  Fool  the  flip— ——(The  Fool!  that  may  be  ei- 
ther the  Keeper,  or  the  Husband;  but  commonly  the 
Keeper  is  the  greater.  Humh !  without  Subfcription !  it 
muft  be  Trick fy.)  Father  ^/</o,  prithee  rid  me  of  this  Cox- 
comb. 

Aldo.  Come,  Son  Limierham,  we  let  our  Friend  £m/»- 
fck  walk  too  long  alone:  Shall  we  follow  him?  We  muft 
make  haftc;  for  I  expe£fc  a  whole  Beavy  of  Whores,  a 
Chamber-full  ofTcmptation  this  Afternoon:  'Tis  my  Day 
©f  Audience. 

Limlf.  Mr,  Uiodall,  we  leave  you  here,  you  remember  ? 

[Exeunt  Limb,  and  Aldo. 
TVood.  Let  me  alone.    Ladies,  your  Servant ;  I  have  a 
little  private  Bufmefs  with  a  Friend  of  mine. 

Mrs.  Brain.  Meaning  me Well,  Sir,  your  Servant." 

Trick.  Your  Servant,  till  we  meet  ^g2Ar\.  [Exeunt  ftier ally , 

SCENE    11.    Mr. VJoQ^L^Ws  Chamber. 

,.     "Enter  Mrs.  Brainfick  alone. 

Mrs.  Brain.  My  Note  has  taken,  as  I  wifli'd:  He  will 

be  hera  immediately.    If  I  could  but  refolvc  to  lole  no 

time,  out  of  Modefty;  but  'tis  his  Part  to  be  Violent, 

for  both  our  Credits.    Never  fo  little  force  and  ruffling, 

H  and 
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and  a  poor  weak  Woman  is  excus'd.  [Noije.]  Hark,  I 
iear  him  coming Ah  me!  the  Steps  beat  dou- 
ble: He  comes  not  alone:  If  it  fhould  be  my  Husband 
with  him!  where  fhall  I  hide  my  felf?  I  fee  no  other 
place,  but  under  his  Bed:  I  muft  lye  as  filently,  as  my 
Fear  will  iuffer  me.  Hcav'n  fend  me  fafe  again  to  my 
own  Chamber.  [Creep  wider  the  Bed, 

Enter  Woodall  and  Trickfy. 
"  Wood.  Well,  Fortune  at  the  kft  is  favourable,  and  now 
you  are  my  Prilbner. 

Trick.  After  a  quarter  of  an  Hour,  I  fuppofe,  I  fliaH 
have  my  Liberty  upon  cafie  Terms.  But  pray  let  us 
Pailey  a  little  firft. 

Wood.  Let  it  be  upon  the  Bed  then.    Plcafe  you  to  fit  ? 
Trick.  No  matter  where :  I  am  never   the  nearer  to  > 
your  wicked  Purpofe.     But  you   Men  are   commonly 
great  Comedians  in  Love- matters ;    therefore  you  muft 

Iwear,  in  the  firft  Place 

Wood.  Nay,  no  Conditions :  The  Fortrefs  is  reduc'd  to 
Extremity  i  and  you  muft  yield  upon  Difcretion,  or  I 
Sterm. 

Ti-ick.  ^cvct  to  love  any  other  Woman. 
Wood.  I  kifs  the  Book  upon't.  [Kijfes  her.  Mrs.  Brain. 
finches  him  from  undemeeub  the  Bed.'\  Oh,  are  you  at  your 
Love-tricks  already  ?  If  you  pinch  me  thus,  I  Ihall  bite 
your  Lip. 

Trick.  I  did  not  pinch  you ;  But  you  are  apt,  I  fee,  to 
take  any  Occaiion  of  gathering  up  more  clbfc  to  me. 
Kext,  you  fhall  not  fb  much  as  look  on  Mrs.  BrainjJck. 
Wood.  Have  you  done?  thefe  Covenants  are  fo  tedious  I 
Trick.  Nay,  but  fwcar  then. 

Wood.  I  do  promife,  I  do  fwear,  I  do  any  thing. 
[Mrs.  Brain,  runs  a  Pin  into  him}  Oh,  the  Devil!  what 
do  you  mean  to  run  Pins  into  me  ?  this  is  perfedl  Cat- 
ter-wauling. 

Trick.  You  fancy  all  this;  I  would  not  hurt  you  for 

the  World.    Come,  you  ftiallfee  how  well  I  love  you—. 

llCiJfes  him:    Mrs.  Brain,  pricks  her.]  Oh!    I  think    you 

have  Needles  growing  in  your  Bed.  [Both  rife  up, 

Wood,  rii  fee  what's  the  matter  in't 

•    Sain,\ 
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Smt.  \Withm?i  Mr.  Wotddl,  where  arc  you,  verily  ? 

Wood.  Pox  verily  her}  'tis  my  Landlady:  Here,  hide 
your  felf  behind  the  Curtaias,  while  I  i-un  to  the  Door 
to  flop  her  Entry. 

Trick.  Neceflity  has  no  Law;  I  muft  be  patient. 

\^She  gets  into  the  Bed,  and  draws  the  Cloaths  over  heal 
Enter  Saintly. 

Sa'mt.  In  fadnefs,  Gentleman,  I  can  hold  no  longer;' 
I  will  not  keep  your  wicked  Counfel,  hew  you  were 
lock'd  up  in  the  Cheft;  for  it  lyes  heavy  up«n  my  Con- 
fcicnce,  and  out  it  muft,  and  fhall. 

Wood.  You  may  tell,, but  who'll  believe  you?  where's 
your  Witnefs? 

Saint.  Verily,  Heav'n  is  my  Witnefs. 

Woed.  That's  your  Witnefs  too,  that  you  would  hav« 
allur'd  me  to  Lcwdnefs,  have  feduc'd  a  hopeful  young 
Man,  as  I  am;  you  wou'd  have  inticd  Youth:  MarS 
that,  Btldzm. 

Saint.  I  care  not;  my  fingle  Evidence  is 'enough  to 
Mr.  Limberhamy  he  will  believe  me,  that  thou  burn'ft 
in  unlawful  Luft  to  his  beloved:  So  thou  fhalt  be  an  Out- 
caft  from  my  Family. 

Wood.  Then  will  I  go  to  the  Elders  of  thy  Church," 
and  lay  thee  open  before  them,  that  thou  did'ft  Feloni- 
oufly  unlock  that  Cheft,  with  wicked  Intentions  of  pur- 
loining: So  thou  fhalt  be  Excommunicated  from  the 
CongvcgatioB,  thou  Jex^beU  and  delivered  over  to  Satan.  • 

Saint.  Verily,  our  Teacher  will  not  Excommunicate 
me,  for  taking  the  Spoils  of  the  Ungodly,  to  Cloath 
him;  for  it  is  a  judg'd  Cafe  amongfl  us,  tnat  a  marry 'd 
Woman  may  fteal  from  her  Husband,  to  relieve  a  Bro- 
ther. But  yet  thou  may 'ft  attone  this  diftcrence  betwixt 
us;  verily,  thou  mayeft. 

Wood.  Now  thou  art  tempting  me  again.  Well,  if  I 
had  not  the  Gift  of  Continency,  what  might  become  of 
me? 

Saint.  The  means  have  been  offered  thee,  and  thou 
haft  kicked  with  the  Heel:  I  will  go  immediately  to  the 
Tabernacle  of  Mr.  Limberham,  and  difcover  thcc,  O  thou 
Serpent,  in  thy  crooked  Paths.        ^  [Going. 

WootL 
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fVooJ.  Hold,  good  Landlady,  notfb  ftft;  let  me  hava 
time  to  coofider  on't;  I  may  mollifie,  for  Flcfh  is  frail. 
An  hour  or  two  hence  we  will  confer  together  upoa 
the  Premifo. 

Saint.  Oh,  on  the  fiidded,  I  feel  my  felf  exceedmg 
Sick!  Oh!  oh! 

Wood.  Get  you  quickly  to  your  Clofet,  and  fall  to  your 
Mirabilh  j  this  is  no  place  for  fick  People.  Be  gone,  b» 
gone. 

Saint.  Verily,  I  can  go  no  farther. 

fVood.  But  you  fhall,  verijy :  I  will  thruft  you  dowit>. 
«ut  of  pure  Pity. 

Saint.  Oh,  my  Eyes  grow  dim !  my  Heart  quops,  and 
^y  Back  aketh !  here  I  will  lay  me  down,  and  reft  me. 
[Throws  her  fclf  fuddenly  ^vn  upon  the  Bed\   Trickfy 
Jhrieks,  and  rtfes :  Mrs.  BrainGck  rtfes  from  under 
the  Bed_  in  a  Fright. 

Wood^  So !  here's  a  fine  Bufinefs !  my  whole  Seraglio  up 
in  Arms ! 

Saint.  So,  fo;  if  Providence  had  not  fent  me  hither, 
what  Folly  had  been  this  Day  committed! 

Trick.  Oh  the  old  Woman  in  the  Oven!  wc  both  o- 
ver-heard  your  pious  Documents:  Did  wc  not,  Mrs. 
Brainjtck  ? 

Mrs.  Brain.  Yes,  we  did  over-hear  her,  and  we  will 
both  teftifie  againft  her. 

fVood.  I  have  nothing  to  lay  for  her.  Nay,  I  told  hep 
her  own;  you  can  both  bear  me  Wimefs.  If  a  fober 
Man  cannot  be  quiet  in  his  own  Chamber  for  her-     - 

Trick.  For,  you  know.  Sir,  when  Mrs.  Brainfick  and  I 
over-heard  her  coming,  having  been  before  acquainted 
with  her  wicked  Purpofe,  we  both  agreed  to  Trap  her 
in  it. 

Mrs. Brain.  And  now  Ihe  would  fcape  her  felf,  accu« 
fing  us  I  but  let  us  both  conclude  to  caft  an  Infamy  upon 
her  Houfc,  and  leave  it. 

Saira.  Sweet  Mr.  WoodaU,  intercede  for  me,  or  I  ftiail 
be  ruin'd. 

Wood.  Well,  for  once,  I'll  be  Good-natur'd,  and  try  my 
Intereft.  Pray,  Ladies,  for  my  lake,  let  this  Bu.'inelV 
go  no  farter.  Tricki,. 
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Trick.  ^  Mrs.  Brain.  You  may  command  us. 

PTood.  For,  look  you,  the  Offence  was  properly  to  my 
Perfon  j  and  Charity  has  taught  me  to  forgive  my  Ene- 
mies. I  hope,  Miftrefs  Saintly,  this  will  be  a  warning 
to  you,  to  amend  your  Life :  I  fpeak  like  a  Chriftian,  as 
one  that  tenders  tke  Welfare  of  your  Soul. 

Saint.  Verily,  I  will  confider. 

Hood.  Why,  that's  well  faid l^^de.}  Gad,  and  fo 

muft  I  too  ;  for  my  People  is  diflatisfy'd,  and  my  Go- 
vernment in  danger:  But  this  is  no  place  for  Meditation. 
Ladies,  I  wait  on  you.  [Exeunt. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

E»ier  Aldo  aftd  Gcoffcry, 

AlJcy^lf^tch,  Geofery,  difpatch:  The  Out-lying  Punks 
JU/  will  be  upon  us,  e'er  I  am  in  a  Rcadinefe  to 
give  Audience.    Is  the  Office  well  provided? 

Geoff.  The  Stores  are  very  low.  Sir:  Some  Doily  Pet- 
ticoats, and  Manto's  we  have;  and  half  a  dozen  Pajr  of 
lac'd  Shooes,  bought  from  Court  at  fecond  Hand. 

.^Uo.  Before  George,  there's  not  enough  to  rig  out  a. 
Mournival  of  Whores :  They'll  think  me  grown  a  mcer 
Curmudgeon,     Mercy  on  me,   how  will  this   glorious 
Trade  be  carry'd  on,  w^ith  llich  a  miferable  Stock ! 

Geof.  I  hear  a  Coach  already  flopping  at  the  Door. 

Aldo.  Well,  fomewhat  in  Ornament  for  the  Body, 
fomewhat  in  Counlcl  for  the  Mind;  one  thing  muft 
help  out  another,  in  this  bad  World:  Whoring  muft  ga 
on. 

Inter  Mrs.  Ovefdon,  and  her  Daughter  Pru. 

Mrs.  Over.  Ask  Blcffing,  Pru:  He's  the  beft  Father 
you  ever  had, 

Aldo.  Blefs  thee,  and  make  thee  a  fubftantial,  thriving 
Whore.  Have  your  Mother  in  your  Eye,  Pru;  'tis  good 
to  follow  good  Example:  How  old  arc  you,  Prttl  bold 
up  your  Head,  Child.  JPr«. 
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Fru.  Going  G'my  Sixteen,  Father  Aldo. 

Aldo.  And  you  have  been  initiated  but  the/e  two 
Years :  Lofs  of  Time,  \ok  oF  precious  Time.  Mrs.  O- 
verdon,  how  much  have  you  made  .of  Pr«,  finco  (he  has 
been  Man's  Meat  ? 

Mrs.  CHier.  A  very  faall  Matter,  by  my  Troth ;  con- 
fidering  the  Charges  I  have  been  at  in  her  Education  : 
Poor  Tru  was  born  under  an  unlucky  Planet ;  I  defpair 
^of  a  Coach  for  her.  Her  firft  Maiden-head  brought  me 
in  but  little :  The  weather-bcateo  oid  Knight  that  bought 
ker  of  me,  beat  down  the  Price  fb  low ;  I  held  her  at 
an  hundred  Guineas,  and  he  bid  tcnj  and  higher  thaa 
thirty  he  would  not  rife, 

Aldo.  A  Pox  of  his  unlucky  Handfel:  He  can  but  fum- 
ble, and  wiil  not  pay  neither. 

Pru.  Hang  him ;  I  cou'd  never  endure  him,  Father  ; 
He's  the  filthieft  old  Goat  j  and  then  he  comes  every  Day 
to  our  Houfe,  and  eats  out  his  thirty  Guineas  j  and  at 
three  Months  end,  he  threw  me  off. 

Mrs.Ozer.  And  fince  then,  the  poor  Child  has  dwind- 
led, and  dwindled  away ;  Her  next  Maiden-head  brought 
me  but  ten ;  and  from  ten  fhe  feii  to  five ;  and  at  laft  to 
a  fingle  Guinea :  She  has  no  luck  to  keeping j  they  all 
leave  her,  the  more  my  Soirow. 

Aldo.  Wc  muft  get  her  a  Husband  then  in  the  City  ; 
they  bite  rarely  at  a  ftale  Whoic  o'this  end  o'th'  Town, 
new  furbifti'd  up  in  a  tawdry  Manteau. 

Mrs. Over.  No:  Pray  let  her  try  her  Fortune  a  little 
longer  in  the  World  firft :  By  my  Troth,  I  fhould  be 
loth  to  be  at  all  this  coft,  in  her  French,  and  her  Singing, 
to  have  her  thrown  away  upon  a  Husband. 

Aldo.  Before  George,  there  can  come  no  good  of  your 
Swearing,  Mrs.  Overdon:  Say  your  Prayers,  Fru,  and  go 
duly  to  Church  o'Smuiays,  you'll  thrive  the  better  all  tne 
Week.  Come,  have  a  good  Heart,  Child;  TJl  keep  thee 
my  felf:  Thou  fhalt  do  my  little  Bulincfsj  and  I'll  find 
thee  an  able  young  Fellow  to  do  thine. 
£fiter  Mrs.  Pad. 
Daughter  P/«</;  you  are  welcome:  What,  you  have 
pcrform'd  the  lalt  Chriilian  Office  to  your  Keeper;  I 

law 
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faw  vou  follow  him  up  the  heavy  Hill  to  Tybum.    Have 
you  nad  never  a  Bufincfs  fince  his  Death? 

Mrs.  P*»i.  No  indeed.  Father;  never  lince  Execution- 
day  :  the  Night  before,  we  lay  together  moft  lovingly  in 
JSIew£0te:  and  the  next  Morning  he  lift  up  his  Eyes,  and 
prepar'd  his  Soul  with  a  Prayer,  while  one  might  tell 
twenty ;  and  then  mounted  tho  Cart  as  merrily,  as  if  he 
had  been  a  goiag  for  a  Purfe, 

Aide.  You  are  a  forrowful  Widow,  Daughter  Pad;  but 
I'll  take  care  of  you:  Geoffery,  fee  her  rigg'd  out  immedi- 
ately for  a  new  Voyage:  Look  in  Figure  9.  in  the  upper 
Drawer,  and  give  her  out  the  Flower'd  yujiacorps,  with 
the  Petticoat  belonging  to't. 

Mrs.  PaJ.  Cou'd  you  not  help  to  prefer  me,  Father? 

Aldo.  Let  me  fee !  let  me  fee !  Before  George,  I  have  it,' 
and  it  comes  as  pat  too!  Go  me  to  the  very  Judge  wh« 
iate  upon  him;  'tis  an  amorous,  impotent  old  Magiflrate, " 
and  keeps  admirably :  I  law  him  leer  upon  you  from  the 
Bench :  he'll  tell  you  what's  fweeter  than  Strawberries  and 
Cream,  before  you  part. 

Enter  Mrs.  Termagant. 

Mrs.  Term.  O  Father,  I  think  I  fhall  go  mad. 

AUo.  You  are  of  the  violenteft  Temper,  Daughter 
Tertnitgmt !  when  had  you  a  bulinefs  laft  ? 

Mxs.Term.  The  laft  I  had  was  with  young  Cafier,  that 
Son  of  a  Whore  Gamefter :  he  brought  me  to  Tarerns,  to 
draw  in  young  Cullies,  while  he  bulled  'em  at  Play :  and 
when  he  had  pick'd  up  a  conliderable  Sum,  and  fhou'd 
divide,  the  Cheating  Dog  v/ou'd  fink  my  Share,  and 
fwear,  Dam  him,  he  won  nothing. 

Aldo.  Unconfcionable  Villain,  to  cozen  you  in  your 
own  Calling! 

Mrs.  Term.  When  he  lofes  upon  the  Square,  he  comes 
home  Zoundxing  zrui  Blooding ;  firft  beats  me  unmercifully, 
and  then  fqueezes  me  to  the  laft  Penny :  he  has  us'd  me 
£0,  that  Gad  forgive  me,  I  cou'd  almoft  forfwear  my 
Trade:  the  Rogue  ftarves  me  too:  he  made  me  ke^ 
Lent  laft  Year  till  Whitfoniide,  and  out-fac'd  me  with 
Oaths,  it  was  but  'Eitfier.    And  what  mads  me  moft,  I 

carry 
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carry  a  Boftard  of  the  Rogue's  in  my  BeUy:  and  now  he 
turns  n?.e  ofif,  and  will  not  own  it. 

Mrs.  Over.  Lord,  how  it  quops!  you  are  half  a  Year 

gone,  Madam {^Laying  her  Hmi  on  her  Belly. 

Mrs.  Term.  I  feel  the  young  Rafcal  kicking  already,  like 
his  Father  •  Oh,  there's  an  Elbow  thrufting  out ;  I  think 
in  my  Confcicnce  he's  Palming  and  Topping  in  my  Bel- 
ly ;  and  praflifing  for  a  livelihood  before  he  comes  int« 
the  World. 

Alio.  Geoffery,  fet  her  down  in  theRegifter,  that  I  may 
provide  her  a  Mid-wife,  and  a  Dry  snd  Wet  Nurfe: 
when  you  are  up  again,  as  Heav'n  fend  you  a  good  hour, 
we'll  pay  him  oft"  at  Law  i'faith.  You  have  him  under 
black  and  white,  I  hope. 

Mrs.  Term.  Yes,  1  have  a  Note  under  his  Hand  for 
aoo/. 

AUt.  A  Note  undo-'s  Hand  !  that's  a  Chip  in  Porridge; 
*tis  juft  nothing.    Look,    Geoffrey,  to  the  Figure  1 2 .  for 
•cki  Half-ftiirts  for  Child-bed  Linnen. 
Enter  Mrs.  Hackney. 
l/lrs.  Hack.  O,  Madam  Termagant,  arc  you 'here!   Ju- 
ftice.  Father  ./^/</#,  Juftice. 

uiUo.  Why,  what's  the  matter,  Daughter  Hackney  ? 
Hack.  She  has  violated  the  Law  of  Nations ;  for  ycfter- 
day  fhe  inveigled  my  own  natural  C«//y  from  me,  a  mar- 
ry'd  Loixl,  and  made  him  falfe  to  my  Bed,  Father. 
.  Terrri.  Come,  you  are  an  illiterate  Whore:  He's  my 
Lord  wow;  and  though  you  call  him  Fool,  'tis  well 
known  he's  a  Critick,  Gentlewoman.  You  never  read  a 
Play  in  all  your  Life;  and  I  gain'd  him  by  my  Wit,  and 
fo  I'll  kep  him. 

Httck.  My  comfort  is,  I  have  had  the  beft  of  him ;  he 
can  take  up  no  more,  till  his  Father  dies :  and  fo,  much 
good  may  do  you  with  my  Cully,  and  my  Clap  into  the 
Bargain. 

AUo.Th.zn  there's  a  Father  for  your  Child,  my  Lord's 
Son  and  Heir  by  Mr.  Cajler:  but  henceforward,  to  pre- 
ferve  Peace  betwixt  you,  I  ordain,  that  you  fhall  ply  no 
more  in  my  Daughter  Hackney's  Quarters:  you  flu'.l  have 
the  City,  from  White-Chaf^el  to  Tem^U-Sar,  and  flie  (hall 

have 
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hive  to  Covent-Gurden  downwards ;  Ar  the  Play-houfes,  fhe 
{hall  ply  the  Boxes,  becaufe  fhe  has  the  better  Face ;  and 
you  Hiall  ha/e  the  tit,  becaufe  you  can  prattle  bcft  out  of 
a  Vttw  Mask. 

-  Mrs.  Vad.  Then  al]  Friends,   and  Confederates:  Now 
let's  have  Father  AUo's  delight,  ?nd  fo  Adjokrn  the  Houfe, 

AUo.  Well  faid,  Daughter :  liff  up  your  Voices,  and 
ling  \\\x  N'ghtingeiles,^ yon  Tory  Ruiy  Jad-.s.  Courage, 
1  fay )  as  long  as  the  merry  Fence  hold  out,  you  Ihall 
none  of  you  die  in  Shereditch. 

Enter  Woodall. 
A  hey,  Boys,  a  hey !  here  he  comes  that  will  fwingtf 
you  all!  down,  you  little  Jades,  and  worfliip  himj  'tis 
the  Genius  of  Whoring. 

Wood.  And  down  went  Chairs  and  Tabic,  and  out  went 
every  Candle.  Ho,  brave  old  Patriarch  in  the  middle  of 
the  Church  Militant !  Whores  of  all  forts  j  Forkcrs  and 
Ruin-tail'd :  now  come  I  gingling  in  with  my  Bells,  and 
fly  at  the  whole  Covey. 

AlJo.  A  hey,  a  hey.  Boys,  the  Town's  thyovynj  burn, 
ravifli,  and  dcftroy. 

Wood.  We'll  have  a  Night  on't  j  like  Alexander,  whctt 
he  burnt  Peric|olis  :  tue,  tue..  tue;  point  de  quartier. 

[He  runs  in  amongfi  'em,  and  they  fiuttle  about  the  Roem. 

Ijiter  Saintly,  Piea/arice,  Judith,  with  Broom-fiicks. 
Saint.  Wha  ,  in  the  midftof  Sodom!  O  thou  lewd  young 
Man!    My  Indignation  boils  over  againfl;  thefe  Harlots; 
and  thrs  I  fweep  *em  from  out  my  Family. 

Tka.  Down  with  the  Suburbians,  down  with  'em. 
Aide.  O  Ipare  my  Daui:^ liters,   Mrs. Saintly:  fweet  Mrsi^ 
TleafeiriCe,  fpare  my  Flefli  and  Blood. 

IVood.  Keep  the  Do^r  open,  and  help  to  fecure  the  Re- 
treat, Father:  theie's  no  pitiy  to  be  expected. 

[The  Whores  run  ow,  follow' d  by  Saintly,  Pleafance, 

and  ludith. 

Aldo.  Weiladay,  welladay !  one  of  my  Daughters  is  big 

w^ith  Bafiard,  and  fhe  laid  ather  Gafcoins  moft  unmerci- 

ftilly.'   every  Stripe  fht:  had,  I  felt  it:   thi  firft  fruit  of 

Whoredom  is  irrecoverabiy  loft ! 

mod. 
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;Vto4.  Make  kafte,  and  comfort  her. 

jiUo.  I  will,  I  will:  and  yet  I  have  a  vexatious  Buflneft 
which  calls  me  firft  another  way:  the  Rogue,  my  Son, 
is  certianly  come  oyer ;  he  has  been  fecn  in  Town  foxir  days 
ago/ 

moJ.  'Tis  impofliblc :  I'll  not  believe  it. 

jiU».  A  Friend  of  mine  met  his  old  Mam  Giles,  this 
very  Morning,  in  que/l  of  me;  and  Giles  afTur'd  him,  his 
Matter  is  lodg'd  in  this  very  Street. 

WooJ.  In  this  very  Street!  how  knows  he  that? 

AU«.  He  dogg'i  him  to  the  comer  of  it :  and  then  my 
Son  turn'd  back,  and  tkrcaten'd  him.  But  I'll  find  out 
Gilesi  and  then  VH  make  fiich  an  Example  of  my  Repro- 
bate! [Exit  Aldo. 

M^Md.  If  Giles  be  difcoverM,  I  am  undone  1  Why,  Ger- 
vafe,  where  arc  you.  Sirrah !  Hey,  hey ! 
Eraer  Gervafc. 

Run  quickly  to  that  betraying  Rafcal  Giles,  a  Rogue, 
who  wou'd  take  JuJas  his  Bargain  out  of  his  Hands,  and 
under-fell  him :  Command  him  ftri6Uy  to  mew  himfelf 
up  in  his  Lodgings,  till  farther  Orders:  and  in  Cafe  he  be 
rcfraftory,  let  him  know,  I  have  not  forgot  to  kick  and 
cudgel.  That  ItUmentt  wou'd  io  well  for  you  too, 
Sirrlub. 

Ger.  Thank  your  Worftiip,  you  hare  always  been  lib«* 
ral  of  your  Hands  to  me. 

Weed.  And  you  have  richly  deferr'd  it. 

Gtr.  I  will  not  fay  who  has  better  dcferv'd  it,  of  my 
oldMafter. 

Wood,  kmxj,  old  EftSetms,  about  your  Buflnefs,  and 
leave  your  mufty  Morals,  or  I  fhall'    ■      » 

Gtr.  Nay,  I  won't  forfeit  my  own  Wifdom  fo  far,  as 
to  fuffer  for  it.    Reft  you  merry :    I'll  do  my  beft,    and,^^j 
Hcav'n  mend  all.  [^-^^'^bI 

Enter  Saintly. 

Saint,  Verily,  I  have  waited  till  you  were  alone,  and 
am  come  to  rebuke  you,  out  of  the  Zeal  of  my  Spirit. 

Wood.  'Tis  the  Spirit  of  Perfecution :  Diocletian,  and 
Julinn  the  A^ofip.tt,  were  but  Types  of  thee.  Get  thee 
Lence,  thou  old  Ueruva  Teftaiuf  nc :  thou  art  a  part  of  the 

Ceremoni^ 
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Ceremonial  Law,  and  haft  been  abolifh'd  thefc  twenty 
Years. 

Sdunt  All  this  is  nothing,  Sirj  I  am  privy  to  your 
Plots:  rildifcover  'em  to  W.Lfmbtrhum,  and  make  the 
Houfc  too  hot  for  you. 

Wood.  What,  you  can  talk  in  the  Language  of  the 
World,  I  fee! 

Stunt.  I  can,  I  can,  Sirj  and  in  the  Laaguage  of  the 
F!lefli  and  Devil  too,  if  you'  provoke  me  to  Defpair; 
you  muft,  and  fhall  be  mine,  this  Night. 

Wo$d.  The  very  Ghoft  of  Queen  Dido  in  the  BalJad.j 

S Clint-  Delay  no  longer,  or"   

Wo«d.  Or!  you  will  not  fwear,  I  hope? 
Saint.  Uds  Niggers,  but  I  will j  and  that  Co  loud,  that 
Mr.  Limberh/HTi  Ihall  hear  me. 

Wood.  Uds  Ni^gm,  I  confcfs,  is  a  very  dreadful  Oath : 
you  cou'd  lye  ruturaUy  before,  as  you  are  a  Fanatick :  if 
you  can  fwear  fuch  Rappers  too,  there's  hope  of  you  j 
you  may  be  a  Woman  of  the  World  in  time.  Well,  you 
(ball  be  i'atisfi'd,  to  tke  utmoft  Farthing:  to  Night,  and 
in  your  own  Chamber. 

Saint,  Or,  expedt  to  Morrow——— 
Wtod.  All  {hall  be  atton'd  e're  then.    Go,  previde  the 
Bottle  of  CUry,  the  Wejfphalia  Ham,   and  other  Fortifica- 
tions of  Nature;  we  fhall  fee  what  may  be  done:  what 
an  old  Woman  muft  not  be  caft  away,  [Chftcks  her. 

Saint.  Then,  verily,  I  am  appeas'd. 
Wood.  Nay,  no  relapling  into  Verily ;  that's  in  our  Bar- 
gain.   Look  how  fhe  weeps  for  joy!  'Tis  a  good  old 
Soul,  I  warrant  her. 
Siiint.  You  wi'  not  fail  ? 

Wood.  Doft  thou  think  I  have  no  compaflion  for  thy 
grey  Hairs?  Away,  away;  our  Love  may  be  difcovcr'd: 
we  muft  aveid  Scandal;  'tis  thy  own  Maxim. 

[Exit  Saintly. 
They  are  all  now  at  Omirei  aad  Brainfick's  Maid  h»s 
promis'd  to  fend  her  Miftrel's  up, 

V         Enter  Picaiance. 
That  Fury  here  again ! 

P.  w/. 
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Tlenf.  {Afide]  I'll  conquer  my  proud  Spirit,   I'm  re- 

folv'd  on't,  and  fpeak  kindly  to  him. — What,  alone,  Sir! 

If  vaj  Company  be  not  troublefomc;  or  a  tender  youne 

'Creature,  as  I  am,  may  fafcly  truft  her  felf  with  a  Maa 

of  fuch  Prowefs,  in  Love  affairs— It  wonnot  be. 

Wotd.  So !  there's  one  Broad-fide  already :  I  muft  fhear 
off.  [Aftdei 

Tieaf.  What,  you  have  been  pricking  up  and  down 
here  upon  a  c»ld  fccnt ;  but,  at  laft,  you  have  hit  it  off, 
it  feeras!  Now  for  a  fair  view  at  the  Wife  or  Mifh-efs ! 
tip  the  Wind,  and  away  with  it:  Heigh  ^rdr ' 
I  think  I  am  bewitch'd,  I  cannot  hoJd. 

mod.  Your  Servant,  your  Servant,  Madam :  I  am  in 
a' little  hafte  at  prefent.  [Gem^. 

Tleaf.  Pray  rcfolve  me  firft,  for  which  of  'em  vou  lie 
an  Amliufh :  for,  methinks,  you  have  the  Mccn  of  a  Spi- 
der in  her  Den :  Come,  I  know  the  Web  is  fpread,  and, 
who  ever  comes,  Sir  Cranion  ilands  ready  to  dart  out, 
hale  her  in,  and  fhed  his  Venom. 

Wood.  [A/ide.'}  But  fuch  a  terrible  Wafp,  as  {he,  wiJ] 
ipoil  the  Snare,  if  I  durft  tell  her  Co. 

Fleaf.  'Tis  unconfcionably  done  of  me,  to  debar  you 
the  Freedom  and  Civilities  of  the  Houie.  Alas,  poor 
Gentleman !  to  take  a  Lodging  at  fo  dear  a  rate,  and  not 

to  have  the  benefit  of  his  Bargain ! Mifchlef  on  me, 

what  needed  I  have  faid  that  ?  [jijide. 

Wood.  The  Dialogue  will  go  no  farther :  Farewcl,  gen- 
tie,  quiet  Lady.    , 

Tleaf.  Pray  ftay  a  little;  I'll  not  leave  you  thus. 
Wood.  I  know  it  J  and  therefore  mean  to  leave  you 
firfl. 

?le*f.  O,  I  find  it  now ;  you  are  going  to  iet  up  your 
Bills,  like  a  Love- Mountebank,  for  the  fpcedy  Cure  of 
diftreffcd  Widows,  old  Ladies,  and  languishing  Maids  in 
the  Grten-fickneft :  a  Sovereign  Remedy. 

W«od.  Tlut  hft,  for  Maids,  wou'd  be  thrown  away : 
Few  of  your  Age  are  qualify'd  for  the  Medicine.  What  the 
"  Devil  wou'd  you  be  at.  Madam  ? 

Vle/if.  I  am  in  the  humour  of  giving  you  good  Coun- 
sel.   The  Wife  can  afford  you  but  the  leavings  of  a  Fop ; 

and 
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and  to  a  witty  Man,  as  you  think  your  felf,  that's  naufeous: 
The  Miftrefs  has,  fed  upon  a  Fool  fo  long,  fhe's  Carrion 
too,  and  Common  into  the  Bargain.  Wou'd  you  beat  a 
Ground  for  Game  in  the  Afternoon,  when  my  Lord 
Mayor's  Pack  had  been  before  you  in  the  Morning  ? 

Wood,  I  had  rather  fit  five  hours  at  .one  of  his  greafy 
Feafts,  than  hear  you  talk. 

Vleaf.  Your  two  MiftrefTes  keep  both  Shop  and  Ware- 
houfc  i  and  what  they  cannot  put  off  in  Grofs,  to  the 
Keeper  and  the  Husband,  they  fell  by  Retail  to  the  next 
Chance-cuftomer.  Come,  are  you  edify'd  ? 

Wood.  I'm  confidering  how  to  thank  you  for  your  Ho- 
mily :  and  to  make  a  lober  Application  of  it,  you  may 
have  fome  laudable  Defign  your  felf  in  this  Advice.  * 

Tleaf.  Meaning,  fome  fecret  Inclination  to  that  amia- 
ble Perfon  of  yours? 

Wood.  I  confefs,  I  am  vain  enough  to  hope  it :  for  why 
fliou'd  you  remove  the  two  Diflics,  but  to  make  me  fell 
inore hungrily  on  the  third? 

Tleaf.  Perhaps,  indeed,  in  the  way  of  Hotwur 

Wood,  Paw,  paw !  that  Word  Honour  has  almoft  turn'd 
my  Stomach :  it  carries  a  villanous  interpretation  of  Ma- 
trimony along  with  it.  But,  in  a  civil  way,  I  cou'd  be 
content  to  deal  with  you,  as  the  Church  does  with  the 
Heads  of  youi  Fanaticks,  offer  you  a  lufty  Benefice  to 
ftop  your  Mouthy  if  fifty  Guineas,  and  a  Courtefie  more 
worth,  will  win  you. 

VUfif.  Out  upon  thee !  fifty  Guineas !  Doft  thou  think  ■ 
rn  fell  my  felf?  and  ataPlay-houfe  price  too?  Whenever 
I  go,  I  go  all  together :  no  cutting  from  the  whole  Piece; 
he  who  has  me,  (hall  have  the  fag  end  with  the  reft,  I 
warrant  him.  Be  fatisfi'd,  thy  Sheers  fhall  never  enter 
into  my  Cloth.  But,  look  to  thy  felf,  thou  impudent 
Belfwagger:  I'll  be  reveng'd ;  I  will.  [^Exit, 

Wood.  The  Maid  will  give  warning,  that's  my  Com- 
fort j  for  fhe  is  brib'd  on  my  lide.  1  have  another  kind 
of  Love  to  this  Girl,  than  to  either  bf  the  other  twoj 
but  a  Fanatick's  Daughter,  and  the  Noofc  of  Matrimony, 
are  liich  intolerable  Terras !  O,  here  (he  comes,  who  will 
lell  me  better  cheap  ? 

Vol.  IV.  P  ^ntir 
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Znter  Mr^.  Brainfick. 
•Mrs.  Brain.  How  now.   Sir?  what  Impudence  is  this 
of  yours,  to  approach  my  Ledgings? 

Wood.  You  lately  honour'd  mine:  and  'tis  the  part  of  a 
well-bred  Man,  to  return  your  Vifit. 

Mrs.  Brain.  If  I  cou'd  have  imagin'd  how  bafe  a  Fel- 
low you  kad  been,  you  ihou'd  not  then  have  been  trou- 
bled with  my  Company. 

Wood.  How  cou'd  I  gueis,  that  you  intended  me  the 
Favour,  without  firft  acquainting  me  ? 

Mrs.  Brain.  Cou'd  I  do  it,  ungrateful  as  you  are,  with 
more  Obligation  to  you,  or  more  Hazard  to  mylelf^  than 
by  putting  my  Note  into  your  Glove  ? 

Wood.  Was  it  yours  then?  I  belicv'd  it  came  from  Mrs. 
Trickfy. 

Mrs.  Brain.  You  wifh'd  it  fo;  which  made  you  fb 
cafily  believe  it.  I  heard .  the  pleafant  Dialogue  betwixt 
you. 

Wood.  I  am  glad  you  did:  for  you  cou'd  not  butob- 
ferve,  with  how  much  care  I  avoided  all  Occa/ions  of 
railing  at  you ;  to  which  {he  uig'd  me,  like  a  malicious 
Woman,  as  ftie  was. 

Mrs,  Brain.  By  the  fame  token,  you  vow'd  and  fwore 
never  to  look  on  Mrs,  Bramjickl 

Wood.  But  I  had  my  Mental  Refervations  in  a  Readi- 
nefs.  I  had  vow'd  Fidelity  to  you  before;  and  there  went 
my  fecond  Oath,  i'faith:  it  vaniO^.'d  in  a  twinkling,  and 
never  gnaw'd  my  Conlcicnce  in  the  leaft. 

Mrs.  Brain.  Well,  I  fl^all  never  heartily  forgive  you. 
Jud,  \Wuhin]  Mr.  Brainjick,  Mr  Brainjiik,  what  do  you 
mean,  to  make  my  Lady  lofe  her  Game  thus?  Pray  oorac 
back,  and  take  up  her  Cards  again. 

Mrs. \Hm».  ■  My  Husband,  as  I  live!  Well,  for  all  my 

Quarrel  to  you,   ftep  immediately  into  that  little  dark 

Clofet:  'tis  for  my  private  Occalions }  there's  no  Lock, 

but  he  wi'not  ftay. 

.  Wood.  Thus  am  I  ever  tantaliz'd?        ^  [Goes  in. 

Enter  Brainfick. 
Brain.  What,  am  I  become  your  Drudge?  your  Slave? 
thq  property  of  all  your  Pleafures?  Shall  1,  the  Lord  and 

Mailer 
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Mafter  of  your  Life,  become  fubfervientj  and  the  noble 
Name  of  Husband  be  dilhonour'd?  No,  though  all  the 
Cards  were  Kings  and  Queens,  and  Indies  to  be  gain'd  by 

every  Deal 

Mrs.  Brum.  My  dear,  I  am  coming  to  do  my  Duty.  I 
did  but  go  up  a  little,  (I  whifper'd  you  for  what)  and  ain 
returning  immediately. 

Brain.  Your  Sex  is  but  one  Univerfal  Ordure,  a  Nu- 
fance,  and  Incumbrance  of  that  Majeftick  Creature,  Man  : 
yet  I  my  felf  am  mortal  too,  Nature's  Neceflities  have 
cali'd  me  up  j  produce  your  Utenfil  of  Urine. 

Mrs.  Brain.  'Tis  not  in  the  way,  Child :  you  may  go 
down  into  the  Garden. 

Bruin.  The  Voyage  is  too  far :  though  the  way  were 
pav'd  with  Pearls  and  Diamonds,  every  ftep  of  mine  is 
precious,  as  the  March  of  Monarchs. 

Mrs.  Briun.  Then  my  fteps,  which  are  not  fo  preciouj, 
fliall  be  imploy'd  for  you :  111  call  up  Judith. 

-Brain.  I  will  not  dance  Attendance.  At  the  prefent, 
your  Clofct  fliall  be  honour'd. 

Mrs.  Brain.  O  Lord,  Dear,  'tis  not  worthy  to  receive 
fuch  a  Man  as  you  are. 

Brain.  Nature  prefTes;  I  am  in  hafte. 
Mrs  Brain.  He  mull  be  difcover'd,  and  I  unavoidably 
undone!  [.^fide. 

[Brainfick^OM  to  DooTj  and  WoodaHl  meets  him:  She 
Jhrieks  out. 
Brain.  Mounlieur  Woodalll 

Wood.  Sir,  be  gone,  and  make  no  noife,  or  you'll  ^il 
all.  ' 

Brain.  Spoil  all,  quoth  a!  what  dods  he  mean,  in  the 
Bame  of  Wonder  ? 

Wcod.  [Taking  him  Ajide']  Hark  you,  Mr.  Brainfak,  is. 
the  Devil  in  you,  that  you  and  your  Wife  come  hither, 
to  difturb  my  Intrigue,  which  you  your  felf  ingag'd  me 
in,  vyith  Mrs.  Trickfy,  to  revenge  you  on  Limberham? 
Why,  I  had  made  an  Appointment  with  her  here ;  but, 
hearing  fome-body  come  up  I  retir'd  into  the  Clofet,  till 
I  was  fatisfi'd  'twas  not  the  Keeper. 
Brain.  But  why  this  Intrigue  in  my  Wife's  Chamber  ? 
P  i  Wooi^ 
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Pf^ood.  Why,  you  turn  my  Brains,  with  talking  to  me 
of  your  Wife's  Chamber !  do  you  lye  in  common  ?  the 
Wife  and  Husband,  the  Keeper  and  the  Miftrefs  ? 

Mrj.  Brain.  I  am  afraid  they  are  quarrelling  j  pray 
Heav'n  I  get  off. 

Brain.  Once  again,  I  am  the  Sultan  of  this  Place :  Mr. 
.  Liir.berham  is  the  hiogol  of  the  next  Manlion. 

Wood.  Though  I  am  a  Stranger  in  the  Houfe,  'tis  im- 
poflible  I  fhomd  be  fo  much  miftaken:  I  fay,  this  is 
Li^erham's  Lodging. 

Brain,  You  wou'd  not  venture  a  Wager  of  ten  Pounds 
that  you  are  not  miftaken  ? 

Wood.  'Tis  done:  I'll  lay  you. 

Srain.  Who  (hall  be  Judge  ? 

Wood.  Who  better  than  your  Wife?  She  cannot  be 
partial,  becaufe  (he  knows  not  on  which  fide  you  have 
laid. 

Brain.  Content.  Come  hither,  Lady  mine:  whofe 
Lodeings  are  thefe  ?  who  is  Lord,  and  Grand  Seignior 
of 'em? 

Mrs.Brain.  [Afide:]  Oh,  goes  it  there?; Why  fhou'd 

you  ask  me  fuch  a  Queftion,  when  every  Body  in  the 
Houfe  can  tell  they  are  n'own  Dears  ? 

Brajn.  Now  are  you  fatisfy'd?  Children  and  Fools, 
you  know  the  Proverb 

Wood.  Pox  on  me ;  nothing  but  fuch  a  pofitive  Cox- 
comb as  I  am,  wou'd  have  laid  his  Mony  upon  fuch 
odds ;  as  if  you  did  not  know  your  own  Lodgings  bet- 
ter than  I,  at  half  a  Days  warning  !  And  that  which 
vexes  rae  more  than  the  Lofs  of  my  Mony,  is  the  Lofs 
of  my  Adventure!  [Exit. 

Brain.  It  Ihall  be  fpent :  We'll  have  a  Treat  with  it. 
This  is  a  Fool  of  the  firft  Magnitude. 

Mrs.Brain.  Let  n'own  Dear  alone,  to  find  a  Fool  out. 

Bnter  Limberham. 

Jjrhb.  Bully  Brainjick,  Vug  has  lent  me  to  you  on  an 

.  Embaflie,'  to  bring  you  down  to  Cards  again  5  fhc's  in 

her  Mulligrubs  aheady ;  Ihe'll  never  forgive  you  the  laft 

Ytl  you  won.    'Tis  ^ut  loling  a  liitic  to'  her,  out  of 

'.    '       •  Com- 
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Complaifance,  as  they  fay,  to  a  fair  Lady:  And  what 
e'er  fhe  wins,  I'll  make  up  to  you  again  in  private. 

Brain.  I  wou'd  not  be  that  Slave  you  are,  to  enjoy  the 
Trcafures  of  the  Eaft:  The  PofTefTion  of  Per«>  and  of 
Potod,  (liou'd  not  buy  me  to  the  Bargain. 

Lim6.  Will  you  leave  your  Per  boles,    and  come  then  ? 

Brain.  No  ;  for  I  have  won  a  Wager,  to  be  fpent 
luxurioufly  at  Longs  j  with  Fleafance  of  the  Party,  and 
Termagant  Trickjy ;  and  I  will  pals,  in  Perfon,  to  the  Pre- 
paration; Come,  Matrimony. 

[Exeunt  Brainfick,  Mr^,  Brain. 
Enter  Saintly  and  Pleafcnce. 

Fleaf.  To  him  5  I'll  fecond  you :  now  for  mifchief ! 

Saint.  Arife,  Mr.  Limberham,  ariie;  for  Confpiracies 
are  hatch'd  againft  you,  and  a  new  Jaux  is  preparing  to 
blow  up  your  Happinefs. 

Limb.  What's  the  matter.  Landlady?  Prithee  fpeak 
good  honeft  Englifl),  and  leave  thy  Canting. 

Saint.  Verily,  thy  Beloved  is  led  aftray,  by  the  young 
Man  Woodall,  that  VeiTel  of  Uncleannefs :  I  beheld  them 
communing  together;  fhe  feigned  her  felf  fick,  and  re- 
tired to  her  Tent  in  the  Garden-houfe;  and  I  watched 
her  out-going,  and  behold  he  follow'd  her. 

Vleaf.  Do  you  ftand  unmov'd,  and  hear  all  this  ? 

Limb.  Before  George,  I  am  Thuhder-rcruck ! 

Saint.  Take  to  thee  thy  Reiblution,  and  avenge  thy 
felf. 

Limb.  But  give  me  leave  to  confidcr  firft :  A  Man  muft 
do  nothing  rafhly. 

Ylea[.  r  could  tear  out  the  Villain's  Eyes,  for  difho- 
nouring  you,  while  you  ftand  confidering,  as  you  call 
it.    Are  you  a  Man,  and  fuffer  this  ? 

Vimb.  Yes,  I  am  a  Man;  but  a  Man's  but  a  Man,  you 
know :  I  am  recolle(iling  my  felf,  how  thefe  things  can 
be. 

Saint.  How  they  can  be !  I  have  heard  *em  ;  I  have 
fcen^em. 

Limb.  Heard  'em,  and  feen  'em!  It  may  be  fb;  but 
yet  I  cannot  enter  into  this  fame  Bufmefs :  I  am  amaz-'d, 

P3  I 


342'         Limberham;  Or, 

I  muft  confefs  j  but  the  beft  is,  I  do  not  believe  oae 
'word  on't. 

Saint.  Make  hafte,  and  thine  own  Eyes  fhall  teftifie  a- 
gainft  her. 

Limb.  Nay,  if  my  own  Eyes  teftifie,  it  may  be  fo — 
But  'tis  impoflible  however;  for  I  am  making  a  Settle- 
ment upon  her,  this  very  Day. 

Tleaf.  Look,  and  fatishe  your  felf,  e'er  you  make  that 
Settlement  on  fo  falfe  a  Creature. 

Limb.  But  yet,  if  T  fliou'd  look;  and'  not  find  her 
falfe,  then  I  muft  caft  in  another  hundred,  to  make  her 
Satisfaftion. 

Tleaf,  Was  there  erer  fuch  a  meek,  hen-hearted  Ciea- 
ture ! 

Saint.  VcriJy,  thou  haft  not  the  Spirit  of  a  Cock- 
Chicken. 

Limb.  Before  George,  but  1  have  the  Spirit  of  a  Lion, 
and  I  will  tear  her  Limb  from  Limb— ——if  I  cou'd 
believe  it. 

Tleaf.  Love,  Tfaloufie,  and  DilHain,    how  they  torture 

nie  at  once !  and  this  infenfible  Creature were  I  but 

in  his  Place \To  him.']  Think,  that  this  very  inftant 

flic's  yours -no  more:  Now,  now  fhe's  giving  up  her 
felf,  with  fo  much  Violence  of  Love,  that  if  Thunder 
roar'd,  fhe  could  not  hear  it. 

Limb.  I  have  been  whetting  all  this  while :  They  (hall 
be  fo  taken  in  the  manner,  that  Mars  and  Venus  (hall  be 
nothing  to  'em. 

PleaJ.  Make  hafte ;  go  on  then. 

Limb.  Yes,  I  will  go  on; and  yet  my  Mind  mif- 

gives  me  plaguily. 

Saint.  Again  backfliding !  '    , 

Pleaf  Have  you  no  Senle  of  Honour  in  you  ? 

Limb.  Well,  Honour  is  Honour,  and  I  muft  go :  But 
I  ftiall  never  get  me  fuch  another  Fug  again !  O,  my 
Heart !  my  poor  tender  Heart !  'tis  juit  breaking  with 
Fug's  Unkinthiefs !  {They  drag  him  cut. 
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S  C  E  N  E  II.    Woodall  and  Trickfy  difcover'd 
in  the  Garden-houfe, 

Enter  Gervafe  to  them. 
Gerv.  Make  hafte,  and  ft ve  your  Telf,  Sir;  the  Ene- 
my's at  Hand :   I  have  difcover'd  him  from  the  Cojrner, 
where  you  fet  me  Sentry. 
moJ.  Who  is't? 

Gerv.  Who  fhou'd  it  be,  but  Limberhctm  ?  arm'd  with 
a  two-Hand  Fox.    O  Lord,  O  Lord! 

Trick.  Enter  quickly  into  the  Still-houfe  both  of  you/ 
and  leave  me  to  him :  There's  a  Spring-lock  within,  to 
open  it  when  we  are  gone. 

li^od.  Well,  I  have  won  the  Party  and  Revenge  how- 
ever ;  A  Minute  longer,  and  I  had  won  the  Tour. 

[Ihey  go  in :  She  locks  the  Door. 
Enter  Limberham,  mth  a  great  Sword. 
Limb.  Difloyal  Fuj. 

Ji-ick.  What  Humour's  this?  you're  drunk  it  feems: 
Go  llcep. 

Li/nb.  Thou  haft  robb'd  me  of  my  Repofe  for  ever  : 
I  am  like  Mackbeth,  after  the  Death  of  good  King  Dun- 
can; .rethinks  a  Voice  fays  to  me.  Sleep  no  more  ; 
Trickjji  has  murder'd  Sleep. 

Trick.  Now  I  find  it :  You  are  willing  to  fave  your 
Settlement,  and  are  fent  by  fome  of  your  wife  Coun- 
lellors,  to  pick  a  Quarrel  with  ine. 

Limb.  I  have  been  your  Cully  above  theft  feven  Years; 
but,  at  laft  my  Eyes  are  open'd  to  your  Witchcraft:  And 
indulgent  Heav'n  has  taken  Care  of  my  Preservation — • 
In  fhort,  Madam,  I  have  found  you  outj  and  to  cut  off 
Preambles,  produce  your  Adulterer. 

Trick.  If  I  have  any,  you  know  him  beft;  You  are  the 
only  Ruin  of  my  Reputation.  But  if  I  have  dilhonour'd 
my  Family,  for  the  Love  of  you,  methinks  you  fhould 
be  the  laft  Man  to  upbraid  me  with  it. 

Limb.  I  am  fiire  you  are  of  the  Family  of  your  abo- 
minable great  Grandam  Eve;  but  produce  the  Man,  or, 
by  my  Father's  Soul  ■  ■  ■ «  . 
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Trick.  Still  I  am  in  the  Dark. 

Lim&.  Yes,  you  have  been  in  the  Dark;  I  know  it  : 
But  I  fhall  bring  you  to  light  immcdititely. 

Trick.  You  are  not  jealous. 

Li/n6.  No;  I  am  too  certain  to  be  jealous:  But  you 
have  a  Man  here,  that  fhall  be  namelefs;  let  me  fee  him. 

Trick.  O,  if  that  be  your  Bufinefs,  you  had  bcft  fearch : 
And  when  you  have  weary'd  your  felt,  and  Ipent  your 
idle  Humour,  you  may  find  me  above,  in  my  Chamber, 
and  come  to  ask  my  Pardon.  [Going, 

Limb.  You  may  go.  Madam ;  but  I  fhall  befeech  your 
I^dydiip  to  leave  the  Key  of  the  Still-houfe  Door  be- 
hind you :  I  have  a  Mind  to  fome  of  the  Sweet-meats 
yovL  havelock'd  up  there;  you  underftand  me.  Now, 
for  the  old  Dog-trick !  you  have  loft  the  Key,  I  know 
already,  but  1  am  prepared  for  that ;  you  fhall  know  you 
have  no  Fool  to  deal  with. 

Trick.  No;  here's  the  Key:  Take  'it,  and  fatisfie  your 
foolifh  Curiofity. 

Limb.  [Ajiiie.]  This  Confidence  amazes  me  !  Tf  thofe 
two  Giplies  have  abus'd  me,  and  I  fhou'd  not  find  him 
there  now,  this  would  make  an  immortal  Quarrel. 

Trick.  [Ajide.']  I  have  put  him  to  a  ftand. 

Limb.  Hang't,  'tis  no  matter;  I  will  be  fatisfy'd:  If 
it  comes  to  a  Rupture,  I  know  the  way  to  buy  my 
Peace.    Pug,  produce  the  Key. 

Trick.  [Takes  him  about  the  Neck.']  My  Dear,  I  have  it 
for  you :  Come,  and  kifs  me.  Why  wou'd  you  be  fo 
unkind  to  fufpedl  my  Faith  now  ?  when  I  have  forfaken 

all  the  World  for  you [Kifs  again.']  But  I  am  not  in 

the  mood  of  quarrelling  to  Night;  I  take  this  Jealoulie 
the  beft  way,  as  the  Effeft  of  your  PafTion.  Come  up, 
and  we'll  go  to  Bed  together,  and  be  Friends.  [Kifs  again. 

Limb.  [Afiie.]  Pug's  in  a  pure  Humour  to  Night,  and 
*twouid  vex  a  Man  to  lofe  it;  but  yet  I  muft  be  fatif^ 
fy'd:  And  therefore,  upon  mature  Confideration,  give 
me  the  Key. 

Trick.  You  are  refblv'd  then  ? 

Limb.  Yes,  I  am  rcfolv'd;  for  I  have  fworn  to  my 
fclf  by  Stjx :  And  that's  an  irrevocable  Oath. 

Trick. 
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Trick.  Now,  fee  your  Folly:  There's  the  Key. 

[Gives  it  him^ 

Limb.  Why,  that's  a  loving  P«!^;  I  will  prove  theer 
Innocent  immediately:  And  that  will  put  an  End  to  all 
Controverlies  betwixt  us. 

Trick.  Yes,  it  fhall  put  an  End  to  all  our  Quarrels  : 
Farewel  for  the  laft  time.  Sir.  Look  well  upon  my 
Face,  that  you  may  remember  it ;  for,  from  this  time 
forward,  I  have  fworn  it  irrevocably  too,  that  you  fhall 
never  fee  it  more. 

Limb.  Nay,  but  hold  a  little.  Vug.  What's  the  mean- 
ing of  this  new  Commotion  ? 

Trick.  No  morej  but  fatisfie  your  foolifh  Fancy,  for 
you  are  Mafter :  And  befides,!  am  willing  to  be  jullify'd.. 

Limb.  Then  you  fliall  be  juftify'd. 

[Puts  the  Key  tn  the  Boor. 

Trick.  I  know  I  fhall:  Farewel. 

Limb.  But,  are  you  fure  you  fhall? 

Trick.  No,  no,  he's  there :  You'll  find  him  up  in  the- 
Chimney,  or  behind  the  Doorj  or,  it  may  be,  crouded 
into  fome  little  Galley-Pot. 

Limb.  But  you  will  not  leave  me,  if  I  fhou'd  look? 

Trick,  You  are  not  worth  my  Anfwer:  I  am  gone. 

[Going  out. 

Limb.  Hold,  hold,  divine  Pug,  and  let  me  recoliedl:  a 

little This  is  no  time  for  Meditation  neither:  While 

I  deliberate,  fhe  may  be  gone.    She  mufl:  be  Innocent, 

or  fhe  could  never  befo  confident  andcarelefs- Sweet 

Tug,  forgive  me.  [Kneels.- 

Trick.  I  am  provok'd  too  far. 

Limb.  Tis  the  Property  of  a  Goddefs  to  forgive.  Ac- 
cept of  this  Oblation;  with  this  humble  Kifs,  I  herepre- 
fent  it  to  thy  fair  Hand :  I  conclude  thee  Innocent  with- 
out looking,  and  depend  wholly  upon  thy  Mercy. 

[Ojfers  the  Key, 

Trick.  No,  keep  it,  keep  it :  The  Lodgings  are  your 
own. 

Limb.  If  I  fhou'd  keep  it,  I  were  unworthy  of  For- 
givenefs :  I  will  no  longer  hold  this  fatal  Inflrument  of 
our  Separation, 

P  5.  Triek, 
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TVick  [Taking  it.'}  Rife,  Sir :  I  will  endeavour  to  over- 
come my  Nature,  and  forgive  you ;  for  I  am  fo  fcrupu-- 
loufly  nice  in  Love,  that  it  grates  ray  very  Soul  to  be 
furpefted:  Yet,  take  my  Counfel,  and  fatisfic  your 
felf. 

Limb  I  would  not  be  fatisfy'd,  to  be  Pofleflbr  of  Po- 

tozi,  as  my  Brother  Brainfck  fays.    Come,  to  Bed,  dear 

Tug.    Now  would  not  1  change  my  Condition,  to  be 

an  Eaftern  Monarch.  [Exeunt. 

Enter  Woodall  and  Gervafe. 

Gerv.  O  Lord,  Sir,  are  we  alive ! 

Wood.  Alive!  why,  we  were, never  in  any  danger: 
Well,  (he's  a  rare  Manager  of  a  Fool! 

Gerv.  Are  you  difpos'd  yet  to  receive  good  Counfel? 
has  Affliftion  wrought  upon  you? 

Wcod.  Yes,  I  muft  ask  thy  Advice  in  a  moft  impor- 
tant Buiinc?s :  I  have  promis'd  a  Charity  to  Mrs.  Sai/ttly, 
and  fhe  expefts  it  with  a  beating  Heart  a-bed :  Now,  I 
have  at  prefent  no  running  Cafh  to  throw  away,  my 
ready  Mony  is  all  paid  to  Mrs.  Trickjy,  and  the  Bill  is 
drawn  upon  me  for  to  Night. 

Gttv.  Take  Advice  of  your  Pillow. 

Wood.  No,  Sirrah,  fmce  you  have  not  the  Grace  to 
offer  yours,  I  v/ill  for  once  make  ufe  of  my  Authority, 
and  command  you  to  perform  the  forefaid  Drudgery  in 
my  Place. 

Cerzi.  Zookers,  I  cannot  an{\ver  it  to  my  Confcience. 

Wood.  Nay.  and  your  Confcience  can  liiffer  you  to 
fwear,  it  (hall  fulfer  you  to  lie  too:  I  mean  in  this 
Senfe.  Come,  no  denial,  you  muft  do  itj  fhe's  rich, 
and  there's  a  Provifion  for  your  Life. 

Gerv.  1  belecch  you,  Sir,  have  pity  on  my  Soul. 

U'ood.  Have  you  pity  of  your  Body :  There's  all  the 
Wages  you  muft  cxpedt. 

Gerv.  Well,  Sir,  you  have  perfwaded  me :  I  will  arm 
my  Confc  ence  with  a  Reiolution  of  making  her  an  ho- 
nourable amends  by  Marriage  j'  tor  to  morrow  Morning 
a  Parlbu.  fhall  auihorizc  my  Labours,  and  turn  Fornica- 
tion into  Duty.    And  moreover,  1  will  enjoin  my  felf, 

bjr 
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by  way  of  Penance,  not  to  touch  her  for  feven  Night?, 
after. 

Wood.  Thou  wert  predeftinated  for  a  Husband  I  fee 
by  that  natural  Infl:in£l :  As  we  walk,  I  will  inftrudt 
thee  how  to  behave  thy  felf,  with  Secrefie  and  Silence. 

Gerv.  I  have  a  Key  of  the  Garden,  to  let  us  out  the 
Backway  into  the  Street,  and  fo  privately  to  our  Lodg- 
ing. 

Wooi.  'Tis  well:  I'll  plot  the  red  of  my  Affairs  a-bedj 
for  'tis  refblv'd  that  Lhnberham  fliall  not  w^ear  Horns  a- 
lone:  And  lam  impatient  till  I  add  to  my  Trophy  the 
Spoils  of  Brai»Jick,  \^xetm. 


A  C  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Enter  Woodall  and  Judith. 

J^^'WP  ELL,  you  are  a  lucky  Man!  Mrs.  Brain/ick  is 
V  •  Fool  enough  to  believe  you  wholly  Inno- 
cent j  atjd  that  the  Adventure  of  the  Garden-houfe  laft 
Night,  was  only  a  Vifion  of  Mrs.  Saintly's. 

Wood.  I  knew,  if  I  cou'd  once  fpeak  with  her,  all 
wou'd  f*  fet  right  immediately,  for,  had  I  been  there, 
look  yoLJ 

JhU.  As  you  were,  moft  certainly. 

Wood.  Limberham  muft  have  found  me  out;  that  Fe- 
fa-fum  of  a  Keeper  wou'd  have  fmelt  the  Blood  of  a 
C'-ickold-mak  r:  They  fay,  he  was  peeping  and  butting 
about  in  every  cranny. 

fud  Bui  one.  You  muft  excufe  my  Unbelief,  though 
M  s.  Britirtjick  is  better  fatisfy'd.  She  and  her  Husband, 
you  knew,  went  out  this  Morning  to  the  New  Exchange: 
There  fhe  has  given  him  the  flip;  and  pretending  to  call 
at  her  Taylor's,  to  try  her  S  ays  for  a  new  Gown . 

Wood.  I  underftand  thee.  She  fetch'd  me  a  IhortTurn, 
like  a  Hare  lefnrc  her  Mufe,  and  will  immediately  rim 
hither  to  Covert  ? 
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JuL  Yes,  but  becaufe  younChamber  will  be  lead  fufpi- 
clous,  fhe  appoints  to  meet  you  there;  that,  if  her  Hus- 
band fhould  come  back,  he  may  think  her  ftill  abj;pad, 
and  you  may  have  time— — 

Wood,  To  take  in  the  Horn-work.  It  happens  as  T 
wifh;  for  Mxs.Trkkfey,  and  her  Keeper,  are  gone  out 
with  Father  Aldo,  to  compleat  her  Settlement:  my 
Landlady  is  fafe  at  her  Morning  Exercife,  with  my  Man 
Gervafe,  and  her  Daughter  notltirring:  the  Houfe  is  our 
own,  and  Iniquity  may  walk  bare-fac'd. 

Jttd.  And,  to  make  all  fure,  I  am  order'd  to  be  from 
Home.  When  I  come  back  again,  I  {hall  knock  at  your 
Door,  with  Speak  Brother, fpeak j  is  the  Deed  done? 

[Singing. 
Wocd.  Long  ago,  long  ago ;  and  then  we  come  panting 
©ut  together.    Oh,  I  am  ravifh'd  with  the  Imagination 
on't ! 

Jud.  Well,  I  muft  retire}  Good-morrow  to  you.  Sir. 

[Exit. 
Wood.  Now  do  I  humbly  conceive,   that  this  Miftrefs 
in  Matrimony,  will  give  me  more  Plealure  than  the  for- 
mer :  for  your  coupled  Spaniels,  when  they  arc  once  let 
loofe,  are  afterwards  the  higheft  Rangers. 
Enter  Mrs.  Brain fick  runmg. 
Mrs.  Brain.  Oh  dear  Mr.  modall,  what  fhall  Ldo? 
Wood.  Recover  Breath,  and  I'll  inftrudt  you  in  the  next 
■  Chamber. 

Mrs.  Brain.  But  my  Husband  follows  me  at  Heels. 
Wood.  Has  he  feen  you  ? 

Mrs.  Brain.  I  hope  not ;  I  thought  I  had  left  him  fure 
enough,  at  the  Exchange ;  but,  looking  behind  me,  as  I 
entered  into  the  Houfe,  I  faw  him  walking  a  round  rate 
this  way. 

Wocd.  Since  he  has  not  feen  you,  there's  no  danger: 

you  need  but  flep  into  my  Chamber,  and  there  we'll  lock. 

X>ur  fclves  up,  -and  transform  him  in  a  twinkling.  ' 

Mrs.  Brain.  I  had  rather  have  got  into  my  own;   but 

Judith  is  gone  out  with  the  Key,  I  doubt. 

Wood.  Yes,  by  your  Appointment.  But  fo  much  the 
better ;  for  when  the  Cuckold  finds  no  Company,  he  will 
certainly  go  a  lantring  agaia,  Mrs. 
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Wrs.  Brain.  Make  hafte  then. 

Wood.  Immediately. [Goes  to  epm  the  Door  haftilyi 

ttnd  breaks  his  Key  ^  What's  the  matter  here?  the  Key  turns 
round,  and  will  not  open !  As  I  live,  we  are  undonej 
with  too  much  hafte  'tis  broken ! 

Mrs.  Brain.  Then  I  am  loft;  for  I  cannot  enter  into 
my  own. 

Wood-  This  next  Room  is  Limberham's.  See !  the  Door's 
cpen ;  and  he  and  his  Miftrefs  are  both  abroad. 

Mrs.  Brain.  There's  no  Remedy,  I  muft  venture  in  r 
for  hi?  knowing  I  am  come  back  ib  foon,  muft  be  caufe 
of  Jealoufie  enough,  if  the  Fool  fhou'd  find  me. 

Wood.  [Looking  in\  See  there!  Mrs.  Trickfy  has  left  her 
Indian  Gown  upon  the  Bed ;  clap  it  on,  and  turn  your 
Back:  he  will  eafily  miftake  you  for  her,  if  he  ftiou'd- 
look  in  upon  you. 

Mrs.  Brain,  I'll  put  on  my  Vizor-Mask  however,  fop 
more  fecurity.    [Noife']  Hark!  I  hear  him.  [Goes  in. 

Enter  Brainfick. 
Brain.  What,  in  a  mufty  muling,  Moniieur  Woodalll 
Let  me  enter  into  the  Affair. 

Wood.  You  may  guefs  it,  by  the  Pdft  I  have  taken  up.' 
'    Brain.  O,  at  the  Door  of  the  Damfel  Trickjy !  your  Bu- 
finefs  is  known  by  your  abode :   as  the  pofture  af  a  Por- 
ter before  a  Gate,  denotes  to  what  Family  he  belongs.. 
[Looks in^^  'Tis  an  Aflignation  I  fee:  for  yonder  (heftands, 
with  her  Back  toward  me,,  dreft  up  for  the  Duel,   with, 
all  the  Ornaments  of  the  Eafi.    Now  for  the  Judges  of 
the  Field,  to  divide  the  Sun  and  Wind  betwixt  the  Com-- 
batants,  and  a  tearing  Trumpeter  to  found  the  Chaige. 

Wood.  'Tis  a  private  Quarrel,  to  be  decided  without 
Seconds;  and  therefore  you  wou'd  do  me  a  favx)ur  to- 
withdraw. 

Brain.  Your  Limherham  is  nearer  than  you  imagine :  I 
left  him  almoft  entring  at  the  Door. 

Wood.  Plague  of  all  impertinent  Cuckolds !  they  are 
ever  troublelome  to  us  honeft  Lovers;  fo  intruding! 

Brain,  They  are  indeed,  where  their"  Company  is  not 
^fir'd.  " 

U'ocd. 
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Ifbod.  Sure  he  has  fome  Tutelar  Devil  to  guard  his 
Brows !  juft  when  (he  had  bobb'd  him,  and  made  an  Er- 
rand home,  to  come  to  me ! 

Brain.  'Tis  unconfcionably  done  of  him.  But  you  (hall 
not  adjourn  your  Love  for  this ;  the  Brainjick  has  an  As- 
cendant over  him:  I  am  your  Garmtee;  he's  doom'd  a 
Cuckold,  in  difdain  of  Deftiny. 

pmd.  What  mean  you  ? 

Brain.  To  ftand  before  the  Door  with  my  brandifh'd 
Blade,  and  defend  the  Entrance ;  ht  dies,  upon  the  Point,  if 
he  approaches. 

IVood.  If  I  durft  truft  it,  'tis  Heroick. 

Brain.  'Tis  the  Office  of  a  Friend :  I'll  do't. 

Wood.  \j4,'ide]  Shou'd  he  know  hereafter  his  Wife  were 
here,   he  wou'd  think  I  had  enjoy'd  her,  though  I  had  _ 
not:  'tis  beft  venturing  for  fomething.    He  takes  pains 
enough  o'confcience   for  his  Cuckoldom;  and,   by  my 

Troth,  has  earn'd  it  fairly. But,  may  a  Man  venture 

upon  your  Promife  ? 

Brain.  Bars  of  Brafs,  and  Doors  of  Adamant,  cou'd  not 
tnore  fecure  you. 

Wood.  ~\  know  it ;  but  ftill  gentle  means  are  beft :  you 
may  come  to  force  at  laft.  Perhaps  you  may  wheedle 
him  away :  'tis  but  drawing  a  Trope  or  two  upon  him. 

Brain.  He  fliall  have  iti  with  ail  the  Artillery  of  Elo- 
quence. 

Wood.  Ay,  ay ;  your  Figure  breaks  no  Bones.  With  your 
good  leave. [Goes  h. 

Brain.  Thou  haft  it,  Boy.    Turn  to  him.  Madam  ;   to 
her  Wooddl:  and  S.  George  for  merry  England.    Tan  ta  rA 
ra  ra,  ra  ra !  Dub,  a  dtib,  dub ;  Tm  ta  ra  ra  ra. 
Inter  Limberham. 

Lim.  How  now,  Bully  Brainjick !  What,  upon  the  Tan 
ta  ra,  by  your  felf ? 

Brain.  Clangor,  Tar  at  ant  arr a.  Murmur. 

Lim.  Commend  me  to  honeft  Lir.gua  Franca.  Why, 
this  is  enough  to  ftun  aChriftiau,  with  your  Ueirew,  and 
youv  Greek,  and  fuch  like  Latin. 

Brain.  Our,  Ignorance! 

Um,  Then  Ignorance  by  your  leave  j  for  I  muft  enter. 

Brain. 
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Brain.  "Why  in  fudi  hafte  ?  the  Fortune  of  Greece  de- 
pends not  on't. 

Lim.  But  Pug's  Fortune  does :  that's  dearer  to  me  than 
Greece,  and  fweeter  than  Ambergrife. 

Brain:  You'll  not  find  her  here.  Come,  you  are  jea- 
lous :  you're  haunted  with  a  raging  Fiend,  that  robs  you 
of  your  fweet  Repofe. 

Vtm.  Nay,  and  you  are  in  your  Perbole's  again !  Look 
you,  'tis  Tug  is  jealous  of  her  Jewels:  Hie  has  left  the 
Key  of  her  Cabinet  behind ;  and  has  defir'd  me  to  bring 
it  back  to  her. 

Brain.  Poor  Fool!  he  little  thinks  flic's  here  before 
him !  "Well,  this  Pretence  will  never  pafs  on  me ;  for  I 
dive  deeper  into  your  affairs :  you  are  jealous.  But,  ra- 
ther than  my  Soul  fliou'd  be  concern'd  for  a  Sex  fb  in- 

fignificant, Ha!   the  Gods!  If  I  thought  my  proper 

"Wife  were  nov/  v/ithin,  and  proftituting  all  her  Trea- 
fures  to  the  lawlefs  Love  of  an  Adulterer,  I  wou'd  /land 
as  intrepid,  as  firm,  and  as  unmov'd,  as  the  Statue  of  a 
Kotnftn  Gladiaror. 

Lim.  [In  the  fiime  tone']  Of  a  Komm  GlaJiator ! 
Now  are  you  as  mad  as  a  March  Hare ;  but  I  am  in  hafle, 
to  return  to  Pug:  yet,  by  your  favour,  I  will  firfl  fecure 
the  Cabinet. 

Brain.  No,  you  muft  not.  - 

Lim.  Mufl  not  ?  what,  may  not  a  IVfan  come  by  you," 
to  look  upon  his  own  Goods  and  Chattels,  in  his  own 
Chamber  ? 

Brain.  No,  with  this  Sai>re  I  defie  the  Deftinies,  and 
dam  up  the  paffage  with  myPerfonj  like  a  rugged  Rock, 
cppos'd  againft  the  roaring  of  the  boifterous  Billows. 
Your  jealoufie  fhall  have  no  courfe  through  me,  though 
Potentates  and  Princes 

Lim.  Prithee  what  have  we  to  do  with  Potentates  and 
Princes?  Will  you  leave  your  Troping,  and  let  me  pafs? 

Brain.  You  have  your  utmoft  Anfwer. 

Li>/i.  If  this  Maggot  bite  a  little  deeper,  wc  fliall  have 
you  a  Citizen  of  Beth'lem  yet  e're  Dog-days.  Well,  I  fay 
little  j  but  I'll  tell  Pug  on't.  lExic. 

Brahi, 
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Brain.  S.he  knows  it'already,  by  your  favour.—— 

^Knocking. 
Sound  a  Retreat,  you  lufty  Lovers,  or  the  Enemy  will 
Charge  you  in  the  Flank,  with  a  frefli  Referve:  March 
ofii  march  oflf  upon  the  Spur,  e're  he  can  reach  you. 
Inter  Woodall. 

Wood.  How  now.  Baron  Tell-chck,  is  the  Paflage  clear  ? 

Brsin.  Clear  as  a  Level,  without  Hills  or  Woods,  and 
▼Old  of  Ambufcade. 

U^ood.  But  Limberhfim  will  return  immediately,  when 
Be  finds  not  his  Miftrefs  where  he  thought  he  left  her. 

Brain.  Friendfhip,  which  has  done  much,  will  yet  do 
more.  {Shoses  a.  Key.]  With  this  Pajfe  far  tout,  I  will 
inftantly  condutl  her  to  my  own  Chamber,  that  flie  may 
out-face  the  Keeper  flie  has  been  there ;  and,  when  my 
Wife  returns,  who  is  my  Slave,  I  will  lay  my  Conjugal 
Commands  upon  her,  to  affirm,  they  have  been  all  this 
time  together. 

Wood.  I  fhall  never  make  you  amends  for  this  Kind- 
nefs,  my  dear  ?adron:  but  wou'd  it  not  be  better,  if  you 
wou'dtake  the  pains  to  rwmiter  Limberham,  and  flop  him 
in  his  way  e'er  he  reach  the  Place  where  he  thinks  he 
left  his  Miftrefs  j  then  hold  him  in  Difcourfe  as  long  as 
poflibly  you  can,  till  you  guefs  your  Wife  may  be  re- 
turned, that  fo  they  may  appear  together } 

Brain.  I  warrant  you ;  laijfez,  faire  a  Marc  ./Intoim.  {Exit, 

Wood.  Now,  Madam,  you  may  venture  out  in  (z'tttj. 

Mrs.  Brain.  [Entring]  Pray  Heav'n  I  may.  [Noife. 

Wood.  Hark!  I  hear  ymith's  Voice:  it  happens  well 
that  fhe's  return'd:  flip  into  your  Chamber  immediately, 
and  fend  back  the  Gown. 

Mis.  Brain.  I  will:  but  are  not  you  a  wicked  Man,  to 
put  me  into  all  this  Danger  ?  [Exit. 

M'ood.  Let  what  can  happen,  my  Comfort  is,  at  leaft, 
I  have  enjoy'd:  But  this  is  no  place  for  Confideration. 
^^  i°SE'"g'  S°°^  ^^"^^  ^°°dall,  out  of  this  Family,  while 
you  are  well;  and  go  Plant  in  fbme  other  Country, 
where  your  Virtues  are  not  fo  famous,  [Goidg. 

Enttr 
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'Enter  Trickfy,  vith  a  Box  of  IVrithigs. 

Trick.  What,  wandriog  up  and  down,  as  if  you  wan- 
ted an  Owner  ?  Do  you  know  that  I  am  Lady  of  the 
Manor  i  and  that  all  Wefts  and  Strays  belong  to  me? 

IVocd.  I  have  waited  for  you  above  an  Hour;  but  Fryer 
Bacorh  Head  has  been  lately  fpcrtking  to  n-iC,  that  Time  is 
paji.  In  a  Word,  your  Keeper  has  been  hsre,  and  will 
return  immediately j  we  mull  defer  pur  Happineis  till 
fome  more  favourable  time. 

Trick.  I  fear  him  not;  he  has  this  Morning  arm'd  me 
againft  himfelf,  by  this  Settlement:  the  next  time  he 
rebels,  he  gives  me  a  fair  Occaiion  of  leaving  him  for  ever, 

If^ood.  But  is  this  Confcience  in  you?  not  to  let  hini 
have  his  Bargain,  when  he  has  paid  fo  dear  for't  ? 

Trick.  You  do  not  know  him:  he  muft  perpetually  be 
us'd  ill,  or  he  infults.  Belides,  I  have  gain'd  an  abfolute 
Dominion  over  him :  he  muft  not  fee,  when  1  bid  hint 
wink.  If  you  argue  after  this,  either  you  love  me  not, 
or  dare  not. 

Ifiod.  Go  in.  Madam :  1  was  never  dar'd  before.  Tl] 
but  Scout  a  litfle,  and  follow  you  immediately.— -[Trick, . 
goes  in.']  I  find  a  Miftrefs  is  only  kept  for  other  Men:  and 
the  Keeper  is  but  her  Man,  in  green  Livery,  bound  to 
ferve  a  Warrant  for  the  Doe,  when  e'er  fhe  pleafes,  or  is 
io  Seafon. 

Efiter  Judith,   with  the  Night-Gown. 

Jud.  Still  you're  a  lucky  Man !  Mr.  Brumfick  has  beeii 
exceeding  honourable :  he  ran,  as  if  a  Legion  of  Bayliffs 
had  been  at  his  Heels,  and  overtook  Limberham  in  the 
Street.  'Here,  take  the  Gown;  lay  it  where  you  found 
it,  and  the  Danger's  over. 

Wood.  Speak  foftly:  Mrs.  Trickfy  is  return'd.  {Looks  m.'] 
Oh,  fhe's  gone  into  her  Clofet,  to  lay  up  her  Writings : 
I  can  throw  it  on  the  Bed,  e'er  fhe  perceive  it  has  been 
wanting. \Jhrows  it  in. 

Jttd.  Every  Woman  wou'd  not  have  done  this  for  you, 
which  I  have  done. 

Wood.  I  am  fenfible  of  it,»  little  Judith :  there's  a  time 
to  come  fhall  pay  for  all.  I  hear  her  a  returning:  not  a 
WQrdj  away.  [Ex/V  Judith. 

Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Trickfy. 

Trick.  What,  is  a  fecond  Summons  needful?  my  Fa- 
vours have  not  been  fo  cheap,  that  they  fhou'd  flick  upon 
my  Hands.  It  feems.  you  flight  your  BiU  ^f  fare,  be- 
caufe  you  know  it:  or  fear  to  be  invited  to  your  Lofs. 

Hiod.  I  was  willing  to  Secure  my  Happinefs  from  In- 
terruption :  A  true  Soldier  never  falls  upon  the  Plunder, 
while  the  Enemy  is  in  the  Field. 

Trick.  He  has  been  fo  often  baffled,  that  he  grows  con- 
temptible. Were  he  here,  Ihou'd  he  fee  you  enter  intd 
my  Ciofet}  yet 

M'boJ.  You  are  like  to  be  put  upon  the  Tryal,  for  I  hear 
his  Voice. 

Trick.  'Tis  fo:  gp  in,  and  mark  the  Event  now:  be  but 
as  unconcern'd,  as  you  are  fafe,  and  truft  him  to  my 
Management. 

Wood.  I  mult  venture  it:  becaufeto  be  feen  here,  wou'd 
have  the  fame  Effe£l,  as  to  be  taken  within.  Yet  J  doubt 
you  are  too  confident,  [He  goes  in. 

Enter  Limberham  «»</ Brainfick. 

Lim.  How  now,  Pug  ?  return'd  lb  fbon ! 

Trick.  When  I  faw  you  came  not  for  me,  I  was  loth 
to  be  long  without  you. 

Lim.  But  which  way  came  you,  that  I  faw  you  not? 

Trick.  The  back  way ;   by  the  Garden-door. 

Lim.  How  long  have'yoa  been  here? 

Trick.  Juft  come  before  you. 

Lim.  O,  then  all's  well.  For,  to  tell  you  true.  Pug,  I 
had  a  kind  of  villanous  Apprehcnfion  that  you  had  been 
here  longer :  but  whate'er  thou  fay'ft  is  an  Oracle,  fweet 
Pftg,  and  I  am  fatisfy'd.  • 

Brain.  [AjiJe']  How  infinitely  (he  gulls  him!  and  he  fo 
ftupid  not  to  find  it !  \To  her]  If  he  be  ftill  within.  Ma- 
dam, (you  kno  »  my  meaning  ?)  here's  Bilio  ready  to  for- 
bid your  Keeper  Entrance. 

Trick.  [Ajide']  Wooddl  muft  have  told  him  of  our  Ap- 
pointment.  What  think  you  of  walking  down,  Mr. 

Limberh^im  ? 

Lim.  I'll  but  vifit  the  Chamber  a  little  firft. 
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Trick.  What  new  Maggot's  this?  you  dare  not  fure 
be  iea'ous! 

Lim.  "No,  I  proteft,  fweet  Tug,  I  am  not:  only  to  (z- 
tisfie  my  Carioiity ;  that's  but  reafonable,  you  know. 

Trick.  Come,  what  foolifh  Curiofity  ? 

Lim.  Youmuft  know.  Vug,  I  was  going  but  juftnow, 
in  obedience  to  your  Commands,  to  enquire  of  the  health 
and  fafetyof  your  Jewels,  and  my  Brother  Bmx's/zc^  mofl 
barbaroufly  forbade  me  Entrance:  (nay,  I  dare  accufeyou, 
when  Tug's  by  to  back  me;)  but  now  I  am  refolv'd  I 
will  go  fee- 'em,  or  fome-body  fhall  fmoak  for't. 

Brain.  Eutlrefolve  you  fliall  not.  If  fhepleafes  to  com- 
mand my  Perfon,  I  can  comply  with  the  Obligation  of 
a  Cavalier. 

Trick.  But  what  Reafon  had  you  to  forbid  him  then. 
Sir  ? 

Lim.  Ay,  what  Reafon  had  you  to  forbid  me  then,  Sir  ? 

Brmn.  'Twas  only  my  Caprichio,  Madam,  (Now  muft 
I  feem  ignorant  of  what  fhe  knows  full  well.) 

Trick.  We'll  enquire  the  Caulc  at  better  leifure :  Gome 
down,  Mr.  Limberhnm. 

Lim.  Nay,  if  it  were  only  his  Caprichio,  I  am  fatisfy'i; 
though,  I  muft  tell  you,  I  was  in  a  kind  of  Huff,  to 
hear  him  Tan  ta  ra,  tan  tn  ra,  a  quarter  of  an  Hour  to- 

f  ether ;   for  Tan  ta  ra  is  but  an  odd  kind  of  Sound,  you 
now,  before  a  Man's  Chamber. 

Enter  Pleafance. 
Tleaf.  [Ajide']  Judith  has  afllir'd  me  he  muft  be  there  j 
and,  Pm  refolv'd,  Pllfatisfie  my  Revenge  at  any  rate  upon 
my  Rivals. 

Trick.  Mrs.  Tleafmce  \%  come  to  call  us:  pray  let  us  go. 

Tleaf.  Oh  dear,  Mr.  Li^nberham,   I  have  had  the  dread- 

ful'ft  Dream  to  Night,  and  am  come  to  tell  it  you  j   I 

dream'd  you  left  your  Miftrcis's  Jewels  in  your  Cliamber, 

and  the  Door  open. 

Lim^  In  good  time  be  it  fpoken ;  and  fb  I  did,  Mrs. 
Tleajance. 

Tleaf.  And  that  a  great  fwinging  Thief  came  in,  and 
whipt  'em  out. 
Urn.  Marry,  Hcav'n  forbid. 

Trick. 
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Trick.  This  is  ridiculous:  I'll  fpeak  to  your  Mother, 
Madam,   not  to  fuffer  you  to  eat  fuch  heavy  Suppers. 

Lim.  Nay,  that's  very  true;  for,  you  may  remember, 
flie  fed  very  much  upon  Larks  and  Pigeons ;  and  they  arc 
very  heavy  Meat,  as  Pt4g  fays. 

Thick.  The  Jewels  are  all  fafc;  I  look'd  on  'em. 
.    Bntin.  Will  you  never  ftand  correfted,  Mrs.  PleafanceT 

Pleaf.  Not  by  you:  correct  your  Matrimony.  And 
methought,  of  a  fudden,  this  Thief  was  turn'd  to  Mr. 
IVooddl;  and  that,  hearing  Mx.Limberham  come,  he  dipt 
for  fear  into  the  Clofet. 

Trick.  I  look'd  all  over  itj  I'm  fure  he  is  not  there. 
Come  away,  Dear. 

Brain.  What,  I  think  you  are  in  a  Dream  too,  Brother 
Lifnitrham. 

Lim.  If  her  Dream  {hou'd  come  out  now !  'tis  good  to 
be  fure  however. 

Trick.  You  are  fure :  have  not  I  iaid  it  ?  You  had  beft 
make  Mr.  WoodaU  a  Thief,  Madam. 

Tleaf.  I  make  him  nothing.  Madam :  but  the  Thief  in 
my  Dream  was  like  Mr.  Wooddl-,  and  that  Thief  may 
have  made  Mx .Limberham  fomething. 

Lim.  Nay,  Mx.Wooilall  is  no  Thief,  that's  certain:  but 
if  a  Thief  fhou'd  be  turn'd  to  Mr.  Uoodall,  that  may  be 
fomething. 

Trick.  Then  I'll  fetch^  out  the  Jewels :  will  that  fatisSe 
you? 

£ram.  That  (hall  fatisfie  him. 

XJm.  Yes,  that  {hall  fatisfie  me. 

Tleaf.  Then  you  are  a  Predeftinated  Fool,  and  fbme- 
what  worfe,  that  fhall  be  namelefs :  do  you  not  fee  how 
grofly  flie  abufes  you  ?  My  Life  on't,  there's  fome-body 
within,  and  Ihe  knows  it;  otherwife  Ihe  wou'd  fuffer 
you  to  bring  out  the  Jewels. 

Lim.  Nay,  I  am  no  predeftinated  Fool ;  and  therefore, 
Tng,  give  way. 

Trick.  I  will  not  fatisfie  your  Humour. 

Lim.  Then  I  will  fatisfie  it  my  felf :  for  my  generous 
'Slood  is  up,  and  I'll  force  my  Entrance. 

\  *  'Brum, 
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Brain.  Here's  Bill>o  then  fhall  bar  you :  Atoms  ate  not 

fo  fmall,  as  I  will  flice  the  Slave.    Ha !  Fate,  and  Furies ! 

Lifn.  Ay,  for  all  your  Fate  and  Furies,  I  charge  you, 

in  his  Majefty's  Name,  to  keep  the  Peace :  now,  difobey 

Authority,  if  you  dare. 

Trick.  Fear  him  not,  fweet  Mr.  Brainjick. 
Fleaf.  to  Brain.   But,    if  you  fhou'd  hinder  him,  he 
he  may  trouble  you  at  Law,  Sir,  and  fay  you  robb'd  him 
of  his  Jewels, 

Lim.  That's  well  thought  on.    I  will  accufe  him  hai- 
noufly }  there- —  and  therefore  fear  and  tremble. 

Brain.  My  Allegiance  Charms  me:   I  acquiefce.— — 
{^Jfiile']  Th*  Occafion's  plaufible  to  Icthim  pafs.  Now  let  the 
burnifti'd  Beams  upon   his  Brow  blaze  broad,    for  the 
Brand  he  caft  upon  the  Brainfick. 
Trick.  Dear  Mr.  Limberham,  come  back,  -and  hear  me. 
Lim.  Yes,  I  wiJ  hear  tha:.  Vug. 
Vleaf.  Go  onj  my  Life  for  yours,  he's  there. 
Lim.  I  am  deaf,  as  an  Adder  j  I  will  not  hear  thee,  nor 
have  no  Commiferation. 

[Struggles  from  her,  andrujhes  in. 
Trick.  Then  I  know  the  worft,  and  care  not. 
[Limberham  canes  rurtning  out  with  the  fersaels,  follow'd 

b'j  Woodall,  -with  his  Sword  drawn. 
Lim.  O,  fave  me.  Fug,  fave  me !  [Gets  behind  her. 

Wood.  A  Slave,  to  come  and  interrupt  me  at  my  Devo- 
tions !  but  rii 

Lim.  Hold,  hold,  fince  you  are  fo  devout,  for  Heav'n 
fake  hold. 

Brain.  Nay,  Mounfieur  Woodf.Ui 
Trick.  For  my  fake,  fpare  him, 
Lim.  Yes,  for  Fug's  fake,  {pare  me. 
Wood.  I  did  his  Chamber  the  honour,  when  my  oWn 
was  not  open,  to  retire  thither  j  and  he  to  difturb  me, 
like  a  profane  Rafcal  as  he  was. 

Lim.  [AfJe']  I  believe  he  had  the  Devil  for  his  Chap= 
lain,  and  a  Man  durft  tell  him  ib. 
Wood.  What's  that  you  mutter  ? 
Lim.  Nay,  nothing;  but  that  I  thought  you  had  not 
been  to  wcfl  given,    I  was  only  afraid  of  f  Atj's  Jewels. 
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IVooJ.  what,  does  ht  take  me  for  a  Thief?  nay  then— « 

Lim.  O,  mercy,  mercy. 

Tleaf.  Hold,  Sir;  'twas  a  foolifn  Dream  of  mine  that 
fet  him  on.  I  dreamt,  a  Thief,  who  had  been  juft  re- 
priev'd  for  a  former  Robbery,  was  venturing  his  Neck  a 
Minute  after  in  Mr.  Limberham's  Clolet. 

Wood.  Arc  you  thereabouts,  i'faith!  A  Pox  o{  jirtemi- 
dorus! 

Trick.  I  have  had  a  Dream  too,  concerning  Mrs.  Brmri' 
fick,  and  perhapf— — 

tVced.  Mrs.  Trickfy,  a  Word  in  private  with  you,  by 
your  Keeper's  leave, 

Lim.  Yes,  Sir,  you  may  fpeak  your  Pleafure  to  her  j 
and,  if  you  have  a  mind  to  go  to  Prayers  together,  the 
Clofet  is  open. 

H'ood.  to  Trick.  You  but  fufpedt  it  at  moflr,  and  cannot 
prove  it :  if  you  value  me,  you  will  not  ingage  me  in  a 
Quarrel  with  her  Husband. 

Trick.  Well,  in  hope  you'll  love  me,  I'll  obey. 

'Brain.  Now,  Damlel  Trickfy,  your  Dream,  your 
Drtam ! 

Trick.  'Twas  fomething  of  a  Flagelet  that  a  Shepherd 
play'd  upon  fo  fweetly,  that  three  Women  follow'd  him 
for  his  Mufick,  and  ftill  one  of  'em  fnatch'd  it  from  the 
other. 

'    Pleaf.  [.4//<fe,]  I  tmderftand  ier;  but  I  find  flic's  brib'd 
to  Secrefy. 

Lim.  That  Ikgelet  was,  by  Interpretation,  but  let  that 
pafsj  and  Mr.  Woodull  there  was  the  Shepherd  that  play'd 
the  Tan  ta  ra  upon't :  but  a  generous  Heart,  like  mine, 
will  endure  the  Infamy  no  longer;  therefore,  2itg,  I  ba- 
nifh  thee  for  ever. 

Trick.  Then  farewel. 

Lim.  Is  that  all  you  make  of  me? 

Trick.  I  hate  to  be  tormented  with  your  jealous  Hu- 
mours, and  am  glad  to  be  rid  of  'em. 

Um.  Bear  witnefs,  good  People,  of  her  Ingratitude!. 
Nothing  vexes  me,  but  that  flie  calls  me  jealous;  when  I 
found  him  as  clofe  as  a  Butter-fly  in  her  Clofet. 

Trick.  No  matter  for  that :  I  knew  not  he  was  there. 

Lim 
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Limi>.  Wou'd  I  cou'd  believe  thee. 

M^bod.  You  have  both  our  Words  for't. 

Trick.  Why  (hou'd  you  perfuade  him  againft  his  Will  ? 

L$r»l>.  Since  you  won't  perfuade  me,  I  care  not  much: 
Here  are  the  Jewels  in  my  Pofleflion;  and  I'll  fetch  out 
the  Settlement  immediately. 

M'iod.  [Shewing  the  Box.']  Look  you.  Sir,  Fll  (pare 
your  Pains :  Four  hundred  a  Year  wUI  ferve  to  comfort 
a.  poor  caft  Miftrefs. 

Limb.  I  thought  what  would  come  of  your  Devils 
Tmer  Nojiers ! 

Brain.  Reftore  it  to  him  for  pity,  WoodM. 

Trick.  I  make  him  my  Trufteej  he  fliall  not  reftore 
it. 

Limb.  Here  are  Jewels  that  coft  me  above  two  thou- 
fand  Pound,  a  Queen  might  wear  'em;  behold  this  Ori- 
ent Neck-lace,  V4tg  I  'tis  pity  any  Neck  fhould  touch  it 
after  thine,  that  pretty  Neck!  but,  oh,  'tis  the  falfefl: 
Neck  that  e'er  was  hang'd  in  Pearl. 

Wood.  'Twould  become  your  Bounty  to  give  it  her  at 
parting. 

Limb.  Never  the  fboner  for  your  asking.  But,  oh, 
that  word  Parting !  can  I  bear  it  ?  if  flie  could  find  in 
her  Heart  but  fb  much  Grace,  as  to  acknowledge  what  a 
Traytrefs  flie  has  been,  I  think  in  my  Confcience  I 
could  forgive  her.    - 

Trick.  I'll  not  wrong  my  Innocence  fo  much,  nor  this 
Gentleman's ;  but,  lince  you  have  accas'd  us  falfly,  four 
hundred  a  Year,  betwixt  us  two,  will  make  us  fomc 
Part  of  Reparation. 

Wood.  I  anfwcr  you  not,  but  with  my  Leg,  Madam. 

Tleaf.  [Ajs'de.']  This  mads  me;  but  I  cannot  help  it. 

Limb.  What,  wilt  thou  kill  me.  Fug,  with  thy  Un- 
kindnefs,  when  thou  know'ft  I  cannot  live  without  thee? 
It  goes  to  my  Heart,  that  this  wicked  Fellow 

Wood.  How's  that.  Sir? 

Umb.  Under  the  Rofe,  good  Mr.  Wooddll.  But  I  fpeak 
it  with  all  SubmiiTion,  in  tJie  Bittemcfs  of  my  Spirit, 
that  you,  or  aay  Man,  ihould  have  the  difpofing  of  my 

four 
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four  hundred  a  "Xtsx gratis:  Therefore,  dear  Pug,  ^  wor3 
in  private,  with  your  PermiiLon,  good  Mv.JVooddl. 

iTrick.  Alas,  I  know  by  Experience,  I  may  fafely  truft 
my  Perfon  with  you.  [Ex.  Limb,  and  Trick. 

Enter  Aide. 
Tleaf.  O,  Father  jlldo,  we  have  wanted  you!  Here  has 
been  made  the  rareft  Difcovery ! 
"  'Brain.  With  the  moft  Comical  Cataftrophe ! 
'^  Wood.  Happily  arriv'd,  i'faith,  my  old  Sub-fornicator* 
I  have  been  taken  upon  Sufpicion  here  with  Mrs.  TrickJ^. 
uHdo.  To  be  taken,  to  be  fecn!  Before  Gwrg^  that's  a 
Point  next  the  worft.  Son  Wooddl. 

Wood.  Truth  is,  I  wanted  thy  Afliftance,  old  Methufn' 
km :  But,  my  Comfort  is,  I  fell  greatly. 

.Aldo.  "Well,  young  Fhaston,  that's  fomewhat  yet,  ^ 
you  m,ade  a  blaze  at  your  Departure.  ;^ 

Enter  Giles.  Mrs.  Brainfick  and  Judith. 
Giles.  By  your  leave.  Gentlemen,   I  have  foliow'd  aa 
old  Mafter  of  mine  thefe  two  long  Hours,  and  had  a 
fair  Courfe  at  him  up  the  Street :  Here  he  enter'd  I'm 
fure. 

Jlldo.  Whoop  Holiday!  our  trufty  and  well-beloved 
ales,  moft  welcome !  Now,  for  fome  News  of  my  ua, 
gracious  Son.  .^ 

JVood.  [^/ide.']  Giles  here!  O  Rogue,  Rogue!  Now^ 
would  I  were  fafe  ftow'd,  over  Head  and  Ears,  in  the 
Cheft  again. 

.Aldo.  Look  you  now.  Son  Woodall,  I  told  you  I  was 
not  miftaken  j  my  Rafcal's  in  Town,  with  a  Vengeance 
to  him. 

Giles.  Why,  this  is  he,  Sirj  I  thought  you  had  known 
him. 
Aldo.  Known  whom  ? 
' 'Giles.  Your  Son  here,  my  young  Mafter. 
Aldo.  Do  I  dote?  or  art  thou  drunk,  Giles  f 
Giles.  Nay,  I  am  fober  enough,  I'm  furei  I  have  bcea 
kept  fafting  aim  oft  thefe  two  Days. 

Alcb.  Before  George,  'tis  fo !  I  read  it  ill  that  leering 
Look:  Wh^t  a  Tartar  have  I  caught! 

Sraiih 
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Srain.  Wbodall  his  Son! 

Tleaf.  What,  young  Father  jildo! 

jildo.  l^fide.}  Now  cannot  I  for  ftiame  hold  up  my 
Head,  to  think  what  this  young  Rogue  is  privy  to ! 

Mrs.  Brain.  The  moft  dumb  Interview  I  ever  faw! 

Brain.  What,  have  you  beheld  the  Gorgon's  Head  oai 
either  fide  ? 

AlJo.  Oh,  my  Sins !  my  Sins !  and  he  keeps  my  Book 
of  Confcience  too!  He  can  difplay  'em,  with  a  Witnefs! 
Oh,  treacherous  young  Devil ! 

IVood.  \^Afide:\  Well,  the  Squib's  run  to  the  End  of 
the  Line,  and  now  for  the  Cracker  :  I  muft  bear 
up. 

Aldo.  I  muft  fet  a  Face  of  Authority  on  the  matter,' 

for  my  Credit Pray,  who  am  I?  do  you  know 

me.  Sir? 

Wood.  Yes,  I  think  I  fhould  partly  know  you.  Sir:  Yovi 
may  remember  fome  private  Paflages  betwixt  us. 

Aldo.  \_Afide.'}  I  thought  as  much;  he  has  me  alrea- 
dy!  But   pray,   Sir,  why   this   Ceremony    amongft 

Friends  ?  Put  on,  put  on ;  and  let  us  hear  what  News 
from  France :  Have  you  heard  lately  from  my  Son  ?  does 
he  continue  ftill  the  moft  Hopeful  and  efteem'd  young 
Gentleman  in  Fms?  does  he  manage  his  Allowance  with 
the  fame  Difcretion  ?  And  laftlr,  has  he  ftiil  the  lame  Re> 
fycft  and  Duty  for  his  good  old  Father? 

Wood.  Faith,  Sir,  I  have  been  too  long  from  my  Cate- 
chiim,  to  anfwer  fo  many  Queftionsj  but,  fuppole  there 
be  no  News  of  your  Quondam  Son,  you  may  Comfort 
up  your  Heart  for  fuch  a  Lofs  j  Father  AUo  has  a  nume- 
rous Progeny  about  the  Town,  Heav'n  blefs  'em. 

Mclo.  'Tis  very  well,  Sir  i  I  find  vou  have  been  fearch- 
jjig  for  your  Relations  then,  in  Whetfione's  Park ! 

Wood.  No,  Sir ;  V  made  fome  fcruple  of  going  to  the 
forefaid  pbce,  for  fear  of  meeting  my  own  Father  there. 

Aldo.  Before  George,  I  cou'd  find  in  my  Heart  to  difin- 
herit  thee. 

Pleaf.  Sure  you  cannot  be  £o  unnatural. 

Wood.  I  am  fure  I  am  no  Baftard;  wi  nefs  one  good 
Quality  I  have ;  If  any  of  your  Children  have  a  ftro  iger 

yoL.  IV.  Q  Tanjg 


3^i        Limberham;  Or, 

Tang  of  the  Father  in  'em,  I  am  content  to  be  di£- 
own'd. 

Al<lo.  Well,  from  this  time  forward,  I  proBounce  thoc 
«— no  Son  of  mine. 

Mood.  Then  you  defirc  I  fhou'd  proceed,  to  juftifie  I 
am  lawfully  begotten  ?  The  Evidence  is  ready.  Sir ;  and, 
if  you  plcafe,  I  fhall  relate  before  this  Honourable  AfTenv- 
bly,  thofe  excellent  Leflbns  of  Morality  you  gave  mc  at 
our  firft  Acquaintance.    As,  in  the  firft  place, 

jildo.  Hold,  hold ;  I  charge  thee  hold,  on  thy  Obedi- 
ence. I  forgive  thee  heartily :  I  have  proof  enough  thou 
art  try  Sooi  but  tame  thee  that  can,  thou  art  a  mad 
ope. 

Fleaf.  Why,  this  is  as  it  fhou'd  be. 

Alih.  tehim.  Not  a  Word  of  any  Pad^s  betwixt  us: 
'Tis  enough  we  know  each  other;  hereafter  we'll  ba- 
nilh  all  Pomp  and  Ceremony,  and  live  familiarly  toge- 
ther :  I'll  be  Filades,  and  thou  mad  Oreftes,  and  we'll  di- 
vide the  Eftate  betwixt  us,  and  liave  frcfli  Wenches,  and 
Ballum  Raxkum  every  Night. 

Hoed.  A  March,  i'faith:  and  let  the  World  pafs. 

Aldo.  But  hold  a  little;  I  had  forgot  one  Point :  I  hope 
ycu  are  not  marry'd,  nor  ingag'd  ? 

IfWd.  To  nothing  but  my  Pleafures,  I. 

Aldo.  A  mingle  of  Profit  wou'd  do  well  though.  Come," 
here's  a  Girl;  look  well  upon  her;  'tis  a  mettled  Toad,  I 
can  tell  you  that :  She'll  make  notable  work  betwixt  two 
Sheets,  in  a  lawful  way. 

M'dod.  What,  my  old  Enemy,  Mrs.  Fleafance  ! 

Mrs.  Brain.  Marry  MTs.Saintlfs  Daughter! 

jtUo.  The  truth  is,  ftie  has  paft  for  her  Daughter,  by 
my  appointment;  but  flie  has  as  good  Blood  running  in 
her  Veins,  as  the  beft  of  you :  Her  Father,  Mr.  Palms,  oa 
his  Death  Bed,  left  her  to  my  Care  and  Dilpofal;  bc- 
fidcs,  a  Fortune  of  twelve  hundred  a  Year;  a  pretty  Con« 
yenicnce,  by  my  Faith. 

Wood.  Beyond  my  Hopes,  if  fhe  confcnt. 

Aldo.  I  have  taken  fome  Care  of  her  Education,  and 
plac'd  her  here  with  Mrs.  Saint fy,  as  her  Daughter,  to  a- 
roid  her  being  blown  upon  by  Fops,  aad  younger  Bro- 
thers, 
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thers.    So  now,  Son,  I  hope  I  have  match'd  your  Coon  > 
cealment  with  my  Difcovcry!  there's  hit  for  hit,  cV<i  I.; 
crofs  the  Cudgels. 
Tleaf  You  will  not  take  'em  up,  Sir  ? 
Wood,  I  dare  not  againft  you.  Madam;  I'm  fiire  you'll 
worft  me  at  all  Weapons.    All  I  can  lay  is,  I  do  not  now 
begin  to  love  you. 

Aldo.  Let  me  fpeak  for  thee ;  Thou  fhalt  be  us'd,  little  - 
Tleafmce,  like  a  Sovereign  Princels :  Thou  flialt  not  touch 
a  bit  of  Butchers  Meat  in  a  Twelve-month  j   and  thou 

ihall  be  treated 

Tkaf.  Not  with  Ballum  Rmkum  every  Night,  I  hope  ! 
AUo.  Well,  thou  art  a  Wag ;  no  more  of  that.     Thou 
fhalt  want  neither  Man's  Meat,  nor  Woman's  Meat,  as 
far  as  his  Provifion  will  hold  out. 

Pleaf.  But  I  fear  he's  fo  horribly  given  to  go  a  Houfiv 
warming  abroad,  that  the  leaft  Part  of  the  Provifion  will 
come  to  my  Share  at  home. 

fVood.  You'll  find  me  fo  much  Imployment  in  my  own 
Family,  that  Iifliali  have  little  need  to  109k  out  for  Jour- 
ney-work. 

Aldo.  Before  George,  he  fliall  do  thee  Rcafbnt  e'er  tho« 
fleep'ft. 

Pleaf.  No;  he  fliall  have  an  Honourable  Truce  for  onfi 
Day  at  leaft;  for  'tis  not  fair,  to  put  a  frefti  Enemy  up- 
on him. 

Mrs.BrMn.toVleaf.  I  befcech  you,  Madam,  difcovcr  no* 
thing  betwixt  him  and  me. 

Plexf.  to  her.  I  am  contented  to  cancel  the  old  Score ; 
but  take  heed  ot  bringing  me  an  after-reckoning. 
Enter  Gervaie  leading  Saintly. 
Gerv.  Save  you.  Gentlemen;  and  you,   my  Quondam 
Mafter :  You  are  Welcome  all,  as  I  may  fay. 
Aldo.  How  now.  Sirrah?  what's  the  matter? 
Gerv.  Give  good  words,  while  you  live,  Sir:   Your 
Landlord,  and  iAr. Saintly,  if  you  pleale. 

IVood.  Oh,  I  underftand  the  Bufinefs;  h&'s  marry'd  to 
the  Widow. 
Smnt.  Verily,  the  good  Work  is  accompli  Ih'd, 
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Brain.  But,  why  Mr.  Saintly? 

Gtrv.  When  a  Man  is  marry'd  to  his  Betters,  'tis  but 
decency  to  take  her  Name.  A  pretty  Houfe,  pretty  Sci- 
tuation,  and  prettily  furnifh'd !  I  have  been  unlawfully 
labouring  at  hard  Duty;  but  a  Parfon  has  loder'd  up  the 
matter:  Thank  your  Worfliip,  Mr . Wooddl •  How f 

ales  here ! 

•Wood.  This  Bufinefs  is  out,  and  I  am  now  Aldo:  My 
Father  has  forgiven  me,  and  we  are  Friends. 

Gerv,  When  will  Giles,  with  his  Honefty,  come  to 
this? 

Wood.  Nay,  do  not  infult  too  much,  good  Mr.  Saintly: 
Thou  wert  but  my  Deputy}  thou  knov/'ft  the  Widow 
intended  it  to  me. 

Gerv.  But  I  am  fatisfy'd  fhe  perform'd  it  with  me. 
Sir.  Well,  there  is  much  good  Will  in  thefe  precife  old 
Women  j  they  are  the  moft  zealous  Bedfellows  :  Look 
and  {he  docs  not  blufh  now!  you  fee  there's  Grace  in 
her. 

Wood.  Mr,  LimberhAm,  where  are  you  ?  Come,  chear 
up  Man :  How  go  matters  on  your  Side  of  the  Country  ? 
Cry  him,  Gtrvafe. 

Gerv,  Mr.  Limberham,  Mr.  Limberham,  make  your 
Appearance  in  the  Court,  and  fave  your  Recognizance. 
'Enter  Limberham  twd  Trickfy. 
Wood.  Sir,  I  (hould  now  make  a  Speech  to  you  in  my 
own  Defence i  but  the  ftiort  of  all  is  this:  If  you  can 
forgive  what's  paft,  your  Hand,  and  I'll  endeavour  to 
maKC  up  the  Breach  betwixt  you  and  your  Miflrefs  : 
If  not,  I  am  ready  to  give  you  tne  Satisfaiiion  of  a  Gen- 
tleman. 

Umh.  Sir,  \  am  a  peaceable  Man,  and  a  goo'd  Chrifti- 
an,  though  I  fay  it,  and  delire  no  Satisfaftion  from  any 
Man :  fttg  and  I  are  partly  agreed  upon  the  point  alrea- 
dy ;  and  therefore  lay  thy  Hand  upon  thy  Heart,  Fug,  and 
if  thou  canft  from  the  bottom  of  thy  Soul  defic  Mankind, 
naming  no  Body,  I'll  forgive  thy  paft  Enormities;  and, 
to  give  good  Example  to  all  Chriftian  Keepers,  will  take 
thee  to  my  wedded  Wife :  And  thy  four  hundred  a  Year 
fiiaii  be  fctkd  upon  thcc,  for  Separate  Maintenance, 

"      '  Trick. 
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Tl'ick.  Why,  now  I  can  confent  with  HonouT. 

jlldo.  This  is  the  firft  Bufinefs  that  was  ever  made  op 
without  me. 

IVood.  Give  you  Joy,  Mr.  Bridegroom. 

Limb.  You  may  fpare  your  Breath,  Sir,  if  you  pleafe : 
I  deiire  none  from  you.  'Tis  true,  I'm  fatisfy'd  of  her 
Virtue,  in  fpight  of  Slander ;  but,  to  filence  Calumny,  > 
Ihall  civilly  deiire  you  henceforth,  not  to  make  a  Chap- 
pel  of  Eafe  of  Pug's,  Cloiet. 

<>■  Vkitf.  \_JjJde.']  I'll  take  care  of  falfe  Worlhip,  I'll  war- 
rant him:  He  Ihall  have  no  more  to  do  with  Bell  and  the 
Dragon. 

Brain.  Come  hither,  Wedlock,  and  let  me  Seal  ray 
lafting  Love  upon  thy  Lips :  Saintly  has  been  feduc'd,  and 

fo  has  Trickfy-. But  thou  alone  art  kind  and  conftant. 

Hitherto  I  have  not  valufd  Modefty,  according  to  its 
Merit;  but  hereafter,  Memphis  fliall  not  boaft  a  Monu- 
ment more  firm,  than  my  Affedtion. 

Wood.  A  moft  excellent  Reformation,  and  at  a  moft 
feafonable  Time!  The  Moral  on't  is  pleafant,  if  well  con- 
fider'd.  Now,  let's  to  Dinner:  Mr.  Saintly,  lead  th« 
way,  as  becomes  you,  in  your  own  Houfe. 

[The  reft  going  of. 

Tleaf.  Your  Hand,  fweet  Moiety. 

fVood.  And  Heart  too,  my  comfortable  Importance. 
Miftrefs  and  Wife,  by  turns,  I  have  poflefsd ; 
He  who  enjoys  *em  both  in  one,  is  blefs'd. 
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EPILOGUE 

Spoken  by  Limberham. 

I  Beg  /»  Boon,  that  e'er  you  all  disband, 
Some  ore  would  take  my  Bargain  off  my  Hand: 
To  keep  a  Punk  is  but  a  common  Evil, 
To  find  herfalfe,  and  marry,  that's  the  Devil. 
We'll,  I  ne'er  aSled  Tart  in  all  my  Life, 
But  ftill  I  was  fobb'd  off  with  fame  fuch  Wife : 
I  find  the  Trick;  thefe  Poets  take  no  Pity 
Of  one  that  is  a  Member  of  the  City. 
We  Cheat  you  lawfully,  and  in  our  Trades, 
Tou  Cheat  us  bafely  with  your  common  fades, 
jtfow  I  am  marry  d,  I  mufl  fit  down  by  it ; 
But  let  me  keep  my  Dear-bought  Spoufe  in  cjukt: 
Let  none  of  you  darmid  Woodail's  of  the  Fit, 
Tut  in  for  Shares  to  merid  our  Breed  in  Wit; 
We  know  your  Bajlards  from  our  Tlefh  and  Blood, 
Kot  one  in  ten  of  yours  e'er  comes  to  good. 
In  all  the  Boys  their  Father's  Virtues  fl;ine. 
But  all  the  Female  Fry  turn  Pugs  like  mine. 
When  thefe  grow  up.  Lord  with  what  Rampant  Gad^lert 
Our  Counters  will  be  throng'd,  and  Roads  with  P adders. 
This  Town  two  Bargains  has,  not  worth  one  Farthing,  ^ 
A  SmitMcld  ifor/e,  7i»</ fT/fe  of  Covcnt-Gardcn. 
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pH  O  U  G  H  it  be  dangerous  to  faife  too  great 
an  Expe<Siation,  efpecially  in  Works  of  this 
Nature,  where  we  are  to  pkafe  an  unlatia- 
bJe  Audience ;  yet  'tis  reafonable  to  prepof- 
fefs  them  in  favour  of  an  Author,  and 
therefore  both  the  Probgue  and  Epilogue  in- 
form'd  you,  that  Oedipus  was  the  moft  celebrated  Piece  of 
all  Antiquity :  That  5o/i/^cf/«,  not  only  the  greateft  Wit,  but 
one  of  the  greateft  Men  in  Athe7is,  made  it  for  the  Stage 
at  the  PublickCoft,  and  that  it  had  the  Reputation  of  be- 
ing his  Mafter-piece,  not  only  amongft  the  Seven  of  his 
which  are  ftill  remaining,  but  of  the  greater  Number 
which  are  perifh'd.  ^ripode  has  more  than  once  admir'd 
it  in  his  Book  of  Poetry,  Horace  has  mention'd  it :  LhchI- 
lus,  Julius  Cajkr,  and  other  noble  Romans,  have  written 
on  the  fame  Subjeft,  though  their  Poems  are  wholly 
lofti  but  Seneca's  is  {till  preferv'd.  In  our  own  Age,  Cor^ 
neille  has  attempted  it,  and,  it  appears  by  his  Preface,  with 

freat  Succefs:  But  a  judicious  Reader  will  eafily  obferve, 
ow  much  the  Copy  is  inferiour  to  the  Original.  He 
tells  you  himfelf,  that  he  owes  a  great  part  of  his  Suc- 
cefs to  the  happy  Epifode  of  Thefeiis  and  Dirce ;  which  is 
the  fame  thing,  as  if  we  fhould  acknowledge,  that  wc 
were  indebted  for  our  good  Fortune,  to  the  Underplot  of 
Ailraflus,  Enrydice,  and  Crecn.  The  truth  is,  he  miferably 
faii'd  in  the  CharaiSer  of  his  Hero :  if  he  deiir'd  that  Oedi- 
ps  fhould  be  pitied,  he  Ihou'd  have  made  him  a  better 
O  /  Uk&i 
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Man!  'He  forgot  that  Sofhocles  had  taken  care  to  Iher^ 
him  in  his  firft  Entrance,  a  Tuft,  a  Merciful,  'a  Succefs- 
ful,  a  Religious  Prince,  and  in  fhort,  a  Father  of  his 
Country:  Inftcad  of  thefe,  he  has  drawn  him  fufpiciouj, 
defigning,  more  anxious  of  keeping  the  Theban  Crown, 
i^than  folicitous  for  the  Safety  of  his  People :  Heftor'd  by 
Thefi'us,  contemn'd  by  Birce,  and  fcarce  maintaining  a  fe- 
cond  Part  in  his  own  Tragedy.  This  was  an  Errour  in 
the  firft  Goncoftion ;  and  therefore  never  to  be  mended 
\n  the  fecond  or  the  third :  He  introduc'd  a  greater  Heroe 
than  Oadifus  himfelf :  for  when  Thefeus  was  once  there, 
that  Companion  of  Herf/.'Z«  muft  yield  to  none:  The  Poet 
was  oblig'd  to  furniiVi  him  with  Bufinefs,  to  make  him 
an  Equipage  fuitable  to  his  Dignity,  and  by  following 
him  too  clofe,  to  lofe  h's  other  King  of  Brentfrrd  in  the 
C  owd.  Seneca  on  the  other  fide,  as  if  there  w^ere  no  fuch 
thing  as  Nature  to  be  minded  in  a  Play,  is  always  run- 
ning after  pompous  Expreffion,  pointed  Sentences,  and 
'Philofophica]  Notions,  more  proper  for  the  Study  than 
the  Stage:  The  French- man  follow'd  a  wrong  Scent j  and 
the  Rcm/m  wss  abfolutcly  at  cold  Hunting.     All  we  cou'd 

father  out  of  Corneille,  was,  that  an  Epifode  muft  be, 
ut  not  his  Way:  And  Seneca  fupply'd  us  with  no  new 
Hint,  but  only  a  Relation  which  he  makes  of  his  Tire- 
Jias  rail^g  the  Ghoft  of  Lajus :  Which  is  here  perform'd 
in  view  of  the  Audience,  the  Rites  and  Ceremonies  Co 
far  "his  as  he  agreed  with  Antiquity,  and  the  Religion  of 
the  Greeks:  But  he. himfelf  was  beholden  to  Homer's  Ti- 
rejias  in  the  Odyjfes  iox  Ibmeof  them:  And  the  reft  have 
been  colle£led  fiom  HelioJore's  Mthhpiques,  and  Lucan's 
"EriBho.  Sophocles  indeed  is  admirable  every  where:  And 
therefore  we  have  follow'd  him  as  clofe  as  poffibly  we 
could :  But  the  Athenian  Theater,  (whether  more  perfcft 
■than  our.«,  is  not  now  difputed^had  a  Pcrfedtion  differing 
firom  ours.  You  fee  there  in  every  Adt  a  finglc  Scene,  (or 
two  at  moft)  which  manage  the  Bufinefs  of  the  Play, 
and  after  that  fucceeds  the  Chorus,  which  commonly 
takes  up  more  time  in  Singing,  than  there  has  been  em- 
'  ploy*d  in  fpeaking.  The  principal  Perfon  appears  al- 
^oft  coaftantly   through  the  PJayi    but  the  inferiour 
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PREFACE. 

t;tj^rtsfeldoni  above  once  in  the  whole  Tragedy.  '  The 
Condudl  of  our  Stage  is  much  more  difficult,  where  we 
are   oblig'd    never  to   lofe    any   confiderable  Charafter 
which  we  have  once  prefented.     Cuftom  Ukewife  has 
obtain'd,  that  we  maft  form  an  Under-plot  of  fecond 
Perfons,  which  muft  be  dejjending  on  the  firft,  and  their 
By-walks  muft  be  like  thole  in  a  Labyrinth,  which  all 
oPem  lead  into  the  great  Parterre:  Or  like  fo  many  fe- 
veral  lodging  Chambers,  which  have  their  Out-lets  into 
thd  fame  Gallery.     Perhaps  after  all,  if  we  could  think 
fo,  the  ancient  Method,  as  'tis  the  ealieft,  is  alfo  the  mofl: 
Natural,  and  the  Beft.    For  Varie'-y,  as  'tis  manag'd,  is 
too  often  fubjeft  to  breed  Diftraftion :   And  while  we 
would  pleafe  too  many  ways,  for  want  of  Art  in  the 
.^    Condud:,  we  pleafe  in  none.     But  we  have  given  you 
ljj,TOore  already  than  was  neceflary  for  a  Preface,  and  for 
_^n^ ought  we  know,  may  gain  no  more  by  our  Inftru6ti- 
jjjj^ons,  than  that  Politick  Naiion  is  like  to  do,  who  have 
j^gfjtaught  their  Enemies  to  fight  fo  long,  that  at  laft  they 
£j^^,*:e  in  a  Condition  to  invade  them. 

ot  • 
Id  n 
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6',  ■ '  \    ■ 

"VJ^HEN  Athens  all  the  Grjecian  State  did  guide, 
Jnd  Greece  gme  Laws  to  all  the  Wsrld  iepde^^ 
Then  Sophocles  with  Socrates  did  Jit, 
Supreme  in  Wifdom  one,  and  one  in  Wit: 
'dnd  Wit  from  Wifdom  difer'd  not  in  thofe, 
But  as  'twas  furtg  in  Verfe,  or /aid  in  Trojk 
Then,  Oedipus,  on  Crowded  Theatres, 
Drew  all  admiring  Eyes  and  UJlning  Earsi 
The  fleas' d  SpeBator  Jhouted  every  Line, 
The  nobleft,  manlieft,  and  the  heft  Defiga  i 
Jind  every  Critick  of  each  learned  Age 
'By  fhisjuft  Model  has  reform' d  the  Stage. 
i^ow,  fhould  it  fail,  (as  Heav'n  avert  our  fear  I) 
I>amn  it  in  Silence,  left  the  World  Jhould  hear. 
Vor  -were  it  known  this  Poem  did  mt  pleafe, 
T«u  might  fet  up  for  perfect  Salvages: 
Tour  Neighbours  would  not  look  on  you  as  Men: 
But  think  the  Nation  all  tum'd  Pifts  agen. 
Jaith,  as  you  manage  Matters,  'tis  not  fit 
Tou  fhould  fiifpecl  your  felves  of  too  much  WiP, 
Drhe  not  the  Jeft  too  far,  but  fpare  this  Pieces 
And,  jor  this  once,  be  not  more  wife  than  Greece. 
*■«  twice  !  Do  not  pell-mell  to  Damning  fall, 
like  true-born  Bri tains,  who  ne'er  think  at  all: 
Tray  be  adz  is' d;  and  though  at  Mom  you  wen, 

<  Vntmttd  Cannon  do  not  always  run. 

With 
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With  pme  reJpeH  to  aneient  Wit  froceed-j 
Tofi  take  the  four  firfi  Councils  for  jour  Creed. 
JBut,  when  you  lay  Tradition  wholly  hy. 
And  on  the  private  Spirit  alone  relye. 
You  turn  Fmatich  in  your  Voetry. 
If,  notwithflandmg  aU  that  we  can  fay. 
You  needs  will  have  your  pen'worths  of  the  Play : 
jind  come  refolv'd  to  Damn,  iecaufe  you  pay. 
Record  it,  in  Memorial  of  the  FaSi, 
Xbefrjl  Play  burfdfince  the  WQoUm  4^*. 
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.SCENE,    THEBES, 


OET>ITVS. 
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A   C    T    I.     S    C   E  N  E   I. 


The  Curiam  rifes  to  a  plaintive  Tme^  repreJeitU 
ing  the  present  Condition  of  Thebes  ;  dead  Bo' 
dies  appear  at  a  Dijlance  in  the  Streets ;  fome 
faintly  go  over  the  Stage^  others  drop. 

Enter  Aleander,  Diodes  and  Pyracmon. 

A  L  C  A  K  D  E  R, 

|Ethinks  we  ftand  on  Ruins;  Nature  fliakeS 
About  us  ;  and  the  univerfal  Frame 
So  loofe,  that  it  but  wants  another  Pufli 
To  leap  from  off  its  Hindges.  [Globe 

Bioc.  No  Sun  to  chear  us ;  but  a  bloody 
That  rowls above;  abaldandbcamlefsFirej 
His.  Face  o'er-grown  with  Scurf:  The  Sun's  fick  too  j 
Shortly  he'll  be  an  Earth. 

fyr.  Therefore  the  Seafons 
Lye  all  confus'dj  and,  by  the  Heav'n's  aegleited, 
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Forget  themfelves :  Blind  Winter  meets  the  Summer 
In  his  Mid-way,  and,  feeing  not  his  Livery, 
Has  driv'n  him  headlong  back :  And  the  raw  damps 
With  flaggy  Wings  fly  heavily  ahout, 
Scattering  their  Peftilential  Colds  and  Rheumes 
Through  all  the  laty  Air. 

jilc.  Hence  Murrains  follow'd 
On  bleating  Flocks,  and  on  the  lowing  Herds: 
At  laft,  the  Malady 

Grew  more  domeftick,  and  the  faithful  Dog 
Dy'd  at  his  Mailer's  Feet. 

Dioc.  And  next  his  Mafter : 
For  aJl  thofe  Plagues  which  Earth  and  Air  had  brooded, 
Firft  on  inferiour  Creatures  try'd  their  Force  5 
And  laft  they  fciz'd  on  Man. 

Pyr.  And  then  a  thoufand  Deaths  at  once  advanc'di- 
'And  every  Dart  took  place  j  all  was  io  fudden. 
That  fciTce  a  firft  Man  fell  j  one  but  began 
To  wonder,  and  ftraight  fell  a  Wonder  too ; 
A  third,  who  ftoop'd  to  raife  his  dying  Friend, 
Dropt  in  the  pious  A€t.    Heard  you  that  Grosn  ? 

[Groan  vtthm, 

I>he.  A  Troop  of  Ghofts  took  flight  together  there : 
ISTow  Death's  grown  Riotous,  and  will  play  no  more 
For  fingle  Stakes,  but  Families  and  Tribes : 
How  are  we  fure  we  breath  not  now  our  laft. 
And  that  next  Minute, 
Our  Bodies  caft  into  fome  common  Pit, 
Shall  not  be  built  upon,  and  overlaid 
By  half  a  People. 

^Ic.  There's  a  Chain  of  Caufes 
Link'd  to  EfFedtsj  invincible  NecefTity 
That  whare'er  is,  could  not  but  fo  have  been;' 
That's  my  S.:curity. 

To  them,  enter  Creon. 

Cre.  So  had  it  need,  when  all  our  Streets  lye  cover'd 
With  dead  and  dying  Men; 
Ar\d  Earth  expoies  Bodies  on  the  Pavements 
More  than  fhe  hides  in  Graves ! 
Pctwixt  the  Bride  and  Bridegroom  have  I  fecn 

The 
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The  Nuptial  Torch  do  common  Offices 
Of  Marriage  and  of  Death. 

Dice.  Now,  OEdipusj 
(If  he  return  from  War,  our  other  Plague) 
Will  fcarce  find  half  he  left,  to  grace  his  Triumphs; 

Pyr.  A  feeble  Pxan  will  be  fung  before  him. 

jilc.  He  would  do  well  to  bring  the  Wives  and  ChildrCB 
Of  conquer'd  Argtms,  to  renew  his  Thebis. 

Cre.  May  Funerals  meet  him  at  the  City  Gatesj 
^With  their  detefted  Omen. 

Dioc.  Of  his  Children, 

Cre.  Nay,  though  fhe  be  my  Sifter,  of  his  Wife! 

jtic.  O  that  our  Thebes  might  once  again  behold 
'A  Monarch  Theban  born ! 

Dioc.  We  might  have  had  one. 

Tyr.  Yes,  had  the  People  pleas'd. 

Cre.  Come,  you're  my  Friends : 
The  Queen  my  Sifter,  after  Lajus's  Death* 
Fear'd  to  lye  fingk}  and  fupply'd  his  Place 
With  a  young  Succeflbur. 

Dioc.  He  much  refembles 
Her  former  Husband  too. 

ullc.  I  always  thought  fb.  [Locks? 

Tyr.  When  twenty  Winters  more  have  grizzJ'd  his  black 
He  will  be  very  Lajtts. 

Cre.  So  he  will : 
Mean  time  flie  ftands  provided  of  a  Lajus 
More  young  and  vigorous  too,  by  twenty  Springs.' 
Thefe  Women  are  luch  cunning  Purveyors! 
JMark  where  their  Appetites  have  once  been  pleas'd. 
The  feme  refemblance  in  a  younger  Lover 
Lyes  brooding  in  their  Fancies  the  fame  Pleafiires, 
And  urges  their  Remembrance  to  Defire, 

Dioc.  Had  Merit,  not  her  Dotage,  been  confider'd, 
Then  Creon  had  been  Kingj  but  OEdipus, 
A  Stranger ! 

Cre.  That  word  Stranger,  I  confefi,  , 

Sounds  harfhly  in  my  Ears. 

Dioc.  We  are  your  Creatures. 
Tlic  People  prone,  as  in  all  general  IJIs> 
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To  fuddcn  Change  J  the  King  in  Wars  abroad. 
The  Queen  a  Woman  weak  and  unregarded  j 
Xurydice  the  Daughter  of  dead  L.'-jus, 
A  Princefs  young  and  beauteous,  and  unmarried. 
'Rethinks  from  thefe  disjointed  Propoiitions 
Something  might  be  prodac'd. 

Cre.  The  Gods  have  done 
Their  Part,  by  fending  this  commodious  Plague. 
But  oh  the  Princefs !  her  hard  Heart  is  fliut 
By  Adamantine  Locks  againll  my  Love. 

Ale.  Your  Claim  to  her  is  ftrong :  Yoa  are  betroth'd. 

Pfr.  True ;  in  her  Nonage. 

Dibc.  I  heard  the  Prince  of  ^^os,  young  Adrajius, 
When  he  wiis  Hoftage  here 

Cre.  Oh  Name  him  not!  the  Bane  of  all  my  Hopes; 
That  hot-brain'd,  head-long  Warrior,  has  the  Chann* 
Of  Youth,  and  fomewhat  of  a  lucky  Rafhnefs, 
To  plcaie  a  Woman  yet  more  Fool  than  he. 
Thar  thorghtlefs  Sex  is  caught  by  outward  Form 
And  empty  Noife,  and  loves  it  felf  in  Man. 

jilc.  But  fincc  the  War  broke  out  about  our  Fronticr*,'- 
He's  now  a  Foe  to  T^ebei. 

Gre.  But  ii  not  fo  to  her;  fee,  fhc  appears; 
•  Once  more  rii  pvovc  my  Fortune:  You  infinuate 
Kind  Thoughts  of  me  into  the  Multitude; 
'  Lay  load  upon  the  Court ;  gull  'em  with  Freedom; 
And  you  (hall  fee  'em  tofs  their  Tails,  and  gad. 
As  if  the  BreeM  had  (luYig  'em. 

Dioc.  We'll- about  it.  [Exemt  Ale.  Dioc.  and  Pyr. 

Enter  Euryd  ce. 

Cre.  Hail,  Royal  Maid ;  thoa  bright  "Ettrydicel 
A  lavtfh  Planet  reign'd  when  rh  )u  wert  born; 
And  nisde  thee  of  luch  Kind  red- mold  to  Heavii, 
Thou  ieem'ft  more  Heav'n*s  than  ours. 

Eur.  Caft  round  your  Eyes; 
Where  late  the  Streets  were  fo  thick  fpwn  with  Menj 
Like  Cadmus  Brood  they  juftled  for  the  Paflage : 
Now  look  for  thofe  eredlcd  Heads,  and  fee  'cm 
Like  Pebbles  paying  all  our  publick  Ways : 

Whea 
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yjhcn  you  have  thought  on  this,  then  anfwcr  mc, 
if  thefe  be  Hours  of  Courtfhip. 

Cre.  Yes,  they  are; 
For  when  the  Gods  deftroy  fo  faft,  'tis  time 
We  (\io\i\d  renew  the  Race. 

£«r.  What,  in  the  midfl:  of  Horrour ! 

Cre.  Why  not  then  ? 
There's  the  more  need  of  Comfort. 

Eur.  Impious  Creon! 

•  Cre.  Unjufl:  Zurydice !  can  you  accufe  me 
Of  Love,  which  is  Heav'n  s  Precept,  and  not  fear 
That  Vengeance,  which  you  fay  puffues  our  GrimcajJ 
Should  reach  your  Perjuries? 

Eur.  Still  th'  old  Argument. 
I  bad  you,  caft  your  Eyes  on  other  Men, 
Now  cafl:  'em  on  your  fclf :  Think  what  you  are,' 

Cre.  A  Man. 

Eur.  A  Man ! 

Cre.  Why  doubt  you?  I'm  a  Man. 

Eur.  'Tis  well  you  tell  me  fo,  I  fhould  miftake  y<yi 
For  any  other  Part  o'th'  whole  Creation, 
Rather  than  think  you  Man:  Hence  from  my  Sight, 
Thou  Poifon  to  my  Eyes. 

Cre.  'Twas  you  firft  poifon'd  mine ;  and  yet  methinksj 
My  Face  and  Perfon  fhould  rtot  make  you  Iport, 

Eur.  You  force  me,  by  your  Importunities, 
To  fhew  you  what  you  are. 

Cre.  A  Prince,  who  loves  you  : 
And  fince  your  Pride  provokes  mc,  worth  your  Loyei 
Ev'n  at  its  higheft  Value. 

Eur.  Love  from  thee! 
Why  Love  renounc'd  th(iee'er  thou  faw'ft  the  Light: 
Nature  her  fclf  ftar.t  back  when  'thou  vvert  bornj 

And  cry'd,  the  Work's  not  mine ■ 

The  Midwife  ftCod  aghaft ;  and  when  (he  {aVr 
Thy  Mountain  back,  and  thy  diftorted  Legs, 
Thy  Face  it  felf,  • 

Half-minted  with  the  Royal  Stimp  of  Man ; 
And  h&lf  o'er  come  with  Beaft,  ftood  doiibting  Idng, 
Whofe  Right  in  thee  were  more; 

Ana 


B^o  OE  D  I  p  u^  5 . 

And  knew,  not,  if  to  burn  thee  in  the  Flames, 
Were  not  the  holier  Work. 

Cre.  Am  I  to  blame,  if  Nature  t  hrew  my  Body 
In  fo  pervcrfe  a  Mould  ?  yet  when  fhe  caft 
Her  envious  Hand  upon  my  fupple  Joints, 
Unable  to  refiil,  and  rumpled  'em 
On  heaps  in  their  dark  Lodging,  to  revenge 
Her  bungled  Work  ftie  ftampt  xny  Mind  more  fair ; 
And  as  from  Chaos,  huddled  and,  deform'd, 
The  God  ftrook  Fire,  and  lighted  up  the  Lamps . 
That  bcautifiethe  Sky,  fo  he  inform'd 
This  ill-fhap'd  Body  with  a  daring  Soul : 
And  making  lefs  than  Man,  he  made  me  more. 

Eur.  Noj  thou  art  all  one  Error;  Soul  and  Body. 
Thy  firft  young  Tryal  of  fbme  unskill'd  Pow'r  j         .  .  j 
Rude  in  tne  making  Art,  and  Ape  of  ^ove.  ,^ 

The  crooked  Mind  withm  hunch'd  out  thy  Rack-j  - 
And  wander'd  in  thy  Limbs :  To  thy  own  kind 
Make  Love,  if  thou  canft  find  it  in  the  World : 
And  feek  not  from  our  Sex  to  raife  an  Oif-ipring, 
Which,  mingled  with  the  reft,  would  tempt  the  Gods 
To  cut  off  human  Kind. 

Cre.  No;  let  'em  leave  , ^j 

The  Argian  Prince  for  you:  That  Enemy  :y. 

Of  Thebes  has  made  you  falfe,  and  break  the  Vows 
You  made  to  me. 

Eur.  They  were  my  Mother's  Vows, 
Made  when  I  was  at  Nurfe. 

Cre.  But  hear  me.  Maid  j 
This  Blot  of  Nature,  this  deform'd,  loath'd  Creortt 
Is  Matter  of  a  Sword,  to  reach  the  Blood  ., 

Of  your  young  Minion,  fpoil  the  Gods  fine  work,  -~ 

And  ftab  you  m  his  Heart. 

Eur.  This  when  thou  doll, 
Then  mayft  thou  ftill  be  curs'd  with  loving  me: 
And,  as  tnou  art,  be  ftill  unpitied,  loath'd; 
And  let  his  Ghoft  No,  let  his  Ghoft  hare  reft; 

But  let  the  greateft,  fierccft,  fouleft  Fury, 
Let  Crecn  haunt  himfelf.  [Exit  Eur." 
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Cre.  'Tis  true,  I  am 
What  (he  has  told  me,  an  Offence  to  Sight: 
My  Body  open&  inward  to  my  Soul, 
And  lets  in  Day  to  make  my  Vices  feen 
By  all  difcerning  Eyes,  but  the  blind  Vulgar." 
I  muft  make  hafte  ere  Oedipus  ^ttvisn. 
To  fnatch  the  Crown  and  her;  for  I  ftill  lovcj 
But  love  with  Malice;  as  an  angry  Cur 
Snarls  while  he  feeds,  fo  will  I  feize  and  ftanch 
The  hunger  of  my  Love  on  this  proud  Beauty, 
And  leave  the  fcraps  for  Slaves. 
Enter  Tirefias,  leaning  on  a  Staff,  and  led  by  his  Dmghter 

Man  to. 
What  makes  this  blind  prophetick  Fool  abroad ! 
Wou'd  his  Apollo  had  him,  he's  too  holy 
For  Earth  and  me;  I'll  (hun  his  Walk;  and  feek 
My  popular  Friends.  [Exit  Crcoa.' 

Tire.  A  little  farther;  yet  a  little  farther. 
Thou  wretched  Daughter  of  a  dark  old  Man, 
Conduft  my  weary  Steps :  and  thou  who  feefl: 
For  me  and  for  thy'  felt,   beware  thou  tread  not 
^With  impious  Steps  upon  dead  Corps;— —Now  flay: 
Methinks  I  draw  more  open,  vital  Air, 
-Where  are  We  ? 

'Mm.  Under  Covert  of  a  Wall : 
The  moft  frequented  once,  and  noify  Part 
Of  Thebes,  now  midnight  Silence  reijgns  ev'n  hercj 
And  Grafs  untrodden  iprings  beneath  our  Feet. 
Tir.  If  there  be  nigh  this  Place  .1  funny  Bank, 
There  let  me  reft  a  while :  a  funny  Bank ! 
Aas !  how  can  it  be,  where  no  Sun  (hines! 
But  a  dim  winking  Taper  in  the  Skies, 
That  nods,  and  fcarce  holds  up  his  drowzy  Head 
To  glimmer  through  the  Damps. 

[A  Noifi  within.    Follow,  follonf,  follow,  A  QttQ'A,  4 
Creon,  ./f  Creon.] 
Hark !  a  tumultuous  Noife,  and  Creon's  Name 
Thrice  eccho'd. 
A//W.  Fly,  the  Tempcft  drives  this  way. 
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Tir.  WHther  can  j^ge  and  Blindnefs  take  their  flight? 
If  I  could  fly,  what  cou'd  I  faScr  worfe. 
Secure  of  greater  IlJs ! 

,  -  [^Noife  agnin,  Creon,  Creon,  Creon^ 

^nterCttoa,  Diodes,  Alcander,   Vyrzcmon\  followed  b<f 

the  Crowd. 

Creon.  I  thank  ye.  Countrymen ;  but  muft  refufe 
The  Honours  you  intend  me;  they're  too  great j 
And  I  am  top  unworthy ;  think  agen. 
And  make  a  better  Choice. 

1  Cit.  Think  twice !  I  ne'er  thought  twice  in  all  my  Life : 
That's  double  work. 

2  Cft.  My  firft  Word  is  always  miy  Second ;  and  there- 
fore I'll  have  no  fecond  Word:  and  therefore  once  agaia 
I  fay,  A  Creon. 

Ml.  A  Creon,  A  Crmi,  A  Crtmi 

Cre.  Yet  hear  me,  Fellow-Citizens. 

D'loc.  Fellow-Citizens !  there  was  a  Word  of  Kindncfs  ? 

Ale.  When  did  Of</i^«i  faluteyou  by  that  familiar  Name  ? 

I  Cit.  Never,  .never  j  he  was  roo  proud. . 

Cre.  Indeed  he  could  not,  for  he  was  a  Stranger: 
But  under  him  our  Thebes  is  half  deftroyed. 
Forbid  it  Heav'n  the  relidue  ftiould  pcrifh 
Under  a  Theban  born. 

'Tis  true,  the  Gods  might  fend  this  Plague  among  yoi^  ' 
Becaufe  a  Stranger  rul'd :  but  what  of  that. 
Can  I  redrels  it  now  ? 

^  Ot.  Yes,  you  or  none. 
'Tis  certain  that  the  Gods  are  angry  with  us, 
Becaufe  he  reigns. 

Cre.  Oedipus  may  return :  you  may  be  ruin'd. 

1  Cit.  Nay,  if  that  be  the  matter,  we  are  ruin'd  already." 

2  Cit.  Half  of  us  that  are  hereprefent,  were  living  Men 
but  Yefterday,  and  we  that  are  abfent  do  but  drop  and 
drop,  and  no  Man  knows  whether  he  be  dead  or  living. 
And  therefore  while  we  are  found  and  wcU,  let  us  fatisrie 
our  Confciences,  and  make  a  new  King. 

3  Cit.  Ha,  if  we  were  but  worthy  to  fee  another  Co- 
ronation, and  then  if  vfc  muft  die,  we'll  go  merrily  to- 
gether. AlU 
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Jill.  To  the  Quellion,  to  the  Queftion. 

Dioc.  Are  you  content,  Creon  fliould  be  your  King  ? 

uill.  A  Creo>j,  A  Crcon,  A  Creon! 

lir.  Hear  me,  ye  "Ihebans,  and  thou  Creon,  hear  me, 

I  Cit.  Who's  that  would  be  heard?  we'ilhear  no  Man: 
We  can  fcarce  hear  one  another. 

Tir.  I  charge  you  by  the  Gods  to  heaf  me. 

1  Cit.  Oh,  'tis  jipoUo's  Prieft,  we  muft  hear  him ;  'tis 
the  old  blind  Prophet  that  fees  all  things. 

3  Cit.  He  comes  from  the  Gods  too,  and  they  are  ou& 
betters ;  and  in  good  Manners  we  naufl  hear  him :  Speak, 
Prophet. 

i  Cit.  For  coming  from  the  Gods  that's  no  great  Mat- 
ter, they  can  all  fay  that;  but  he's  a  great  Scholar,  he 
can  make  Almanacks,  and  he  were  put  to't,  and  there- 
fore I  fay  hear  him. 

Ttr.  When  angry  Heav'n  fcatters  its  Plagues  among  you. 
Is  it  for  nought,  ye  Thebans  !  are  the  Gods 
:Un3uft  in  punifhing  ?  are  there  no  Grimes 
Whish  pull  this  Vengeance  down  ? 

1  Cit.  Yes,  yes,  no  doubt  there  are  fome  Sins  ftirrin?, 
■  that  are  the  Caufe  of  all.  °* 

3  Cit.  Yes  there  are  Sins;  or  we  flnould  have  no  Taxes. 

2  Cit.  For  my  part  I  can  fpeak  it  with  a  fafe  Coafciencc! 
I  ne'er  linn'd  in  all  my  Life. 

1  Cit.  Nor  I. 

3C/>.  Norl.  (Doors: 

2  Cit.  Then  we  are  all  juftified,  the  Sin  lies  not  at  our 
Tir.  All  juflified  alike,  and  yet  all  guilty; 

Were  every  Man's  falie  dealing  brought  to  light. 
His  Envy,  Malice,  Lying,  Perjur.es, 
His  Weights  and  Mealures,  th'  other  Man's  Extortion^' 
With  what  Face  could  you  tell  oiiendcd  rieav'n. 
You  had  not  finn'd  ? 

2  Cit.  Nay,  ifthefe  be  Sins,  the  Cafe  is  aker'dj  for  mi* 
part  I  never  thought  any  thing  but  Murder  had  been  a 
Sin.  • 


Tir.  And  yet,  as  if  all  thefe  werelefs  than  nothing, 
You  add  Rebellion  to  'eqaj  impious  Thebmfl 
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Have  you  not  fworn  before  the  Gods  to  fcrw 
And  to  obey  this  Oedipus,  your  King 
By  publick  Voice  eledled  ?  anfwer  me. 
If  this  be  true! 

2  Cit.  This  is  true ;  but  it's  a  haid  World," Neighbours* 
If  a  Man's  Oath  muft  be  his  Mailer, 
Cre.  Speak  Dhcles ;  all  goes  wrong. 
Bioc.  How  are  you  Traytors."  CoAintrymen  of  Theies  ? 
This  holy  Sire,  who  prefles' you' with  Oaths, 
Forgets  your  firft;  were  you  not  fworn  before 
To  Lajus  and  his  Blood? 
All.  We  were;  we  Avere. 
Dioc.  While.  i«;W  has  a  lawful  Succeflbr, 
Your  firfl:  Oath  ftill  muft  bind:  Eurydice 
Is  Heir  to  Lajus ;  let  her  marry  Creon : 
Offended  Heav'n  will  never  be  appeas'd 
White  Oedipus  pollutes  the  Throne  of  Lajus, 
A  Stranger  to  his  Blood. 

All.  We'll  no  Oedipus,  no  Oedipus. 
J  Cii.  He  puts  the  Prophet  in  a  Moufe-hole. 
2  Cit.  I  knew  it  wou'd  be  fo;  the  laft  Man  ever  Jpcaks 
the  beft  Reafon. 

Tsr.  Can  Benefits  thus  dye,  ungrateful  Thebms! 
Remember  yet,  when,  after  Lajus's  death. 
The  Monftef  Sphinx  laid  your  rich  Country  wade. 
Your  Vineyards  fpoil'd,  your  labouring  Oxen  flew ; 
Your  felves  for  fear  mew'd  up  within  your  Walls, 
She,  taller  than  your  Gates,  o'er-look'd  yeur  Town, 
But  when  flie  rais'd  her  Bulk  to  fail  above  you. 
She  drove  the  Air  around  her  like  a  Whirlwind, 
And  fliaded  all  beneath ;  till  ftooping  down. 
She  clap'd  her  leathern  Wing  againft  your  Tow'rs, 
And  thruft  out  her  long  Neck,  ev'n  to  your  Doors. 
Dioc.  Ak.  Vyr.  We'llhear  no  more. 
Tfr.  You  durft  not  meet  in  Temples 
T'invoke  the  Gods  for  aid,  the  proudeft  he 
Who  leads  you  now,  then  cowr'd,  like  a  dar'd  Lark; 
This  Crem  (hook  for  fear, 
The  Blood  of  Lajus  cruddJed  in  his  Veins : 
'  ■  Tifl 
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'Till  Oedipus  arriv'd. 

Call  d  by  his  own  high  Courage  and  the  Gods, 
Himfelt  to  you  a  God :  ye  offer'd  him 
Your  Queen,and  Crown ;  (but  what  was  then  your  Cio  wn ') 
And  Heav'n  authoriz'd  it  by  his  Succefs : 
Speak  then,  who  is  your  lawful  King  ? 
All.  'Tis  Oedipus. 

Ttr.  'Tis  Oedipus  indeed :   your  King  more  lawful 
Than  yet  you  dream :  For  fomething  ftill  there  lyes 
In  Hcav'ns  dark  Volume,  which  I  read  through  Mifts: 
*Tis  great,  prodigious ;  'tis  a  dreadful  Birth, 
Of  wondrous  Tate;  and  now,  juft  now  difclofing. 
I  lee,  I  fee!  how  terribly  it  dawns. 
And  my  Soul  fickens  with  it : 
I  Cit.  How  the  God  fbakes  him! 
Tir.  He  comes !  he  comes !  Viftory !  Conqueft !  Triumph ! 
But  oh!  Guiltlefs  and  Guilty:  Murder!  Parricide! 

Inceft!  Difcovery!  Punifbment 'tis  ended. 

And  all  your  Sufferings  o'er. 

A  Trumpet  within;  Enter  Harmon. 
H£m.  Rouie  up  ye  Thebans;  tune  your  lo  F&oks! 
Your  King  returns;  the  Argians  are  o'er-come; 
Their  Warlike  Prince  in  fingle  Combat  taken. 
And  led  in  Bands  by  God-like  Oedipus. 
All.  Oedipus,  Oedipus,  Oedipus'. 

Creou.  Furies  confound  his  Fortune! [AfFde 

Hafte,  all  hafte:  [To  them'. 

And  meet  with  Bleffings  our  Vidlorious  King;  '  ' 

Decree  ProcefTions;  bid  new  Holy-days; 
Crown  all  the  Statues  of  our  Gods  with  Garlands- 
And  raife  a  Brazen  Column,  thus  infcrib'd. 
To  Oedipus,  now  twice  a  Conqueror ;  Deliverer  of  his  Ji>e6»s~ 
Truft  me,   I  weep  for  joy  to  fee  this  Day.         (trymen,' 
Tir.  Yes,  Heav'n  knows  why  thou  wecp'ft ; — Go,Coun- 

And,  as  you  ufe  to  fupplicate  your  Gods 

So  meet  your  King  with  Bayes,  and  Olive-branches: 
Bow  down,  and  touch  his  Knees,   and  beo-  from  him 
An  end  of  all  your  Woes;  for  only  he      '^ 
Can  give  it  you.    •        [Ex.  Tireflas,  the' People  follorPtn^ 
Vol.  IV.  R  ^J, 
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ErHer  Oedipus  in  Trh  mph  ■■,  Adraflus  Tr'tfo,:er-^  DymaS;  T.am, 

Cre.  All  hail,  great  Oedipus; 
Thou  mighty  Conqueror,  hail;  welcome  to  TheLes: 
To  thy  own  Thebes,  to  all  that's  left  oi Thebes; 
For  half  thy  Citizens  are  fwept  away. 
And  wanting  to  thy  Triumphs : 
And  we,  the  happy  Remnant,  only  live 
To  welcome  thee,  and  dye. 

Oeiltp.  Thus  Pleafure  never  comes  fincere  to  Maa; 
But  lent  by  Heav'n  upon  hard  Ufury : 
And,  while  fove  holds  us  out  the  Bowl  of  Joy, 
E're  it  can  reach  our  Lips  it's  daflit  with  Gall 
By  fome  left-handed  God.    O  mournful  Triumph! 
O  Conqueft  gain'd  abroad  and  loft  at  home ! 

0  Argos!  now  rejoyce,  for  Thebes  lyes  lowj 

Thy  fiaughter'd  Sons  now  fmile,  and  think  they  won; 
When  tlw;y  can  count  more  TliebanOho^s  than  theirs. 

Atlr.  No;  ArgosTX\o\xxnsvj'izhThibes;  youtempei-'dib 
Your  Courage  while  you  fought,  that  Mercy  feem'd 
The  manlier  Virtue,  and  much  more  prevaii-'d : 
■While  Argos  is  a  People,  think  your  Thebes 
Can  never  want  for  Subjefts ;   Every  Nation 
Will  crowd  to  fervc  where  Oedipus  commands. 

Cre.  to  H&m.Row  mean  it  fhews  to  fawn  upon  the  Viftor ! 

HAm.  Had  you  beheld  him  fight,  you  had  faid  otherwJe : 
Come,  'tis  brave  bearing  in  him,  not  to  envy 
Saperiour  Virtue. 

CeJip.  TTiis  indeed  is  Conqueft, 
To  gain  a  Friend  like  you :  Why  were  we  Foes  ? 

Adr.  'Caufe  we  were  Kings,  and  each  diidain'd  an  Equal. 

1  fought  to  have  it  in  my  pow'r  to  do 

What  thou  haft  done;  and  lb  to  ufe  my  Conqueft j 
To  fliew  thee.  Honour  was  my  only  Motive. 
Know  this,  that  were  my  Army  at  thy  Gates, 
And  Thebes  thus  wafte,  I  would  not  take  the  Gift, 
Which,  like  a  Toy  dropt  from  the  Hands  of  FortuBC, 
Lay  for  the  next  Chance-comer. 

Oedip.  embracing.  No  more  Captive, 
But  Biothcr  of  the  War :  'Tis  much  more  plea&nt. 

And 
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A  nd  fafer,  truft  me,  thus  to  meet  thy  Love, 
Than  when  hard  Gantlets  clench'd  our  Warlike  Hands, 
And  kept  'em  from  foft  ufe. 
u4dr.  My  Conqueror  '. 

Oedip.  My  Friend !  that  other  Name  keeps  Enmity  alive. 
But  longer  to  detain  thee  were  a  C^ime ; 
To  love,  and  to  Euridyce,  go  free : 
Such  welcome  as  a  ruin'd  Town  can  gire. 
Expert  from  me ;  the  reft  let  her  fupply. 

Adr.  I  go  without  a  IJlurti,  (hough  conquer'd  twice. 
By  you  and  by  my  Princefs.  [Ex.  Adraftus, 

Cre.  [Afide.\  Then  I  am  conquer'd  thrice ;  by  Oedipus, 
And  her,  and  ev'n  by  him,  the  Slave  of  both  : 
Gods,  I'm  beholden  to  you,  for  making  me  your  Image, 
Wou'd  I  cou'd  make  you  mine.  [Ex.  Creon. 

Enter  the  People  reith  Branches  in  their  Hands,  holding  them 
up,  and  kneeling :  Two  Priejis  before  them. 
Oedip.  Alas,  my  People! 
What  means  this  fpeechlefs  Sorrow,  dov^n-caft-Eyes, 
And  lifted  Hands !  if  there  be  one  among  you 
Whom  Grief  has  left  a  Tongue,  fpcak  for  the  reft. 

I  Fr.  O  Father  of  thy  Country ! 
To  thee  thefe  Knees  are  bent,  thefe  Eyes  are  lifted. 
As  to  a  vifible  Divinity. 
A  Prince  on  whom  Heav'n  fafely  might  repofe 
The  bulinefs  of  Mankind :  for  Providence 
Might  on  thy  careful  Bofom  deep  fecure. 
And  leave  her  Task  to  thee. 
But  whcre's  the  Glory  of  thy  former  Afts  ? 
Ev'n  that's  deftroy'd  when  none  ftiall  live  to  fpcak  it. 
Millions  of  Subjects  flialt  thou  h:ive ;  but  mute. 
A  People  of  the  dead ;  a  crowded  Defart, 
A  Midnight  Silence  at  the  noon  of  Day. 

Oedi[>.  O  were  our  Gods  as  ready  with  their  Pity, 
As  I  with  mine,  this  Preience  (liou'd  be  throng'd 
With  ail  I  left  alive  j  and  my  fad  Eyes 
Not  fearch  in  vain  for  Friends,  whofe  promis'd  Sight 
Flattcr'd  my  toils  of  War. 
I  Pr,  Twice  our  Deliverer. 

R  i  Oedip. 
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Oetiip.  Nor  are  now  your  Vows 
Addrelt  to  one  who  ilecps : 

"When  this  unwelcome  News  firft  reach'd  my  Ears, 
Dytnas  was  lent  to  Delfhos  to  enquire 
The  Caufe  and  Cure  ot  this  contagious  111 : 
And  is  this  Day  returo'd :  but  lince  his  Meflage 
Concerns  the  Publick,   I  refus'd  to  hear  it 
But  in  this  general  Prefcnce :  let  him  fpeak. 

Dyw.  A  dreadful  Anfwer  from  the  hallow 'd  Urn, 
And  facred  Tripms  did  the  Pricftefs  give. 
In  thefe  myfterious  Words, 

The  Oracle.  Shed  In  a  cur  fed  Hour,  by  cur  fed  Hand, 
Blood-Royal  unrtveng'di  has  curs'd  the  Land. 
When  Lajus  Death  is  expiated  well. 
Tour  VUgne  fliall  ceafe :  the  reft  let  Lajus  tell. 

Oedip.  Dreadful  indeed  !  Blood,  and  a  King's  Blood  too: 
And  fuch  a  King's,  and  by  his  Subje£ts  fhed ! 
(Elfc  why  this  Curfe  on  Thebes?)  no  wonder  then 
If  Monfters,  Wars,  and  Plagues  revenge  iiich  Crimes ! 
If  Heav'n  be  juft,  its  whole  Artillery 
All  mull  be  empty 'd  on  us :  Not  one  Bolt 
Shall  err  from  Thebes ;  but  more  be  call'd  for,  more : 
New  moulded  Thunder  of  a  larger  Siz.e ; 
Driv'n  by  whole  yo"je.  What,  touch  anointed  Pow'r! 
Then  Gods  beware;  yove  wou'd  himfelf  be  nextj 
Cou'd  you  but  reach  him  too, 

2  Pr.  We  mourn  the  fad  Remembraace. 

Oedip.  Well  you  may : 
Worfe  than  a  Plague  infefts  you :  y'are  devoted 
To  Mother  Earth,  and  to  th'  infernal  Pow'rs ; 
Hell  has  a  right  in  you :  I  thank  you,  Gods, 
That  I'm  no  Thebanborn:  how  my  Bkjod  cruddles ! 
As  if  this  Curie  rouch'd  nae !  and  touch'd  me  nearer 
Thrji  all  this  Prefence !  —  Yes,  'tis  a  King's  Blood, 
And  I,  a  King,  am  ty'd  in  deeper  Bonds 
To  expiate  this  Blood :  But  where,  from  whom, 
Ot  how  muft  I  atione  it  ?  tell  me,  Thebaas, 
How  Liijus  Jell?  for  a  confus'd Report 
T'- -'^  tMrough  my  Ears,  wJien  firft  I  took  the  Crown:' 

But 
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But  full  of  Hurry,  like  a  Morning  Dreanir 
It  vanifh'd  m  the  Buiinefs  of  the  Day. 

1  Pr.  He  went  in  private  forth ;  but  thinly  follow'dj 
And  re'ev  return'd  to  Thebes. 

0?</;&.   Nor  any  from  him  ?  came  there  no  Attaidmt  ? 
Kone  to  bring  the  News? 

2  Pr.  But  onej  and  he  To  wounded, 

He  fcarce  drew  Breath  to  fpeak  feme  few  faint  Words. 
OEciip.  What  were  they  ?  lomething  may  be  learnt  from 
thence. 

1  Pr.  He  faid  a  band  of  Robbers  watch'd  their  Paflagc  j 
Who  took  advantage  of  a  narrow  way 

To  murder  Ltijus  and  the  reft ;  himfelf 
Left  too  tor  dead. 

Oedip.   Made  you  no  more  E|iquiry, 
But  took  rhis  bare  Relation  i 

2  Tr.  'Twas  ncgledied; 

For  then  the  Monfter  Sphinx  began  to  rage; 
And  F:eient  Cares  foon  buried  the  Remote; 
So  was  ic  huili'd,  and  never  fince  reviv'd, 

Oedip.    Mark,  TmbMs,   mark! 
Jull:  then,  the  Sphinx  bejran  to  rage  among  you; 
The  Gods  took  hold  ev'n  of  th'  offending  Minute, 
And  da  ed  thence  your  Woes:  thence  will  I  trace  'em. 

I  Pr.  'Tis  juft  thou  fhould'ft. 

Oedip.  Hear  then  this  dreadful  Imprecation j  hear  it: 
*Tis  lay'd  on  all ;  not  any  one  exempt : 
Bear  witncfs  Heav'n,  avenge  it  on  the  perjur'd. 
If  any  Jt^eban  born,  if  any  Stranger 
Reveal  this  Murder,  or  produce  its  Author, 
Ten  Attiquc  Talents  be  his  jull  Reward  : 
But,  if  for  Fear,   for  Favour,  or  for  Hire, 
The  Murder'r  he  conceal,  the  Curie  of  Thebes 
Fall  heavy  on  his  Head :  Unite  our  Plagues, 
Yc  Gods,  and  place  'em  there :  from  Fire  and  Water, 
Converfe,  and  all  things  common  ho  he  banifh'd. 
But  for  the  Murderer's  felf,  unfound  by  Man, 
Find  him  ye  Pow'rs  Coeleftial  and  Infernal) 
And  the  fame  Fate  or  worfe  than  Lajus  met, 

i*^  3  Let 
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Let  he  his  Lot:  his  Children  be  accui-ft} 
His  Wife  and  Kindred,  all  of  his  be  curs'd. 

Both  Pr.  Confirm  it  Hcav'n ! 

Enter  Jocaftai  Attended  by  Women, 

Jac.  j^t  your  Devotions!  Heav'n  llicceed  your  Wifliesj 
And^ririg  th'  effe6t  of  thefe  your  pious  Pray'rs 
On  you,  and  me,  and  all. 

Pr.  Avert  this  Omen,  Heav'n! 
'  Of*r'»/>.  O  fatal  Sound,  Unfortunate  Jocafta ! 
What  haft  thou  faid!  an  ill  Hour  haft  thou  chofen 
For  thefe  fore-boding  Words !  why,  we  were  curfing ! 

y-oc.  Then  may  that  Curfe  fall  only  where  you  laid  it. 

Oedip.  Speak  no  more ! 
For  ail  thcu  fay'ft  is  ominous:  we  were  curftngj 
Ard  that  dire  Imprecatipji  haft  thou  faften'd 
On  TheLis,  and  thee  and  me,  and  all  of  us. 

Joe.  Are  then  my  Blefi'mgs  turn'd  into  a  Curfe? 
O  Unkind  Qediptts.     My  foi  mei-  Lord 
Thought  me  his  Blefling:  be  thou  like  my  Lajus. 

Oedip.  What  yet  again !  the  third  rime  haft  thou  curs'd  me  ? 
This  Imprecation  was  for  Lajus  Death, 
And  thou  \  aft  wifti'd  me  like  him. 

yoc.  Horror  feizes  me ! 

Oedip.  Why  doft  thou  gaze  upon  me  ?   prithee  Love 
Take  oft'  thy  Eyej  it  bu\dens  me  too  much. 

Joe.  The  more  I  look,  the  more  I  find  of  Laj^s: 
His  Speech,  his  Garb,  his  Adiionj  nay  his  Frown  j 
(For  I  have  fecn  ir; )  but  ne'er  bent  en  mc. 

Oedip.  Are  we  fo  like  ? 

Joe.  In  all  things  but  his  Love.  (fpeak  how  well. 

Oedip.  I  love  thee  more :  io  well  I  love.  Words  cannot 
No  pious  Son  ere  lov'd  his  Mother  more 
Than  I  my  dear  Jocafia. 

foe.  I  love  you  too 
The  felf  fame  way :  and  when  you  chid,  methought 
A  Mother's  Love  ftart  up  in  your  Defence, 
And  bade  roe  not  be  angry :  be  not  you : 
For  I  love  Lajus  ftill  as  Wives  ftiou'd  love: 
Bat  vou  more  tenderly;  as  part  ot  me: 
Afad  when  I  hare  you  in  my  Arms,  methinks  I 
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1  lull  my  Clvlcl  aQcep.  ■.  T-sU  a-i  i.,  i 

Ocilip.  Then  wc  nre  bled: 
And  I'l  rhe(e  C'.'rfes  Iweep  along  the  Skies 
Lilc*  cmpry  Clouds;  but  drop  not  on  our  Heads," 

yoc.  I  have  nor  joy'd  an  Hour  lince  you  departed. 
For  publ  ck  M'u'er'es,  and  for  private  F&arsj 
Bur  this  bltfl  Meeting  has  o'er-paid  'em  all. 
Good  Foriunc  that  comes  feldom  comes  more  welcome. 
All  I  ran  wifli  for  now,  is  your  Confent 
To  make  my  Brother  happy. 

OeJi[>.  How,  J-ocaflal 

Joe   By  Marriage  with  his  Neice,  Zurydice! 

Oedip.  Uncle  and  Neice  I  they  are  too  near,  my  Love; 
'Tis  too  like  Inceft:  'Tis  Offence  to  Kind: 
Had  I  not  promis'd,  were  there  no  Adrajius, 
No  choice  but  Creon  left  her  of  Mankind, 
They  fhou'd  not  marry;  fpeak  no  ntore  of  itj 
The  Thought  difturbs  me. 

Joe.  Hcav'n  can  never  blefs 
A  Vow  fo  broken,  which  I  made  to  Creon ; 
Remember  he'^  my  Brother, 

Oedip.  That's  the  Bar : 
And  fhe  thy  Daughter :  Nature  would  abhor 
To  be  forc'd  back  again  upon  her  felf, 
And  like  a  whirlc-pool  fwallow  her  own  Streams. 

yoc.  Be  not  difpleas'd;  111  move  the  Suit  no  more. 

Oedip.  No,  do  not ;  for,  I  know  not  why,  it  fhakes  me 
.  When  I  but  think  on  Inceft;  move  we  forward 
To  thank  the  Gods  for  my  Succefs,  and  pray 
To  wafli  the  Guilt  of  Royal  Blood  away.  [Exemf  omner. 
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A  C  T   II.    S  C  E  N  E    I. 

SCENE  /^»  ope»  Gallery.  A  Royal  Be d-Cham- 
ber  be'iitg  fuppos  V  behind. 

The  Time^  Night.     Thunder.,  &C. 

Enter  Hsemon,  Alcander  and  Pyracmon. 

H<«/«.C  U  RE  'tis  the  End  of  all  things !  Fate  has  torn 
•-^  The  Lock  of  Time  oft',  and  his  Head  is  now 
The  ghaftjy  Ball  of  round  Eternitv ! 
Call  you  thefe  Peals  of  Thunder,  but  the  Yawn 
Of  bellowing  Clouds  ?  By  Joze,  they  fcem  to  me 
The  World's  laft  Groans ;  and  thoie  vaft  Sheets  of  Flame 
Are  its  laft  Blaze !  The  Tapers  of  the  Gods, 
The  Sun  and  Moon,  run  down  like  waxen-Globes i 
The  fhootir.g  Stars  end  all  in  purple  Gellics, 
And  Chaos  is  at  Hand. 

Pyr.  'Tis  Midnight,  yet  there's  not  a  Jheban  fleeps, 
But  fuch  as  ne'er  mufl:  wake.     All  crowd  about 
The  Palace,  and  implore,  as  from  a  God, 
Help  of  the  King ;  who,  from  the  Battlement, 
By  the  red  Lightning's  glare,  defcry'd  afar. 
Atones  the  angry  Powers.  [ThunJer,  &c. 

Hdua.  Ho  !  I'yacmoa,  look ; 
Behold,  Alcander,  from  yon' Weft  of  Heav'n, 
The  perfedt  Figures  of  a  Man  and  Woman  : 
A  Scepter  bright  with  Gems  in  each  right  Hand, 
Their  flowing  Robes  of  daz-ling  Purple  made, 
DiftinGly  yonder  in  that  point  they  ftand, 
Juft  Wefti  a  bloody  red  ftains  all  the  Place: 
And  fee,  their  Faces  are  quite  hid  in  Clouds. 
JV.  Clufters  ot  Golden  Stars  hang  o'er  their  Headr, 

And 
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And  feem  Co  crouded,  that  they  burft  upon  'em : 

All  dart  at  once  their  baleful  Influence 

In  leaking  Fire. 

^Ic.  Long-bearded  Comets  flick, 

Like  flaming  Porcupines,  to  their  left  Sides, 

As  they  would  flioot  their  Qiiills  into  their  Hearts. 
H£m.  But  fee!  the  King,  and  Qiiecn,  and  all  the  Court ! 

Did  ever  Day  or  Night  fliew  ought  like  this  ? 

[Thunders  agcia.    The  Scene  draws,  md  difcovers  the 
Trodigies. 
Enter  Oedipus,  Jocafla,  Eurydice,  Adraftus,  and  all  com- 
ing forpcard  with  Amaz.einent. 
Oedip.  Anfwcr,  you  Pow'rs  Divine  5  fpare  all  thisNoife, 

This  rack  of  Hcav'n,  and  fpcak  your  fatal  Plcafuie. 
Why  breaks  yon  dark  and  dusky  Orb  away  ? 
Why  from  the  bleeding  Womb  of  monftrous  Nighf, 
Burft  forth  fuch  Myriads  of  abortive  Stars  ? 
Ha!  my  Jocafia,,  look!  the  Silver  Moon! 
A  fetling  Crimfbn  ftains  her  beauteous  Face! 
She's  all  o'er  Blood !  and  look,  behold  again, 
Wlwt  mean  tlie  myflick  Heav'ns,  flie  journeys  on  ? 
A  vafl;  Eclipfe  darkens  the  labouring  Planet : 
Found  there,  found  all  our  Inflruments  of  War; 
Carious  and  Trumpets,  Silver,  Brafs,  and  Iron, 
And  beat  a  thoufand  Drums  to  help  her  Labour. 

Adr.  'Tis  vain;  you  fee  the  Prodigies  continue j 
Let's  gaze  no  more,  the  -Gods  are  humorous. 

Oedip.  Forbear,   rafli  Man—— -Once  more  I  ask  your 
Plcafure ! 
If  that  the  Glow-worm  light  of  human  Reafbn 
Might  dare  to  offer  at  immortal  Knowledge, 
And  cope  with  Gods,  v/hy  all  this  Storm  of  Nature? 
Why  do  the  Rocks  fplit,  and  why  rouls  the  Sea  ? 
Why  thofe  Portents  in  Hcav'n,  and  Plagues  on  Earth  ? 
Why  yon'  Gigantick  Forms,  Ethereal  Monflers  ? 
Alas !  is  all  this  but  to  frig-ht  the  Dwarfs 
Which  your  own  Hands  have  made  ?  Then  be  it  Co. 
Or  if  the  Fares  refolve  fome  Expiation 
For  murder'd  tayiSy  hear  me,  hear  mc,  Gods! 

R  /  Hear 
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Hear  me  thus  proftratc :  Spare  this  groaning  Land, 
Save  innocent  Thebes,  flop  the  Tyrant  Dearn  j 
Do  this,  and  lo  I  fland  up  an  Oblation 
To  meet  your  fvvifceft  and  fevercft  Anger, 
Shoot  all  at  once,  and  ftriJce  me  to  theCentcr. 

The  Chud  drxfos  that  veiVd  the  Ha  ads  of  the  Figures  in  the 
Sky,  and  pews  'em  Crown' d,  with  the  Names  of  Oedi- 
pus and  Jocafta  written  above  in  great  Characlers  of 
Geld. 

AJr.  Either  I  dream,  and  all  my  cooler  Senfes 
Are  vanifh'd  with  that  Cloud  that  fleets  away  j 
Or  juft  above  thofe  two  Majeftick  Heads, 
I  fee,  I  read  diftindlly  in  large  Gold, 
Oedipis  and  Jocafta. 

Ale.  I  read  the  lame. 

Adr.  'Tis  v/onderful;  yet  ought  not  Man  to  wade 
Too  far  in  the  vaft  deep  of  Deftiny. 

[Thunder;  and  the  Prodigies  vani/U. 

Joe.  My  Lord,  my  Oedipus,  why  gaze  you  now, 
"When  the  whole  Heav'n  is  clear,  as  if  the  Gods 
Had  fome  new  Monfters  made  ?  will  you  not  turn. 
And  blefs  your  People  j  who  devour  each  word 
You  breathe. 

Oedij).  It  fhall  be  fo. 
Yes,  I  will  die,  O  Thebes,  to  fave  thee ! 
Draw  from  my  Heart  my  Blood,  with  more  content 
Than  e'er  I  wore  thy  Crown.    Yet,  O  Joeafla! 
By  all  the  Indearments  of  miraculous  Love, 
By  all  our  Langui filings,  our  Fears  in  Pieafure, 
Which  oft  have  made  us  wonder ;  here  I  fwear 
On  thy  fair  Hand,  upon  thy  Breaft  I  fwear, 
I  cnnnot  call  to  mind,  from  budding  Childhood 
To  blooming  Youth,  a  Crime  by  me  committed. 
For  which  the  awful  Gods  fliould  doom  my  Death. 

Joe.  'Tis  not  you,  my  Lord, 
But  he  who  murder'd  Lajits,  frees  the  Land  : 
Were  you,  which  is  impoflible,  the  Man, 

Perhaps 


OE  D  1  p  u  s^  395' 

Perhaps  my  Poniard  firft  fhould  drink  your  Blobdj  ' 

But  you  are  innocent,  as  your  Jocaflny 
From  Criines  like  thofe.    This  made  me  violent 
To  fav^  your  Life,  %vhich  you  unjuft  would  lole: 
Nor  can  you  comprehend,  with  deepeft  Thought, 
The  horrid  Agony  you  caft  me  in. 
When  you  refolv'd  to  die. 
OEili^.  Is't  poffible?       « 

Joe.  Alas !  why  ftart  you  fb  ?  Her  ftiff'ning  Grief, 
Who  faw  her  Children  flaughter'd  all  at  once. 
Was  dull  to  mine:  Methinks  I  fliould  have  made 
My  Bofom  bare  againft  the  armed  God, 
To  fave  my  Oedipus ! 
Oeelip.  I  pray,  no  more. 
Joe.  You've  filenc'd  mc,  my  Lord. 
Oedip.  Pardon  me,  dear  Jocajla; 
Pardon  a  Heart  that  finks  with  Sufferings, 
And  can  but  vent  it  felf  in  Sobs  and  Murmurs : 
Yet  to  reftore  my  Peace,  I'll  find  him  out. 
Yes,  yes,  you  Gods !  you  fliall  have  ample  Vengeance 
On  Lajus  Murderer.    O,  the  Traitor's  Name! 
I'll  know't,  I  will;  Art  (hail  be  conjui'd  for  it. 
And  Nature  all  unravel'd. 

Joe.  Sacred  Sir' [him, 

Oedip.  Rage  will  have  way,  and  'tis  but  juftj  I'll  fetch  ■ 
Tho'  lodg'd  in  Air,  upon  a  Dragon's  Wing, 
Tl  o'  Rocks  Ihould  hide  him:  Nay,  he  fhiall  bedragg'd 
From  Hell,  if  Charms  can  hurry  him  along : 
His  Ghofl:  fliall  be,  by  fage  Tirejias  Pow'r, 
(Tire/ias,  that  Rules  all  beneath  the  Moon) 
Confin'd  to  Flel"h,  to  fuficr  Death  once  morcj 
And  then  be  plung'd  in  his  firft  Fires  again. 
E/iter  Creon. 
Cre.  My  Lord, 
Tirejias  attends  your  Pleafure. 

Oedip.  Haite,  and  bring  him  in, 
O,  my  Jocafla,  Eurydice,  Adrafius, 
Creon,  and  all  ye  Thebans,  now  the  End 
Of  Plagues,  of  Madnefs,  Murders,  Prodigies, 

Draws 


39^  OE  D  I  p  u  s. 

Draws  on :  This  Battel  of  the  Heav'ns  and  Earth 
Shall  by  his  Wifdom  be  reduc'd  to  peace 
'Enter  Tirefias,  kahiig  on  a  Staf,  led  by  his  Daughter  Man- 
to,  foHorp'd  by  other  Thebans. 
O  thou,  whofe  mofi:  afpirin^  Mind 
Knows  all  the  Bufineis  of  the  Courts  above. 
Opens  the  Clofets  of  the  Gods,  and  dares 
To  mix  with  Jove  himfelf  and  Fate  at  Council  j 

0  Prophet,  anlwer  me,  declar*aloud 

The  Traitor  who  confpir'd  the  Death  o^  Lc.jus: 
Or  be  they  more,  who  from  malignant  Stars 
Have  drawn  this  Plsgue  that  blifts  unhappy  Thehes  ? 
Ttr.  We  muft  no  more  than  Fate  commiflions  us 
To  tell;  yet  fomething,  and  of  moment,  I'l!  unfold. 
If  that  the  God  would  wake;  I  fee!  him  now. 
Like  a  ftrong  Spirit  charm'd  into  a  Tree, 
That  leaps,  and  moves  the  Wood  without  a  Wind: 
The  rouzed  God,  as  all  this  while  he  lay 
Intomb'd  alive,  ftarts  and  dilates  himfelf; 
He  ftrugeles,  and  he  tears  my  aged  Trunk 
With  holy  Fury,  my  old  Arteries  burft, 
My  rivei'd  Skin, 
Like  Parchment,  crackles  at  the  hallowed  Fire; 

1  fhall  be  young  again:  Manto,  my  Daughter, 
Thou  haft  a  Voice  that  might  have  fav'd  the  B^^ 
Of  Jhrace,  and  forc'd  the  raging  Bacchanals, 
With  Hfted  Prongs,  to  liften  to  thy  Airs: 

O  Ch^i  m  this  God,  this  Fury  in  my  Bofom, 
Lull  him  with  tuneful  Notes,  and  artful  Strin'-s, 
With  pow'iful  Strains;  Mar  to,  my  lovely  Child, 
Scoth  the  uniuiy  God-head  to  be  mild. 


SONG 
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SONG  to  jIPOLLO. 

PHcebus,  God  belov'd  by  Men; 
At  thy  damn,  erery  Beaji  is  rouzed  in  his  Den; 
At  thy  fetting,  all  the  Birds  of  thy  Abfence  complai/t, 
AKd  we  die,  all  die  till  the  Morning  comes  again. 

Phcebus,  Cod  belov'd  by  Men  ! 

Idol  of  the  I-cftern  Kings, 

Awful  as  the  God  who  flings 

His  Thunder  round,  arid  the  Lightning  wings  ^i 

God  of  Songs,  md  Orphean  StringSy 

Who  to  this  mortal  Bofim  brings. 

All  harmonious  heav'nly  things ! 

Thy  drouz.y  Frophet  to  revive. 
Ten  thoufand  thoufund  Forms  before  him  drive : 
With  chariots  and  Horfes  all  ofire  awake  him, 
Conzulfons,  Ofzd  Furies,  and  Prophefies  fijake  him : 
Let  bir/i  tell  it  in  Groans,  tho'  he  bend  with  the  Lo.td, 
2  ho"  he  burfl  with  the  weight  of  the  terrible  God. 

Tir.  The  Wretch,  who  Ihed  the  Blood  of  old  Labdacides, 

Lives,  and  is  great; 

But  cruel  Greatnefs  ne'er  was  long : 

The  firft  of  Lajus  Blood  his  Life  did  Ceize, 

And  urg'd  his  Fate, 

Which  elfe  had  lafting  been  and  ftrong. 

The  Wretch,  who  La-fts  kill'd,  muft  bleed  or  fly; 

Or  Thebes,  conflim'd  with  Plagues,  in  Ruins  lye. 

Oedip.  The  firft  of  Lajus  Blood!  pronounce  thePeribnj 
May  the  God  roar  from  thy  prophetick  Mouth, 
That  even  the  dead  may  ftart  up,  to  behold ; 
Name  him,  I  lay,  that  moft  accurfed  Wretch, 
For  by  the  Stars  he  dies : 
Speak,  I  command  thcc; 

By  P^a?^«/,  Tpeak;  for  fudden  Death's  his  Doom: 
Here  fhall  he  fall,  bleed  on  this  very  Spot; 
His  Name,  I  charge  chee  once  more,  Ipeak. 

X5>. 
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Ifr.  'Tis  loft. 
Like  what  we  think  can  never  {hun  Remcmbfance ; 
Yet  of  a  fudden's  gone  beyond  the  Clouds. 

Oedip.  Fetch  it  from  thence  J  I'llhave't,  where-e'cr  itbe. 

Cre.  Let  me  intreat  you,  facred  Sir,  be  calm. 
And  Creon  (hall  point  out  the  great  Offender. 
'Tis  true,  refpe^  of  Nature  might  injoin 
Me  Silence,  at  another  time ;  but,  oh, 
Much  more  the  Pow'r  of  my  eternal  Love!       [try — '•— 
That,  that  (houldftrike  me  dumb:  YetT^^ies,  myCoua- 
I'll  break  through  all,  to  fuccour  thee,  poor  City ! 
O,  I  muft  fpeak. 

Oedip.  Speak  then,  if  ought  thou  know'ft : 
As  much  thou  feem'ft  to  know,  delay  no  longer, 

Cre.  O  Beauty!  O  illuftrious  Royal  Maid! 
To  whom  my  Vows  were  ever  paid  till  now. 
And  with  fuch  modcft,  chafte  and  pure  Affedion, 
The  coldeft  Nymph  might  read  'em  without  blulhing; 
Art  thou  the  Murdreis  tnen  of  wretched  Lajus? 
And  I,  muft  I  accufe  thee!  O  my  Tears! 
Why  will  you  fall  in  lb  abhorr'd  a  Caufe  ? 
But  that  thy  beauteous,  barbarous  Hand  deftroy'd 
Thy  Father  (O  monftious  Aft!)  both  Gods 
And  Men  at  once  take  notice. 

Oedip.  Eurydice! 

Eur.  Traitor,  go  on ;  I  fcorn  thy  little  Malice, 
And  knowing  more  my  perfedi  Innocence, 
Than  Gods  and  Men,  then  how  much  more  than  thee. 
Who  ait  their  Oppolite,  and  form'U  a  Lyar, 
I  thus  difdain  thee!  Thou  once  didil  talk  of  Love  j 
Becaufe  I  hate  thy  Love, 
Thou  doft  accufe  me. 

\^r.  Villain,  inglorious  Villain, 
And  Traitor,  doubly  damn'd,  who  dur'ft  blafpheme 
7  he  fpotlel's  Virtue  of  the  brightcft  Beauty  j 
Thou  dy'll:  Nor  fhall  the  iacred  Majefty, 

[Drarfis  and  reotfnds  him] 
That  guards  this  Place,  prcferve  thee  from  my  Rage. 

0:dip. 
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Oedip.  Difarm  'em  both :  Prince,  I  Ihall  make  you  knov/ 
That  I  can  tame  you  twice.    Guards,  feize  him. 

^dr.  Sir, 
I  muft  acknowledge  in  another  Caufe 
Repentance  might  abafli  mej  but  I  glory 
In  this,  but  fmile  to  fee  the  Traitor's  Blood. 

Oedip.  Creon,  you  fhall  be  fatisfy'd  at  full. 

Cre.  My  Hurt  is  nothing,  Sir  j  but  I  appeal 
To  wife  Tirefias,  if  my  Accufation 
Be  not  raoft  true.    The  firft  of  Lajus  Blood 
Gave  him  his  Death.     Is  there  a  Prince  before  her? 
Then  fhc  is  Faultlefs,  and  I  ask  her  Pardon. 
And  may  this  liiood  ne'er  ceafe  to  drop,  O  Thebes, 
If  Pity  of  thy  Suflferings  did  not  move  me 
To  fhew  the  Cure  which  Heav'n  it  felf  prefcrib'd. 

Eur.  Yes,  Thebms,  I  will  die  to  fave  your  Lives, 
More  willingly  than  you  can  wifli  my  Fate; 
But  let  this  good,  this  wife,  this  holy  Man, 
Pronounce  my  Sentence :  For  to  fall  by  him. 
By  the  vile  Breath  of  that  prodigious  Villain, 
Would  fink  my  Soul,  tho'  I  fliould  die  a  Martyr. 

Adr.  Unhand  me.  Slaves.    O  mightieft  of  Kings, 
See  at  your  Feet  a  Prince  not  us'd  to  kneel; 
Touch  not  Eurydice,  by  all  the  Gods, 
As  you  would  lave  your  Jfjebes,  but  take  my  Life: 
For,fhould  fheperifti,  Heav'n  would  heapPlagues  onPlagues,' 
Rain  Sulphur  down,  hurl  kindled  Bolts 
Upon  your  guilty  Heads. 

Cre.  You  turn  to  Gallantry,  what  is  but  Juftice: 
Proof  will  be  eafie  made.    Adraftus  was 
The  Robber  who  bereft  th'unhapy  King 
Of  Life;  becaufe  he  flatly  had  deny'd 
To  make  fo  poor  a  Prince  his  Son-in-Law : 
Therefore  'twere  fit  that  both  fliould  p erilh. 

1  Theb.  Both,  let  both  die. 

AilTheb.  Both,  both;  let  'em  die.  [here, 

Ocdip.  Hence,  you  wild  Herd!  For  yolir  Ring-leader 
He  Oir.ll  be  made  Example.     ii<«zw»,  take  him. 

1  Theb.  Mercy,  O  i/lcrcy. 

Oedip. 
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Oedip.  Mutiny  in  my  Prcfence! 
Hence,  let  mc  fee  that  bufie  Face  no  more.  [Rawe  ? 

Tir.  Thebans,   what  Madnefs  makes  you   drunk  with 
Enough  of  guilty  Death's  already  adled: 
Fierce  Creon  has  accus'd  Eurydice, 
With  Prince  Adrafius ;  which  the  God  reproves 
By  inward  Checks,  and  leaves  their  Fates  in  doubt. 
Oedip.  Therefore  inftrudl  us  what  remains  to  do. 
Or  fufl'er;  for  I  feel  a  S!^p  like  Death 
Upon  me,  and  1  figh  to  be  at  reft. 

Tir.  Since  that  the  Pow'rs  divine  refufe  to  clear 
The  niyftick  Deed,  I'll  to  the  Grove  of  Furies  j 
There  I  can  force  th'  Infernal  Gods  to  fhew 
Their  horrid  Forms  j  Each  trembling  Ghoft  fiiall  riie, 
And  leave  their  grizly  King  without  a  Waiter. 
For  Prince  Adrafius  and  Eundice, 
My  Life's  engag'd,  I'll  guard  'era  in  the  Fane, 
'Till  the  dark  Myfteries  of  Hell  are  done. 
Follow  me,  Princes  j  Thebans,  all  to  refi:. 

O,  Oedipus,  to  morrow but  no  more. 

If  that  thy  wakeful  Genius  will  permit. 
Indulge  thy  Brain  this  Night  with  fofter  Slumbers : 
To  Morrow,  O  to  Morrow  !■  fleep,  my  Son ; 

And  in  prophetick  Dreams  thy  Fate  be  fhown. 

[Ex.  Tir.  Adr.  Eur.  Man.  and  Theb. 
Idanent  Oedipus,  Jocafta,   Creon,  Pyracmon,   Hxmon, 
(md  Alcander. 
Oedip.  To  Bed,  my  Fair,  my  Dear,  my  bcft  Jocaftn. 
After  the  Toils  of  War,  'tis  wondrous  ftrange 
Oar  Loves  {houldthus  bedafli'd.  One  moment's  Thought, 
And  I'll  approach  the  Arms  of  my  belov'd. 

Joe.  Confurae  whole  Years  in  Care,  fo  now  and  then 
I  may  have  leave  to  feed  my  famifli'd  Eyes 
With  one  Ihort  pafTing  Glance,  and  figh  my  Vows : 
This,  and  no  more,  my  Lord,  is  all  the  Pafllon 
Of  languifliingy^'c^T^^.  \Exit. 

Oedip.  Thou  ibfteftjfweetcftofthe  World!  good  Night. 
Nay,  Ihe  is  beauteous  too  j  yet,  mighty  Love ! 


OE  D  I  p  u  s.  401 

1  never  offer'd  to  obey  thy  Laws, 

But  an  unufual  Chilncfs  came  upon  me ; 

An  unknown  Hand  ftiil  check'd  my  forward  Joy, 

Dafh'd  me  with  bluflies,  tho'  no  Light  was  near : 

That  cv'n  the  A&  became  a  Violation. 

Fyr.  He's  ftrangely  thoughtful.  [me? 

Oedip.  Hark!  who  was  that?  Ha!  Crftfw,  did'ft  thou  call 

Cre.  Not  I,  my  gracious  Lord,  nor  any  here.    [Voice 

Ocdi[>.    That's  ftrange!   methought  I  heard   a  doleful 

Cry'd  Oedipus  The  Prophet  bacT  me  flcep. 

He  talk'd  of  Dreams,  and  Vilions,  and  to  morrow! 
I'll  mufe  no  more  on't,  come  what  will  or  can. 
My  Thoughts  are  clearer  than  unclouded  Stars; 
And  with  thofe  Thoughts  I'll  reft:  Creon,  gooi  Night. 

[Ex.  Kith  Hsem. 

Cre.  Sleep  feal  your  Eyes  up,  Sir,  eternal  Sleep. 
But  if  he  muft  fleep  and  wake  again,  O  all 
Tormenting  Dreams,  wild  Horrors  of  the  Night, 
And  Hags  of  Fancy  wing  him  through  the  Air; 
From  Precipices  hurl  him  headlong  down; 
Chary bdis  roar,  and  death  be  fet  before  him. 

Ale.  Your  Curfes  have  already  tak'n  Effeft  j 
For  he  looks  very  lad. 

Cre.  May  he  be  rooted,  where  he  Hands,  forever; 
His  Eye-balls  never  move.  Brows  be  unbent. 
His  Blood,  his  Entrails,  Liver,  Heart  and  Bowels, 
Be  blacker  than  the  Place  I  wifh  him.  Hell, 

Tyr.  No  more :  You  tear  your  felf,  but  vex  not  him. 
Methinks  'twere  brave  this  Night  to  force  the  Temple, 
While  blind  Tirejias  conjures  up  the  Fiends, 
And  pafs  the  time  with  nice  Eurydice. 

Ale.  Try  Promifes,  and  Threats,  and  if  all  fail, 
Since  Hell's  broke  loofe,  why  fliould  not  you  be  mad? 
Ravifli,  and  leave  her  dead,  with  her  Adraftus. 

Cre.  Were  the  Globe  mine,  I'd  give  a  Province  hourly 
For  fuch  another  thought.     Luft,  and  Revenge! 
To  ftab  at  once  the  only  Man  I  hate, 
And  to  enjoy  the  Woman  whom  I  love! 
I  ask  no  mote  of  my  aufpicious  Stars, 

The 
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The  reft  as  Fortune  pleafe;  fo  but  this  Night 
She  play  me  fair,  why,  let  her  turn  for  ever, 
EfUer  Haemon. 

Him.  My  Lord,  the  troubled  King  isgonc  to  reftj 
Yet,  e're  he  flept,  commanded  me  to  clear 
The  Anjtichambers :  none  muft  dare  be  near  him 

Cre.  HAtnm,  you  do  your  Duty; {Thunder. 

And  we  obey. The  Night  grows  yet  more  dreadful ! 

'Tis  juft  that  all  retire  to  their  Devotions ; 
The  Gods  are  angry :  but  to  Morrow's  dawn, 
If  Prophets  do  not  lie,  will  make  all  clear.     [^As  they ^o  o^', 
Oedipus  Enters,  walking  afieep  in  his  Shirt,   tvith  a.  Daggiir 
in  his  right  Hand,    and  a  Taper  in  his  left. 

OeJip.  Oi  my  Joc^fia !  Ms  for  this  the  wet 
Starved  Soldier  lies  all  Night  on  the  cold  Ground} 
For  this  he  bears  the  Storms 
Of  Winter  Camps,  and  freezes  in  his  Arms : 
To  be  thus  circled,  to  be  thus  embrac'd ; 

That  I  could  hold  thee  ever ! Ha !  where  art  thou  ? 

What  means  this  melancholly  Light,  that  feems 
The  Gloom  of  glowing  Embers  ? 
The  Curtain's  drawn;   and  fee,  (he's  here  again! 
yocajia  ?  Ha !  what,  fall'n  alleep  fo  foon  ? 
How  feres  my  Love  ?  this  Taper  will  inform  me. 
Ha !  Lightning  blaft  me,  Thunder 
Rivet  me  ever  to  Tromttheus  Rock, 
And  Vultures  gnaw  out  my  inceftuous  Heart. 
By  all  the  Gods !  my  Mother  Merope  '. 
My  Sword,  a  Dagger;  Ha,  who  waits  there?  Salves, 
My  Sword:  what,  H&mon,  dar'ft  thou,  Viih.'n,  ftop  mc? 
With  thy  own  Ponyard  perilli.    Ha !  who'fthi'  ? 
Or  is't  a  change  of  Death?  By  all  my  Honours, 
New  murder ;  thou  haft  flain  old  ?olybus : 
Inceft  and  Parricide,  thy  Father's  murder'd! 
Out  thou  infernal  Flame:  now  all  is  dark. 
All  blind  and  difmal,  moft  triumphant  Mifchief ! 
And  now  while  thus  I  ftalk  about  the  Room, 
I  challenge  Fate  to  find  another  Wretch 
Likfi  Oedi}>us !  [pjunder,  Sec, 

Enter 
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Enter  Jocafta  attended,  with  Lights,  in  a  Ktght-pmn. 

Oedip.  Night,  Horror,  Death,  Confufion,  Hell,  and  Furies ! 
where  am  I  ?  O,  yocajia,  let  me  hold  thee, 
Thus  to  my  Bofom,   Ages  let  me  grafp  thee: 
All  that  the  hardeft  tcrriper'd  weather'd  Flefh, 
With  fierceft  humane  Spirit  infpii  'd,  can  dare 
Or  do,  I  dare  j  but,  oh  you  Pow'rs,  this  was 
By  infinite  degrees  too  much  for  Man. 
Methinks  my  deafcn'd  Ears 
Are  burfr;  my  Eyes,  as  if  they  had  been  knock'd 
By  fome  tempeftuous  Hand,  (hoot  flafhing  Fire : 
That  fleep  fhould  do  this ! 

yoc.  Then  my  Fears  were  true. 
Rethought  I  heard  your  Voice,  and  yet  I  doubted. 
Now  roaring  like  the  Ocean,  when  the  Winds 
Fight  with  the  Waves ;  now,  in  a  ftill  fmall  tone 
Your  dying  Acccnta  fell,  as  racking  Ships, 
After  the  dreadful  Yell,  fink  murmuring  down. 
And  bubble  up  a  Noife. 

Oedip.  Truft  me,  thou  Faireft,  bed  of  all  thy  BCind, 
None  e'er  in  Dreams  was  tortur'd  fo  before.  , 

Yet  what  moft  fhocks  the  nicenefs  of  my  Temper, 
Ev'n  far  beyond  the  killing  of  my  Father, 
And  my  own  Death,  is,  that  this  horrid  fleep 
Dafh'd  my  fick  Fancy  with  an  a<£t  of  Inceft : 
I  dreamt,  focafta,  that  thou  wert  my  Mother; 
Which,  tho'  impoflible,  fb  damps  my  Spirits, 
That  I  cou'd  do  a  Mifchief  on  my  felf. 
Left  I  (hould  fleep  and  dream  the  like  again, 

Joe.  O  Oedipus,  too  well  I  underftand  you ! 
I  know  the  Wrath  of  Heav'n,  the  Care  of  Thebes, 
The  Ciies  of  its  Inhabitants,  War's  Toils, 
And  thoufand  other  Labours  of  the  State, 
Are  all  referr'd  to  you,  and  ought  to  take  you 
For  ever  from  focafta. 

Oedip.  Life  of  my  Life,  and  Treafure  of  my  Soul, 
Heav'n  knows  I  love  rhee. 

foe.  O,  you  think  me  vile. 
And  of  an  Inclination  lb  ignoble, , 

That 


404  OE  D  I  p  u  s. 

That  I  muft  h'de  me  from  your  Eyes  for  ever. 

Be  witnefs,  Gods,  and  ftrike  J-scafta  dead. 

If  an  immodeft  Thought,  or  lowDelire 

Inflam'd  my  Breaft,  fince  firft  cur  Loves  were  lighted. 

Oedip.  O  rife,  and  add  not,  by  thy  cruel  Kindnefi, 
A  Grief  more  fenfible  than  all  my  Torments. 
Thou  think'ft  my  Dreams  are  forg'd  j  but  by  thy  felf. 
The  greateft  Oath,  I  fwear,  they  are  moft  true : 
But,  be  they  what  they  will,  I  here  dilmifs  'cm } 
Begon,  Chim£ras,  to  your  Mother  Clouds, 
Is  there  a  Fault  in  us?  Have  we  not  fearch'd 
The  Womb  of  Heav'n,  examin'd  all  the  Entrails 
Of  Birds  and  Beafts,  and  tir'd  the  Prophet's  Art.  - 
Yet  what  avails?  he,  and  the  Gods  together. 
Seem  like  Phyf xians  at  a  lofs  to  help  us : 
Therefore,  like  Wretches  that  have  linger'd  long, 
We'll  Ihatch  the  flrongeft  Cordial  of  our  Love  j 
To  Bed,  my  Fair. 

Ghoft  within.     Oedipus ! 

Ocaip.   Ha!  who  calls? 
Did'ft  thou  not  hear  a  Voice? 

yoc.  Alas !  I  did. 

Ghojl.  Jocafia! 

Joe.  O  my  Love,  my  Lord,  fupport  me  I 

Oedip.  Call  louder,  till  you  burft  your  Airy  Forms: 
Reft  on  my  Hand.    Thus,  arm'd  with  Innocence, 
I'll  face  thefc  babling  Btunons  of  the  Air. 
In  fpight  of  Ghofts,  I'll  on, 

Tho'  round  my  Bed  the  Furies  plant  their  Charms  j 
I'll  break  *em,  with  Jocafin  in  my  Arms : 
Clal'p'd  in  the  folds  of  Love,  I'll  wait  my  Doom ; 
And  a<Sl:  my  Joys,  tho'  Thunder  fliake  the  Room.     [Exeunt. 
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ACT    III.    SCENE    1. 

SCENE     A  dark  Grove. 

Enter  Creon,  an'd  Diodes. 

Cre.  'TPIS  better  not  to  be,  than  "be  unhappy, 

JL     Dioc.  What  mean  you  by  thefe  Words  ? 
Cre.  'Tis  better  not  to  be,  than  to  be  Creon. 
A  thinking  Soul  is  Punifhment  enough  j 
But  when  'tis  great,  like  mine,  and  wretched  too. 
Then  every  Thought  draws  Blood. 
Dioc.  You  are  not  wretched. 
Cre.  I  am :  my  Soul's  ill  married  to  my  Body. 
I  wou'd  be  young,  be  handfbm,  be  helov'd: 
Cou'd  I  but  Breath  my  felf  into  Airafius 
_  Dioc.  You  rave;   call  home  your  Thoughts. 
Cre.  I  prirhee  let  my  Soul  take  Air  awhile  j 
Were  fhe  in  Oedipus,  I  were  a  King ; 
Then  I  had  kill'd  a  Monfter,  gain'd  a  Battel ; 
And  had  my  Rival  Pris'ner;  brave,  brave  Actions: 
Why  have  not  I  done  thefe? 
Dioc.  Your  Fortune  hinder'd. 
Cre.  There's  it;  I  have  a  Soul  to  do  *em  a!!:  - 
But  Fortune  will  have  nothing  done  that's  cn-cat. 
But  by  young  handfbm  Fools:  Body  and  Brawn 
Do  all  her  Work :  Hercules  was  a  p-Qol, 
And  ftraight  grev/  famous:  a  mad  boiftrous  Fool, 
Nay  worlb,  a  Woman's  Fool. 
Fool  is  the  Scuff,  of  which  Hsav'n  makes  a  Hero. 
Dioc.  A  Serpent  ne'er  becomes  a  flying  Draocn, 
Till  he  has  cat  a  Serpent. 

Cre.  Goes  it  there ! 
I  undirftand  theej  I  mull  kill  Adrttfius, 
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Dtoc.  Or  not  enjoy  ydur  Miftrcfs : 
Bury  dice  and  he  are  Pris'ners  here, 
But  will  not  long  be  fo :  this  Tell-tale  Ghoft 
Perhaps  will  clear  'em  both. 

Cre.  Well:  'tis  refolv'd 

Bioc.  The  Princefs  walks  this  Way; 
You  muft  not  meet  her. 
Till  this  be  done. 

Cre.  I  muft. 

Bioc.  She  hates  your  Sight : 
And  more  fince  you  accus'd  her. 

Cre.  Urge  it  not. 
I  cannot  ftay  to  tell  thee  my  Defign; 
For  (he's  too  near. 

Eater  Eurydice. 
How,  Madam,  were  your  Thoughts  employ 'd! 

Eur.  On  Death,  and  thee. 

Cre.  Then  were  they  not  well  fbrted :  Life  and  vac 
Had  been  the  better  Match. 

Eur.  No,  I  was  thinking 
On  two  the  moft  detcfted  things  in  Nature: 
And  they  are  Death  and  thee. 

Cre.  The  thought  of  Death  to  one  near  Death,  is  dreadful : 
O  'tis  a  fearful  thing  to  be  no  more. 
Or  if  to  be,  to  wander  after  Death ; 
To  walk  as  Spirits  do,  in  Brakes  all  Day ; 
And  when  the  Darknefs  comes,  to  glide  in  Paths 
That  lead  to  Graves :  and  in  the  lilent  Vault, 
Where  lyes  your  own  pale  Shrowd,  to  hover  o'er  it. 
Striving  to  enter  your  forbidden  Corps ; 
And  often,  often,  vainly  breath  your  Ghoft 
Into  your  lifclels  Lips : 
Then,  like  a  lone  benighted  Traveller 
Shut  out  from  Lodging,  0-,all  your  ^.>roans  be  anfwer'd 
By  wbiHiing  Winds,  whofe  every  Blaft  will  (hake 
Your  tender  Form  to  Aro'.ns. 

Ew.  Muft  I  be  this  thin  Being  ?  and  thus  wander ! 
No  Quiet  after  Death! 

Cre, 
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Cre.  None:  you  muft  leave 
This  beauteous  Body ;  all  this  Youth  and  Frefhnefi 
Muft  be  ro  more  the  objeft  of  Defirc, 
But  a  cold  lump  of  Clay ; 
Which  then  your  difcontented  Ghoft  will  leave, 
And  loath  its  former  Lodging. 
This  is  the  beft  of  what  comes  after  Death, 
Ev'n  to  the  beft. 

Eur.  What  then  fhall  be  thy  Lot ! 
Eternal  Torments,  Baths  of  boiling  Sulphur ; 
Viciffitudes  of  Fires,  and  then  of  Froftsi 
And  an  old  Guardian  Fiend,  ugly  as  thou  art^ 
To  hollow  in  thy  Ears  at  every  Lafh ; 
This  for  Bury  dice  j  thefe  for  her  Adyafius. 
Cre.  For  her  Adraftus  I 
E«r.  Yes;  for  her  Adraftus: 
For  Death  ftiall  ne'er  divide  us:  Death,  what's  Death! 
Bioc.  You  feem'd  to  fear  it. 
Zttr.  But  I  more  fear  Creon: 
To  lake  that  hunch-back'd  Monfter  in  my  Arms, 
Th'  excrefcence  of  a  Man. 

Dioc.  to  Cre.   See  what  you've  gain'd. 
Bur.  Death  only  can  be  dreadful  to  the  Bad : 
"To  Innocence,  'tis  like  a  bug-dear  drefs'd 
To  frigh-en  Children ;  pull  but  off  his  Mafque 
And  he'il  appear  a  Friend. 

Cre.  You  talk  too  (lightly 
Of  Death  and  Heil.    Let  me  inform  you  better. 

Eur.  You  beft  can  tell  the  News  of  your  own  Counfirj, 
Bioc,  Nay  now  you  are  too  fharp. 
Eur.  Can  I  be  fo  to  one  who  has  accus'd  me 
Of  Murder  and  of  Parricide? 

Cre.  You  provok'd  me : 
And  yet  I  only  did  thus  far  accufe  you. 
As  next  of  Blood  to  Lttjns:  Be  advis'd. 
And  you  may  live. 
Eur.  The  Means  ? 
Cre.  'Tis  offer'd  you. 
The  Fool  Adrafius  has  accus'd  himfelf, 
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Eur.  He  has  indeed,  to  take  the  Guilt  from  me. 

Cre.  He  lays  he'loves  you;   if  he  does,  'tis  well: 
He  ne'er  cou'd  prove  it  in  a  better  Time. 

£«r.  Then  Death  muft  be  his  recompence  for  Love! 

Cre.  Tis  a  Fool's  juft  Reward: 
The  wife  can  rcake  a  better  ufe  of  Life: 
But  'tis  the  young  Man's  Plcafure ;  his  Ambition : 
I  grudge  him  not  that  Favour. 

Eur.  When  he's  dead. 
Where  fhall  I  find  his  Equal! 

Cre.  Every  where. 
Fine  empty  things,  like  him. 
The  Court  fwarms  with  'em. 
Fine  fighting  things  j  in  Camps  they  are  fo  common, 
Crows  feed  on  nothing  elfe:  plenty  of  Fools  j 
A  glut  of  'em  in  Thebes. 

And  Fortune  flill  takes  care  they  fliou'd  be  feen: 
She  places  'cm  aloft,  o'th'  topmoft  Spoke 
Of  all  her  V/heel :  Fools  are  the  daily  Work 
Of  Nature ;  her  Vocation ;  if  (he  form 
A  Man,  fhe  lofes  by't,  'tis  too  expenlive ; 
'Twou'd  make  ten  Fools :  A  Man's  a  Prodigy. 

E«r.  That  is  a  Creon :  O  thou  black  Detra(aor, 
Who  fpitt'ft  thy  Venom  againft  Gods  and  Men! 
Thou  Enemy  of  Eyes : 

Thou  who  lov'ft  nothing  but  what  nothing  loves. 
And  that's  thy  felt:  who  haft  conlpir'd  agamft 
My  Life  and  Fame,  to  make  me  loath'd  by  ail ; 
And  only  fit  for  thee. 

But  for  Adrdfius  Death,  good  Gods,  his  Death! 
what  Curfe  fhall  I  invent  ? 

Bioc,  No  more :  he's  here. 

Bur.  He  (hall  be  ever  here. 
He  who  wou'd  give  his  Life  j  give  up  kis  Fame— 

Enter  Adraftus. 
If  all  the  Excellence  of  Woman-kir.d 

Were  mine; No,  'tis  too  little  all  for  him: 

Were  I  made  up  of  endlefs,  cndlefs  Joys. 


Adr. 


OE  D  I  p  u  s.  409 

Adr.  And  fo  thou  art : 
The  Man  who  loves  like  me,' 
Wou'd  think  cv'n  Infamy,  the  wotA:  of  Ills, 
"Were  cheaply  purchased,  were  thy  Love  the  Price : 
Uncrown 'd,  a  Captive,  nothing  left,  but  Honour  j 
'Tis  the  laft  thing  a  Prince  fhou'd  throw  away; 
But  when  the  Storm  grows  loud,  and  threatens  Love, 
Throw  cv'n  that  over-board,  for  Love's  the  Jewel  j 
And  lafl:  it  muft  be  kept. 

Cre.  t»  Bloc.  Work  him  be  furc 
To  Rage,  he's  paflionatej 
Make  him  th'  Aggreflbr. 

Bioc.  O  falfe  Love;  falfe  Honour. 

Cre.  Diffembled  both,  and  falfe! 

AJr.  Dar'ft  thou  fay  this  to  me! 

Cre.  To  you !  why  what  are  you,  that  I  fliould  fear  vou  ? 
I  am  not  Lajtts:  Hear  me,  Prince  of  .^rgos. 
You  give  what's  nothing,  when  you  give  your  Honour ; 
'Tis  gone;  'tis  loft  in  Battle.    For  your  Love, 
Vows  made  in  Wine  are  not  Co  falfe  as  that : 
You  kill'd  her  Father ;  you  confeis'd  you  did : 
A  mighty  Argument  to  prove  your  Paflion  to  the  Dauffhter. 

Adr.  {Afiile.']  Gods,  muft  I  bear  this  Brand,  and  not  ictoit 
The  lye  to  his  foul  Throat! 

Dice.  Bafely  you  kill'd  him. 

Adr.  [Ajide.]  O,  I  burn  inward :  my  Blood's  all  o'firc. 
Alcides,  when  the  poiibn'd  Shirt  fite  clofcft. 
Had  but  an  Ague  fit  to  this  my  Feaver. 
Yet,  for  Enrydice,  ev'n  this  I'll  fuffer, 
To  free  my  Love. Well  then,  I  kill'd  him  bafely. 

Cre.  Fairly,  I'm  fure,  you  cou'd  not. 

Dioc.  Nor  alone. 

Cre.  You  had  your  fellow-Thieves  about  you,  Prince  • 
They  conquer'd,  and  you  kill'd.  ' 

Adr.  [A/i'de.']  Down  Iwelling  Heart! 
'Tis  for  thy  Princefs  all. — O  my  Eury..ice! [To  Ler. 

Eur.  to  him.  Reproach  not  thus  the  wcaknefs  of  my  60  ,  ' 
As  if  I  cou'd  not  bear  a  ftiameful  Death, 
Rather  than  fee  you  burdcn'd  with  a  Ci  mc 

Vol.  IV.  S  Of 
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Of  which  I  know  you  ftce. 
Cre.  You  do  ill,  Madam, 
To  let  your  head-long  Lave  triumph  o'er  Nature: 
Dare  you  defend  your  Father's  Murderer? 
Eur.  You  know  he  kill'd  him  not. 
Cre.  Let  him  iay  fo. 
Dioc.  Sec  he  ftands  mute. 

Cre.  O  pow'r  of  Conlcience,  ev'n  in  wicked  Men? 
It  works,  it  flings,  it  will  not  let  him  utter 
One  Syllable,  one  No  to  clear  himlelf 
From  the  moft  bafe,  detefled,  horrid  A<3: 
That  e'er  cou'd  ftain  a  Villain,  not  a  Prince. 
Mr.  Ha!  Villajnl- 

Dioc.  Eccho  to  him  Groves :  cry  Villain. 
yidr.  Let  me  conlider !  did  I  murther  L/ijus, 
Thus  like  a  Villain  ? 

Cre.  Beil  revoke  your  Words  j 
^And  lay  you  kill'd  him  not. 
'  -^jiilr.  Not  hke  a  Villain i  prithee  change  me  that 
For  any  other  Lye. 

Diec.  No,  Villain,  Villain.. 

Cre.  Yoa  kiil'd  him  not !  proclaim  your  Innoceace« 
Accufe  the  Princefs :  So  I  knew  'twou'd  be. 

Mr.  I  thank  thee,  thou  inllrua'ft  mc: 
No  matter  how  I  kill'd  him. 
Cre.  \^Ajide^  Cooi'd  again. 

Z«r.  Tiiou,whoufurp'il  thefacrcd  nameof  Confcicnce) 
Did  not  thy  own  declare  him  innocent ; 
To  me  declare  him  fo  ?  The  King  fhall  know  it. 
Cre.  You  will  not  be  believ'd,  for  Tii  forfwear  it. 
lur.  What's  now  thyConiacnce? 
Oe.'Tis  my  Slave,  my  Drudge,  my  fupple  Glove, 
My  upper  Garment,  to  put  on,  throw  otf. 
As  I  think  belt :  'Tis  my  obedient  Confcicnce. 
^.dr.  Infamous  Wietch! 

Cre.  My  Goafciencc  fnall  not  do  me  the  ill  Office 
To  lave  a  Rival's  Life  j  when  thou  art  dead, 
(As  dead  thou  (halt  be,  or  be  yet  mere  baie 
Than  thou  think'ft  mc. 

By 
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By  forfeiting  her  Life,  to  fave  thy  own. ) 

Know  this,  and  let  it  grate  thy  very  Soul, 
She  fhall  be  mine :  ( (he  is,  if  Vows  were  binding; ; ) 
Mark  roe,  the  Fruit  of  all  thy  Faith  and  PaflTion, 
Ev'n  of  thy  foolifli  Death,  fliall  all  be  mine. 

Adr.  Thine,  lay'fl:  thou,   Monfter-i 
Shall  my  Love  be  thine? 
O,  I  can  bear  no  more ! 
Thy  cunning  Engines  have  with  labour  rais'J 
My  heavy  Anger,  like  a  mighty  Weight, 
To  fall  and  padi  thee  dead. 

See  here  thy  Nuptials;  fee,  thou  rafh  Ixien,  [Dretws. 

Thy  promis'd  Juno  vanifh'd  in  a  Cloud; 
And  in  her  Room  avenging  Thunder  rowls 
Toblaft  thee  thus, Come  both, [Both  Draw. 

Cre.  'Tis  what  I  wifli'd ! 
Now  fee  whofc  Arm  can  ianch  the  furer  Bolt, 
And  who's  the  better  Jove ! t%^^' 

Eur.  Help;  Murther,  help! 
"Enter  Hazmon  and  Guardst  run  betwixt  them  and  beat  donum 
their  Swords. 

HAm.  Hold  i  hold  your  impicus  Hands :  I  think  the  Furies, 
To  whom  this  "Grove  is  hallow'd,  have  infpir'd  you  \.  ' 
Now,  by  my  Soul,  the  holieft  Earth  of  Thebes 
You  have  profan'd  with  War.    Nor  Tree,  nor  Plant 
Grows  here,  but  what  is  fed  with  Maeick  Juice, 
All  full  of  humane  Souls;  that  ckave  tneir  Barks 
To  dance  at  Midnight  by  the  Moon's  pale  Beams : 
At  leaft  two  hundred  Years  thefe  reverend  Shades 
Have  known  no  Blo«d,  but  of  black  Sheep  and  Oxen, 
"Shed  by  the  Prieft's  own  Hand  to  I'roferpine. 

Adr.  Forgive  a  Stranger's  Ignorance:  Ik&ew4tot 
The  Honours  of  the  Place. 

llAm.  Thou,  Creon,  didft. 
Not  Oedipus,  were  all  his  Foes  here  lodg'd, 
Durft  violate  the  Religion  of  thefe  Groves, 
To  touch  one  fingle  Hair :  but  niuft,  unarni'd, 
Parle  as  in  Truce,  or  lurliiy  avoid 
What  moft  he  long'd  to  kill.    » 

S  *  Cre: 
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Cre.  I  drew  not  firftj 
But  in  my  own  Defence. 

^dr.  I  was  provok'd 
Beyond  Man's  Patience :  all  Reproach  cou'd  urge 
Was  us'd  to  kindle  one  not  apt  to  bear. 

H*m.  'Tis  Oedipus,  not  I,  muft  judge  this  Adl: 
Lord  Creon,  you  and  Diocles  retire : 
Tirefas,  and  the  Brother-hood  of  Priefts, 
Approach  the  Place:  None  attheie  Rites  afllft. 
But  you  th'  accus'd,  who  by  the  Mouth  of  Lajns 
Muft  be  abfolv'd  or  doom'd. 

^dr.  I  bear  my  Fortune. 

Eur.  And  I  provoke  my  Tryal. 

H^im.  'Tis  at  Hand. 
For  fee  the  Prophet  comes  with  Vervin  crown'd. 
The  Priefts  with  Yeugh,  a  venerable  Bandj 
Wc  leave  you  to  the  Gods. 

[Ex.  Haemon  with  Creon  mJ  Diocles. 
JE/aerTuefus,  led  by  Manco:  The  Triejls  folhv ;  all  clmhed 
in  long  black  Habits. 

Ttr.  Approach,  ye  Lovers  j  ^ 

I'11-fated  Pair !  whom,  feeing  not,  I  know : 
This  Day  your  kindly  Stars  in  Heav'n  were  joia'd.* 
When  lo,  an  envious  Planet  interpos'd, 
And  threaten'd  both  with  Death :  I  fear,  I  fear. 

Eur.  Is  there  no  God  fo  much  a  Friend  to  Love, 
Who  can  controul  the  Malice  of  our  Fate? 
Are  they  all  deaf?  or  have  the  Giants  Heav'n? 

Tir.  The  Gods  are  juft. 

But  how  can  Finite  meafure  Infinite  ? 

Reafon !  alas,  it  docs  not  know  it  felf ! 

Yet  Man,  vain  Man,  wou'd  with  this  (hort-lin'd  Plummet, 

Fathom  the  vaft  Abyfs  of  heav'nly  Juftice. 

Whatever  is,  is  in  its  Caufes  juft; 

Since  all  things  are  by  Fate.    But  purblin'd  Man 

Sees  but  a  part  o'th'  Chain ;  the  neareft  Links  j 

His  Eyes  not  carrying  to  that  equal  Beam 

That  poifes  all  above. 

JE«r.  Then  we  muft  ^el 

Tir. 
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Ttr.  The  Danger's  imminent  this  Day. 
Mr.  Why  th.n  there's  one  Day  lefs  for  humane  Ills : 
And  who  wou'd  moan  himfclf,  for  fuffering  that, 
"Which  in  a  Day  mufl:  pafs?  fomething,  or  nothing  — 
I  fhall  be  what  I  was  again,  before        ,        .,  ^.         ... 

I  VJZS  Mrajius; '        -     ,'    Koi>io  bV  I 

Pcnuriotis  Heav'n,  can'ft  thou  ViOt,  add  a-  Highfc 
To  our  one  Dayj  give  me  a  Nighf  with  her. 
And  I'll  give  all  the  reft. 

Tir.  She  broke  her  Vow 
Firft  made  to  Creon:  but  the  time  calls  on; 
And  Lajus  Death  muft  now  be  made  more  plain. 
How  loth  I  am  to  have  recourfe  to  Rites 
So  full  of  Horrour,  that  I  once  rejoice 
I  want  the  ufe  of  Sight. 
I  Pr.  The  Ceremonies  ftay. 
Tir.  Chufe  the  darkeft  part  o'th'  Grove; 
Such  as  Ghofts  at  Noon-day  love. 
Dig  a  Trench,  and  dig  it  nigh 
Where  the  Bones  of  L^jus  lye. 
Altars  rais'd  of  Turf  or  Stone, 
Will  th'  Infernal  Pow'rs  have  none. 
Anfwer  me,  if  this  be  done  ? 
All  Pr.  'Tis  done. 
Tir.  Is  the  Sacrifice  made  fit  ? 
Draw  her  backward  to  the  Pit : 
Draw  the  barren  Heyfer  back  j 
Barren  let  her  be,  and  black. 
Cut  the  curled  Hair  that  grows 
Full  betwixt  her  Horns  and  Brows : 
And  turn  your  Faces  from  the  Sun: 
Anfwer  me,  if  this  be  done  ? 
All  Pr.  'Tis  done. 

Tir.  Pour  in  Blood,  and  Blood  like  Wins, 
To  Mother  Earth  and  Proferpine: 
Mingle  Milk  into  the  Stream  5 
Feaft  the  Ghofts  that  love  the  Steam  j 
Snatch  a  Brand  from  Funeral  Pilej 
Tofs  it  in  to  make  'em  boilj 
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And  turn  yonr  Faces  from  the  Sunj 
Anfwcr  me,  if  all  be  done  ? 

yill  Pr.  All  is  done. 

[Peal  of  Thunder  i  anJFlaJhes  ofLighntmg;  then  Gromrig 
bt  'ow  the  Stage. 

Man.  O,  what  Laments  are  thofe  ? 

r/>,The  Groans  of  Ghofts,that  cleave  the  Earth  with  Pain," 
And  heave  it  up ;  they  pant  and  ftick  half  way. 

[TheStagt  wholly  iarktrii, 

Man.  And  now  a  fuddcn  Darknefs  covers  all, 
True  genuine  Night:  Night  added  to  the  Groves | 
The  Fogs  are  blown  full  in  the  Face  of  Heav*in. 

Tir.  Am  I  but  half  obey'd:  Infernal  Gods, 
Muil  you  have  Mufick  too  ?  then  tune  your  Voices.^ 
Ar.d  let  *em  have  fuch  Sounds  as  Hell  ne'er  heard 
Since  Orpheus  brib'd  the  Shades, 

Mti/kkfrfi.    Thm  Siitg, 

I .  UtAr,  ye  fallen  Pow'rs  belov : 

Hear,  ye  Tasken  of  the  Dead. 
X.  You  that  boiling  CauUrons  blow,  *  ^; 

Ton  that  fcum  the  molten  Lead. 
5.  ICou  that  pinch  with  Red-hot  Tongs; 

1 .  Tou  that  drive  the  trembling  Hofls 

of  poor,  poor  Ghojls, 
PVith your  Jharpen'd  Prongs; 

2.  Tou  that  thrufl  'em  off  the  Brim  j 

3 .  Tou  that  plunge  'em  when  theyfwim: 
1.  Till  they  drown; 

Till  they  go 
On  a  row 
Down,  down,  down 

Ten  tho.'.'fand,  thmfand,  thoufand  Fathoms  Uw. 
Chorus.  Till  they  drown,  8cc. 
I .  Muftck  for  a  while 
Shmyour  Cares  beguile: 
WcmJring  how  wur  Pains  were  eas^dy 
a.  ^nd  difdaining  to  be  pleas' di 
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^,  Till  A]e^o  free  the  dead 

From  their  eternal  Bands ; 
Till  the  Snakes  drop  from  her  Head, 
And  Whip  from  out  her  Ha.>ids. 
I .  Come  away 
Do  not  (lay. 
But  obey 
While  we  flay. 

For  Hell's  broke  up,  and  Ghofls  have  Holy-day. 
Chonis.  Come  av-ay,  &c. 

[A  flail  of  Lightning:   Tlie  Stage  is  made  bright ; 
an.^.  the  Gho^s  arc  Sen  paffing  betwixt  the  Trees, 
I.  Lajus!  2.  Lajus!  5.  Lajus! 
I .  Hear  I  1.  Hear  !  3 .  Hear  ! 
Tir.  Hear  and  appear.  , 

By  the  Fates  that  fpm  thy  Thread; 
Cho.  ff'^hich  are  three,  ^ 

Tir.  By  the  Furies  fierce,  and  dread  I 
Cho.  Which  are  three, 
Tir.  By  the  fudges  of  the  dead! 
Cho.  Which  are  three. 
Three  times  tltree! 
Tir.  By  Hell's  blue  Flame : 

By  the  Stygian  Lake:  i 

A7id  by  Demogorgon'f  Namej 

At  which  Ghojis  quake. 
Hear  and  appear. 
[The  Ghofl:  of  Lajus  rifes  arm'd   in  his  Chariot  aS  ht 
was  (lain.     Arid  behind  his  Chariot,  fit  the  three 
who  were  murder'd  with  him. 

Choft  of  Lajus.  Why  haft  thou  drawn  me  from  my  Pains 
To  fuffer  worfe  above;  to  fee  the  Day,  [below. 

And  Thebes  more  hated  ?  Hell  is  Heav'n  to  Thebes. 
For  Pity  fend  me  back,  where  I  may  hide. 
In  willing  Night,  this  ignominious  Head  : 
In  Hell  I  fhun  the  publick  Scorn  j  and  then 
They  hunt  me  for  their  Sport,  and  hoot  me  as  I  fly : 
Behold  ev'n  now  they  grin  at  my  gor'd  fide, 
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And  chatter  at  my  Wounds. 

Tir.  I  pity  thee : 
Tel!  but  why  Theies  is  for  thy  Death  accurft. 
And  I'll  unbind  the  Charm. 

Ghojl.  O  Tpare  my  Shame. 

Tir.  Are  thefe  two  Innocent  ? 

Ghofi.  Of  my  Death  they  are. 
But  he  who  holds  my  Crown,  Oh,  muft  I  Ipeak! 
Was  doomed  to  do  what  Nature  moft  abhors. 
The  Gods  forefaw  it ;  and  forbad  his  Being, 
Before  he  yet  was  born.    I  broke  their  Laws, 
And  eloath'd  with  Flefh  his  pre-exifting  Soul. 
Some  kinder  Pow'r,  too  weak  for  Deftiny. 
Took  pity,  and  indu'd  his  new  form'd  Mafs 
With  Temperance,  Jufticc,  Prudence,  Fortitude, 
And  every  Kingly  Virtue:  But  in  vain. 
For  Fate,  that  lent  him  hood-winkt  to  the  World, 
Perform'd  its  work  by  his  miftaking  Hands. 
Ask'ft  thou  who  murder'd  me?  'twas  Oe<Upus: 
Who  ftains  my  Bed  with  Inceft?  Oedipus: 
For  whom  then  are  you  curft,  but  Oedifus ! 
He  comes i  the  Parricide:  I  cannot  bear  him: 
My  Wounds  ake  at  him :  Oh  his  murd'rous  Brcatli 
Venoms  my  airy  Subftance!  hence  with  him, 
•  Banilh  him-  fweep  him  out;  the  Plague  he  bears 
Will  blaft  your  Fields,  and  mark  his  Way  with  Ruin.' 
From  Theies,  my  Throne,  my  Bed,  let  him  be  driv'n } 
Do  you  forbid  him  Earth,  and  I'll  forbid  him  Heav'n. 

[Ghcjl  defcends. 
EKter  Oedipus,  Creon,  Haemon,  (^c. 

Oedip.  What's  this!  methought  feme  peftilential  Blaft 
.Struck  me  juft  entring  ;  and  fomc  unfeen  Hand 
Struggled  to  pufh  me  backward !  tell  me  why 
My  Hair  ftands  briflling  up,  why  my  Flefli  trembles ! 
You  flare  at  me!  then  Hell  has  been  among  ye. 
And  feme  lag  Fiend  yet  lingers  in  the  Grove. 
Ttr.  V/liat  Om-en  law'ft  ttou  entring? 
Oedip.  A  young  Stork, 
That  bore  his  aged  Parent  on  his  Backi  ' 
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Till  weary  with  the  weight,  ftic  fhook  him  off. 
And  peck'd  out  both  his  Eyes. 
Mr.  Oh,  Oedipus! 
Eur.  Oh,  wretched  Oedipus! 
Tir.  O!  Fatal  King! 

Oedip.  What  mean  thcfe  Exclarnations  on  my  Name  ? 
I  thank  the  Gods,  no  fecret  Thoughts  reproach  mc: 
No :  I  dare  challenge  Heav'n  to  turn  me  outward. 
And  fliake  my  Soul  quite  empty  in  your  Sight. 
Then  wonder  not  that  I  can  bear  unmov'd 
Thefe  fix'd  Regards,  and  filent  Threats  of  Eycs^: 
A  generous  Fierccncft  dwells  with  Innocence  > 
And  cQnfdous  Virtue  is  allow'd  fome  Pride. 
Tir.  Thou  know'ft  not  what  thou  fay'ft. 
Oedip.  What  mutters  he!  tell  me,  Eurydice: 
Thou  fliak'ft :  Thy  Soul's  a  Woman.    Speak,  Adrafiusy 
And  boldly  as  thou  met'ft  my  Arms  in  fight ; 
Dar'ft  thou  not  ipeak  ?  why  then  'tis  bad  indeed: 
Tirefias,  thee  I  fummon  by  thy  Priefthood,  ♦ 

Tell  me  what  News  from  Hell;  Where  Lnjus  points. 
And  who's  the  guilty  Head ! 
Tir.  Let  me  not  anfwer. 
Oe^.  Be  dumb  then,  and  betray  thy  native  Soil 
To  farther  Plagues. 
Tir.  I  dare  not  name  him  to  thee. 
Oedip.  Dar'ft  thou  converfe  with  Hell,  and  canft  thou  fear 
An  human  Name ! 

Tir.  Urge  mc  no  more  to  tell  a  thing,  which  known  ■ 
Would  make  thee  more  unhappy :  'Twill  be  found, 
Tho'  I  am  filent. 

Oedip.  Old  and  obftinate!  Then  thou  thy  fclf 
Art  Author  or  Accomplice  of  this  Murther, 
And  fhun'ft  the  Juftice,  which  by  publick  Baa 
Thou  haft  incurr'd. 

Tir.  O,  if  the  Guilt  were  mine 
It  were  not  half  fo  great:  Know  wretched  Man, 
Thou  only,  thou  art  guilty  j  thy  awn  Curlc 
Falls  heavy  on  thy  felF, 
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•  bedip.  Speak  this  again : 
But  fpcak  it  to  the  Winds  when  they  are  lou4eft : 
Or  to  the  raging  Seas,  they'll  hear  as  foon, 
And  fboner  will  believe. 

37r.  Then  hear  me  Heay'n, 
For  blufliing  thou  haft  feen  it :  Hear  me  Earth, 
V'ho.re  hollow  Womb  could  not  contain  this  Murder^, 
But  fen,t  it  back  to  Light :  And  thou  Hell,  hear  me, 
Whofe  own  black  Sealhas  'firm'd  this  horrid  Truth, 
Oedipus  murther'd  Lajus. 

Oedif.  Rot  the  Tongue, 
And  blafted  be  the  Mouth  that  ipoke  that  Lie. 
Thou  blind  of  Sight,  but  thou  more  blind  of  Soul. 

Tir.  Thy  Parents  thought  not  fo. 

Otd'tp.  Who  were  my  Parents? 

Hr.  Thou  fhalt  know  too  foon. 

Oedip.  Why  feek  I  Truth  from  thee? 
The  Smiles  of  Courtiers,  arid  the  Hark>ts  Tears, 
The  TlWefman's  Oaths,  and  Mourning  of  an  Heir, 
Are  Truths  to  what  Priefts  tell. 
O  why  has  Prieft-hood  Privilcdge  to  lye. 
And  yet  t»  be  believ'd! thy  Age  prote£is  thee— — 

Ttr,  Thou  canft  not  kill  me 5  'tis  not  in  thy  Fate,) 
'And  'twas  to  kill  thy  Father;  wed  thy  Mother  j 
And  beget  Sons,  thy  Brothers. 

Oedip.  Riddks,  Riddles! 

Tir.  Thou  art  thy  felf  a  Riddle ;  a  pe-pkxt 
Obfcure  Mnigma,  which  when  thou  unty'ft. 
Thou  Ihalt  be  found  and  loft. 

Oedip.  Impoflible! 
^drajtus,  fpcak,  and  as  thou  art  a  King, 
,Whofe  Royal  Word  is  faacd,  clear  my  Fame.' 

Mr.  Wou'd  I  cou'd! 

Oedip.  Ha,  wilt  thou  not:  Can  that  Tkbt'um  Vice 
Of  Lying  Mount  to  Kings!  can  they  be  tainted! 
Then  Truth  is  loft  on  Eaith. 

Cn.  The  Cheat's  too  grofs : 
AdraflHs  is  his  Oracle,  and  he, 
The  pious  Juggler,  Wx  Adrafini  Crgau. 

Otdip] 
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OeM^.  'Tis  plain,  the  Prieft'sfaborn'd  to  ffCCttePris'nc^- 

Crt.  And  turn  the  Guilt  on  you.         ;  <  .  ii 

Oedip.  O,  honeft  Creoa,  how  hafb  thou  been  L.Iy'd^ 

Eur.  Hear  me. 

Cre.  She's  brib'd  to  fave  her  Lover's  Lite. 

Mr.  If,  OeJipHs,  thou  think'ft 

Cre.  Hear  him  not  fpeak. 

yidr.  Then  hear  thefc  holy  Men. 

Cre.  Prieits,  Priefts  all  brib'd,  allPriefts.' 

Oidip.  Adraftus  I  have  found  thee : 
The  Malice  of  a  vanq»ifh'd  Man  lias  feiz'd  thee; 

Mr.  If  Envy  and  not  Truth — \ 

Oedip.  I'll  hear  no  more:  Away  with  hinl. 

[Harmon  takes  htm  offly  frrce ;  Creon  ani^  £urydlec' 
folloTo. 

lb  Ur.]  Why  fland'ft  thou  here,  Impoftor ! 
So  old,  and  yet  fo  wicked  —  Lie  for  Gain; 
And  Gain  fo  fliort  as  Age  can  promiie  thee ! 

Tir.  So  fhort  a  time  as  I  have  yet  to  live 
Exceeds  thy  pointed  Hour;  Remember  Lajus: 
No  more;  if  e'er  we  meet  again,  'twill  be 
In  mutual  Darkrefs ;  we  fhaU  feel  before  us 
To  reach  each  other's  Hand ;  remember  Lajuf. 

[Ex.  Tirefias :  Friejis  follmi 
OEdipus  Jblus. 

Remember  Lajus  I  that's  the  Burden  flill : 
Murther  and  Inceft !  but  to  hear  'em  nam'd 
My  Soul  ftarts  in  me :  The  good  Sentinel 
Stands  to  her  Weapons;  takes  the  firft  Alarm 

To  Guard  me  from  iiich  Crimes Did  I  kill  Lajm  ? 

Then  I  walk'd  fleeping,  in  fome  frightful  Drtami 
My  Soul  thea  ftole  my  Body  out  by  Night ; 
And  brought  me  back  to  Bed  e'er  Morning- wake. 
It  cannot  be  cv'n  this  remoteft  Way, 
But  fome  dark  hint  would  juftlc  forward  now. 
And  goad  my  Memory— —Oh  my  Jocalin ! 
Enter  Jocafta. 

Joe.  Why  arc  you  thus  dillurb'd  ? 

©frf/jf>.  Why^  would'ft  thou.tiiiok  it  ? 
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No  lefs  than  Murder. 

Joe.  Murder!  what  of  Murder? 

Oedi^.  Is  Murder  then  no  more  ?  add  Parricide, 
/,nd  Inceftj  bear  not  thefe  a  frightful  Sound? 

Joe.  Alas! 

Oedi^.  How  poor  a  Pity  is  Alas 
For  two  fuch  Crimes!— —was  L»\m  us'd  to  ie? 

Joe.  Oh  no :  The  moft  fincere,  plain,  honcft  Man  — — 
One  who  abhorr'd  a  Lie. 

Oidi^.  Then  he  has  got  that  Quality  in  Hell. 

He  charges  me but  why  accufe  I  him? 

I  did  not  hear  him  fpeak  it :  They  aocuie  mcj 
The  Prieft,  Mraftus  and  Eurydice, 

Of  murdering  Lfijui Tell  me,  while  I  think  on*t. 

Has  old  Tirepas  praftis'd  long  this  Trade  ? 

Joe.  What  Trade  ? 

Oedi^.  Why,  this  foretelling  Trade? 

Joe.  For  many  Years. 

Oedif.  Has  he  before  this  Day  accused  mc  ? 

Joe.  Never. 

Oe^/f.  Have  you  c're  thisinquir'd,  who  did  thjsMurdw  ? 

Joe.  Often ;  but  ftill  in  vain. 

Oedlp.  I  am  fatisfy'd. 
Then  'tis  an  Infant-lie ;  but  one  Day  old. 
The  Oracle  takes  place  before  the  Prieft ; 
The  Blood  oi  Lajus  was  to  murder  Lajus: 
I'm  not  of  Laj/ts's  Blood. 

Joe.  Ev'n  Oracles 
Are  always  doubtful,  and  are  often  forg'd: 
Liljvt  had  one,  which  never  was  fulfili'd, 
Nor  ever  can  be  now! 

Oedip.  And  what  foretold  it  ? 

Joe.  That  he  fhould  have  a  Son  by  mc,  fore-doom'd 
The  Murderer  of  his  Father :  True  indeed, 
A  Son  was  born ;  but,  to  prevent  that  Crime, 
The  wretched  Infant  of  a  guilty  Fate, 
Bor'd  through  his  untry'd  Feet,  and  bound  with  Cords, 
On  a  bleak  Mountain,  naked  was  expos'd : 
The  Kirg  hirafclf  liy'd  many,  many  Years, 

And 
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And  found  a  different  Fate;  by  Robbers  milrder'd, 
Where  three  Ways  meet  -.  Yet  thcfe  arc  Oraclesj 
And  this  the  Faith  we  owe  'em, 

Oedip.  Sayft  thou.  Woman  ? 
By  Heav'n  thou  haft  awaken'd  fomcwhat  in  me. 
That  (hakes  my  very  Soul ! 

Joe.  What,  new  Difturbance !  [faid'ftit!) 

Oedip.  Methought  thou  faid'ft (or  do  I  dream  thou 

This  Murder  was  on  Lajus  Perfon  done. 
Where  three  Ways  meet? 

Joe.  So  common  Fame  reports. 

Oedip.  Would  it  had  ly'd. 

yoc.  Why,  good  my  Lord? 

Oedip.  No  Queftions: 
'Tis  bufie  time  with  me;  difpatch  mine  firflj 
Say  where,  where  was  it  done ! 

^oc.  Mean  you  the  Murder  ? 

Oedip. Coxild' A  thou  not  anfwer  without  naming  Murder  f 

Joe.  They  fay  in  fhocide ;  on  the  Verge  that  parts  it 
From  Daulia,  and  from  Delphos. 

Oedip.  So !  How  long!  when  happen'd  this! 

Joe.  Some  little  time  before  you  came  to  Thebet. 

Oedip.  What  will  the  Gods  do  with  me  \ 

Joe.  What  means  that  Thought? 

Oedip.  Something ;  But  'tis  not  yet  your  Turn  to  ask» , 
How  old  was  Lajus,  what  his  Shape,  nis  Stature,         ",   ' 
His  Aftion,  and  hisMeen?  quick,  quick,  your  Anfwer— ^J 

Joe.  Big  made  he  was,  and  tall:  His  Port  was  fiercCj 
Ereft  his  Countenance:  Manly  Majefty 
Sate  in  his  Front,  and  darted  from  his  Eyes, 
Commanding  all  he  viewed:  His  Hair  juft  grizlcd. 
As  in  a  green  old  Age :  Bate  but  his  Years, 
You  are  his  Pifture.  [Pidlure  ? 

Oedip.  l^/ide.']  Pray  Heav'n  he  drew  me  not!  am  I  his 

Joe.  So  I  have  often  told  you. 

Oedip.  True,  you  have; 
Add  that  to  the  reft :  How  was  the  King 
Attended  when  he  travell'd? 

Jcc.  By  four  Servants: 

He 


412^  OE  D  I  P  u  s. 

He  went  out  privateljr. 

OeJip.  Well  counted  ftill: 
One  fcap'd  I  hear ;  what  fince  became  of  him  ? 

yoc.  When  he  beheld  you  firft,  as  King  in  2Tbt^«, 
He  kneel'd,  and  trembling  beg'd  I  wou'd  diftniis  him ; 
He  had  my  Leave;  and  now  he  lives  rctir'd. 

Oedif,  This  Man  mull  be  produc'dj  he  muft,  Jocafia. 

Joe.  He  {hall yet  have  I  leave  to  ask  you  why  ? 

Oed'tp.  Yes,  you  ftiallknow:  For  where ihould  I  repofc- 
The  Anguifli  of  my  Soul,  but  in  your  Breaft! 
I  need  not  tell  you  Corinth  claims  my  Birthj. 
My  Parents,  Tolybus  and  Merope, 
Two  Royal  Names;  their  only  Child  am  I. 
It  happen'd  once ;  'twas  at  a  Bridal  Feaft, 
One  warm  with  Wine,  told  me  I  was  a  Foundlings 
Not  the  King's  Son ;  I  ftung  with  this  Reproach, 
Struck  him:  My  Father  heard  of  it:  The  Man 
y/as  made  ask  Pardon;  and  the  Bufinefe  hufh'd, 

^oc.  'Twas  fomewhat  odd. 

Oetiip.  And  ftrangcly  it  perplext  me. 
1  ftole  away  to  Defphos,  and  implor'd 
The  God,  to  tell  my  certain  Parentage. 

He  bade  me  feek  no  farther: 'Twas  my  Fate 

To  kill  my  Father,  and  pollute  his  Bed, 
By  marrying  her  who  bore  me. 

yoc.  Vain,  vain  Oracles! 

Oedip.  But  yet  they  frighted  me; 
I  leokt  on  Corinth  as  a  Place  accurft, 
Refolv'd  my  Deftiny  Ihould  wait  in  vain ;. 
And  never  catch  me  there. 

Joe.  Too  nice  a  Fe^. 

OeJIp.  Sufpend  your  Thoughts';  andflatternottoo  fixmi 
Tuft  in  the  Place  you  nam'd,  where  three  Ways  meet, 
iknd  near  that  time,  five  Perlbns  I  encounter'd; 
One  was  too  like,  (Heav'n  grant  it  prove  not  him) 
Whom  you  defcribe  for  L.ijus :  Infolcnt 
And  fierce  they  were,  as  Men  who  liv'd  on  Spoil. 
I  judg'd  'em  Robbers,  and  by  Force  repell'd 
The  Force  they  us'd:  In  Ihort,  feur  Men  Lllcw: 

The 
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The  fifth  upon  his  Knees  demanding  Life, 

My  Mercy,  gave  it Bring  me  Comfort  now. 

If  I  flew  Lojus,  what  can  be  more  wretched ! 
From  Iheief  and  you  my  Curfe  has  banilh'd  me; 
From  Corinth  V Site, 

Joe.  Perplex  not  thus  your  Mind ; 
My  Husband  fell  by  Multitudes  oppreft. 
So  Vhorbas  faid :  This  Band  you  chanc'd  to  meet; 
And  murder'd  not  my  Lnjus,  but  reveng'd  him. 

OeSp.  There's  all  my  Hope:  Let  Thorbds  tell  me  this^^. 
And  I  fhall  live  again——— 
To  you,  good  Gods,  I  make  my  laft  Appeal; 
Or  clear  my  Virtue,  or  my  Crime  reveal; 
If  wandring  in  the  maze  of  Fate  I  run, 
And  backward  trod  the  Paths  I  fought  to  fhun. 
Impute  my  Errors  to  your  own  Decree ; 
My  Hands  are  Guilty,  but  my  Heart  is  free.     [lEx.  Amb. 


ACT    IV.    SCENE    I. 

Enter  Pyracmon  and  Creon. 

Pjr.COme  Buflncfs  of  Import  that  Triumph  wears 
^  You  feem  to  go  with;  nor  is  it  hard  to  gucis 
When  you  are  pleas 'd,  by  a  malicious  Joy: 
Whofe  red  and  fiery  Beams  caft  through  your  Vifige 
A  glowing  Pleafure.    Sure  you  fmile  Revenge, 
And  I  could  fl;ladly  hear. 

Crt.  Would'ft  thou  believe ! 
This  giddy  hair-braia'd  King,  whom  old  Tirefias 
Has  Thunder-ftruck  with  heavy  Accufation, 
Tho'  confcious  of  no  inward  Guilt,  yet  fears; 
He  fears  focdfia,  fears  himfcif,  his  Shadow  j 
Uc  fears  the  Multitude;  and,  which  is  worth 

An 
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An  Age  of  Laughter,  out  of  all  Mankind, 

He  chufes  me  to  be  his  Orator : 

Swears  that  Adrafius,  and  the  lean-look'd  Prophet> 

Are  joint  Confpirators ;  and  wifh'd  me  to 

Appeafe  the  raving  Jhehms ;  which  I  fworc 

To  do. 

Vyr.  A  dangerous  Undertaking  j 
Dircftly  oppofite  to  your  own  Intereft, 

Cre.  No,  dull  Tyriumon ;  when  I  left  his  Prefence, 
With  all  the  Wings  with  which  Revenge  could  imp 
Mjr  Flight,  I  gain'd  the  midft  o'th'Cityj 
There,  ftanding  on  a  Pile  of  dead  and  dying, 
I  to  the  mad  and  fickly  Multitude, 
With  interrupting  Sobs,  cry'd  but,  O  Jheies, 
O  wretched  Thebes,  thy  King,  thy  Oedipus, 
This  barbarous  Stranger,  this  Ufurper,  Monflcr^ 
Is  by  the  Oracle,  the  wife  Tirefias, 
Proclaimed  the  Murderer  of  thy  Royal  Lajus : 
yocajia  too,  no  longer  now  my  Sifter, 
Is  found  Complottcr  in  the  horrid  Deed. 
Here  I  renounce  all  tye  of  Blood  and  Nature,  ' 
For  thee,  O  Thebes,  dear  Thebes,  poor  bleeding  Ihebesr. 
And  there  I  wept,  and  then  the  Rabble  howl'd. 
And  roar'd,  and  with  a  thoufand  antick  Mouths 
Gabbled  Revenge,  Revenge  was  all  the  Cry. 
.    Fyr.  This  cannot  fail:  I  fee  you  on  the  Throne j 
•And  Oedipus  caft  out. 

Cre.  Then  ftrait  came  on 
ylkmder,  with  a  wild  and  bellowing  Croud, 
Whom  he  had  wrought ;  I  whifper'd  him  to  joinj 
And  head  the  Forces  while  the  Heat  was  in  'em  4 
So  to  the  Palace  I  return'd,  to  meet 
The  King,  and  greet  him  with  another  Story. 
But  fee,  he  enters. 

Enter  Oedipus  and  Jocafta,  attended. 

Oedip.  Said  you  that  Fhorbas  is  return'd,  and  y^^t 
Intreats  he  may  return,  without  being  ask'd 
Of  ought  concerning  what  we  have  diicover'd  ? 
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Joe.  He  ftarted  when  I  told  him  your  Intent, 
Replying,  what  he  knew  of  that  Affair 
Would  give  no  Satisfaction  to  the  King; 
Then,  tailing  on  his  Knees,  begg'd,  as  for  Life, 
To  be  difmifs'd  from  Court :  He  trembled  too. 
As  if  convulfive  Death  had  feiz'd  upon  him. 
And  ftammer'd  in  his  abrupt  Pray'r  fb  wildly. 
That  had  he  been  the  Murderer  of  Lajus, 
Guilt  and  Diftradion  could  not  have  (hook  him  more. 

Oedip.  By  your  Defcription,  fure  as  Plagues  and  Death- 
Lay  wafte  our  Thebes,  fome  deed  that  fhuns  the  Light 
Begot  thofe  fears :  If  thou  refpedi'ft  my  Peace, 
Secure  him,  dear  Jocafta-y  for  my  Genius 
Shrinks  at  his  Name. 

Jcc.  Rather  let  him  go : 
So  my  poor  boding  Heart  would  have  it  be. 
Without  a  Reafon. 

Ocdip.  Hark,  the  Jhebans  come! 
Therefore  retire :  And,  once  more,  if  thou  lov'ft  me> 
Let  Thorbas  be  retained. 

Joe.  You  fhall,  while  I 
Have  Life,  be  ftill  obey'd : 

In  vain  you  footh  me  with  your  fbft  Indearments, 
And  fet  the  faireft  Countenance  to  view. 
Your  gloomy  Eyes,  my  Lord,  betray  a  Deadnefs 
And  inward  Languifhing:  That  Oracle 
Eats  like  a  fubtil  Worm  its  venom'd  Way, 
Preys  on  your  Heart,  and  rots  the  noble  Core, 
How-e'er  the  beauteous  Out-fide  (hews  fo  lovely. 

Oedip.  O,  thou  wilt  kill  me  with  thy  Love's  excefs! 
All,  all  is  weil  5  retire,  the  Thebms  come.  \Ex.  Joe. 

Ghoft.  Oedipus  I 

Oedip.  Ha!  again  that  Scream  of  Woe! 
Thrice  have  I  heard,  thrice  fince  the  Mornicg  dawn'd 
It  hollow'd  loud,  as  if  my  Guardian  Spirit 
Call'd  from  fome  vaulted  Manfion,  Oedipus  f 
Or  is  it  but  the  Work  of  Melancholy  ? 
When  the  Sun  fets,' Shadows,  that  ftiew'd  at  Noott 
But  fmall,  appear  moll:  bng  and  terrible  j 
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So  when  we  think  Fate  hovers  o'er  our  Head^' 
Our  Appreheofions  (hoot  beyond  all  bounds, 
TDwls,  Ravens,  Crickets  feern  the  Watch  of  Deaths 
Nature's  worfl:  Vermin  fcare  her  God-like  Sons. 
Ecchoes,  the  very  leavings  of  a  Voice, 
Grow  babling  Ghofts,  and  call  us  to  our  Graves  : 
Each  Mole-hill  Thought  fwells  to  a  huge  Olympus, 
While  we  fantaftick  Di  earners  heave  and  puff, 
And  fweat  with  an  Imagination's  weight; 
As  if,  like  Atlas,  with  thefe  mortal  Shoulders 
We  could  fuftain  the  Burden  of  the  World. 

[Creon  cotnes  forvard, 

Cre.  O,  facrcd  Sir,  my  Royal  Lord 

Oedip.  What  now  ? 
Thou  feem'ft  affrighted  at  fbme  dreadful  A£tion, 
Thy  Breath  comes  fliort,  thy  darted  Eyes  are  fixt 
On  me  for  Aid,  as  if  thou  wert  purfu'd : 
I  fent  thee  to  the  Thebam,  fpeak  thy  Wonder  j 
Fear  not,  tlws  Palace  is  a  Sandluary, 
The  Kinp-  himfelfs  thy  Guard. 

Cre.  For  me,  alas,  [yours  ! 

My  Life'?  not  worth  a  Thought,    when  weigh'd  with 
But  fly,  my  Lord,  fly  as  your  Life  is  facred, 
Your  Fate  is  precious  to  your  faithful  Creon, 
Who  therefore,  on  his  Knees,  thus  proftrate  begs 
You  wo'.ild  remove  from  Ihebes  that  vows  your  Ruin. 
When  I  but  offer'd  at  your  Innocence, 
They  gathcr'd  Stones,  and  mcnac'd  me  with  Death, 
And  drove  me  through  the  Streets,  with  Imprecations 
Againft  your  facred  Perfbn,  and  thofe  Traitors 
Which  juftify'd  your  Guilt :  Which  curs'd  Tirefias 
Told,  as  from  Heav'n,  was  caufe  of  their  Deftru(flion, 

Oedip.  Ri(e.  worthy  Creon,  hafte  and  take  our  Guard, 
Rank  'em  in  equal  Part  upon  the  Square, 
Then  open  every  Gate  of  this  our  Palace, 
And  let  the  "^orrent  in.    Hark,  it  comes.  [Shotit, 

I  hear  'em  roar :  Begon,  and  break  down  all 
The  Dams  that  would  oppofe  their  furious  Pafiage. 

[£*.  Creon  with  Guards. 
■"•-  Bmer 
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Btter  Adraflus,  his  Sword  draittn. 

Air.  Your  City 
Is  all  in  Arms,  all  bent  to  your  Deftru6lion : 
I  heard  i)ut  now,  where  I  was  clofe  confin'd, 
A  thundring  Shout,  which  made  myjaylors  vanifli. 
Cry,  Fire  the  Palace ;  where's  the  cruel  King  ? 
Yet,  by  th'  Infernal  Gods,  thofe  awful  Powrs 
Thj\t  have  accus'd  you,  which  thefe  Ears  have  heard. 
And  thefe  Eyes  feen,  I  muft  believe  you  guiltleisi 
For,  fince  I  knew  the  Royal  Oedipus, 
I  have  obfcrv'd  in  all  his  A£ts  fuch  Truth 
And  God-like  Clearnefs ;  that  to  the  laft  gufli 
Of  Blood  and  Spirits,   I'll  defend  his  Life, 
And  here  have  fworn  to  perifli  by  his  Side. 

Oed.  Be  witnefs,  Gods,  how  near  this  touches  me,! 

[Emh-acing  hittC 
O  what,  what  Recompence  can  Glory  make  ? 

-ri/r.  Defend  your  Innocence,  fpeak  like  your  fclf*, 
And  awe  the  Rebels  with  your  dauntlefs  Virtue. 
But,  havk !  the  Storm  comes  nearer. 

OeJip.  Let  it  come. 
The  force  of  Maje.fty  is  never  known 
But  in  agcneral  Wrack :  Then  then  is  feen 
The  Difference  'twi;;t  a  ThreOiold  and  a  Throne. 

E?uer  Creon,  Pyracmon,  AJcander,  TireBas,  ThebansJ 

^Ic.  Where,  where  s  this  cruel  King?  Thebans,  behold 
There  ftands  your  Plag'je,  the  Ruia,  Defolation 

Of  this  unhappy fpeak ;  fhall  I  kill  hirn  ? 

Or  dial!  he  be  caft  out  to  Banifhment? 

All  Theb.  To  Banifhment,  away  with  him. 

Oedip.  Hence,  you  Barbarians,  to  your  flavifh  DiftancCj 
Fix  to  the  Earth  your  fordid  Looks ;  for  he 
Who  ftirs,  dares  more  than  Mad-men,  Fiends,  or  Furies. 
Who  dares  to  face  me,  by  the  Gods, -as  well 
May  brave  the  Majefty  of  Thundring  fove. 
Did  I  for  this  relieve  you  when  befieg'd 
By  this  fierce  Prince,  when  coop'd  within  your  Walls, 
And  to  the  very  brink  of  Fate  reduc'd ; 
When  lean-jaw'd  Famine  made  more  Havock  of  you. 

Than 
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Than  does  the  Plague?  But  I  rejoyce  I  know  you, 
Know  the  bafc  Stuff  that  tcmper'd  your  vile  Souk: 
The  Gods  be  prais'd,  I  needed  not  your  Empire, 
Born  to  a  greater,  nobler,  of  my  own; 
Nor  ftiall  the  Scepter  of  the  Earth  now  win  me 
To  rule  fuch  Brutes,  fo  barbarous  a  People. 

Adr.  Methinks,  my  Lord,  I  fee  a  fad  Repentance, 
A  general  Confternation  fpread  among  'em. 

Oedip.  My  Reign  is  at  an  end ;  yet  e'er  I  finifli— 
I'll  do  a  Juftice  that  becomes  a  Monarch, 
A  Monarch,  who,  i'th'  midft  of  Swords  and  Javelins, 
Dares  a<St  as  on  his  Throne  encompaft  round 
With  Nations  for  his  Guard.    Alcandery  you 
Are  nobly  born/therefore  fliall  lo  fe  your  Head :     {Seixjts  fAm. 
Here,  Hjimon,  take  him:  but  for  this,  and  this. 
Let  Cords  difpatch  'em.    Hence,  away  with  'cm. 

Ttr.  O  facred  Prince,  pardon  diftrafted  Toeies, 
Pardon  her,  if  fhe  ads  by  Heaven's  Award  j 
If  that  th'  Infernal  Spirits  have  declar'd 
The  depth  of  Fate,  and  if  our  Oi  acles 
May  fpeak,  O  do  not  too  fevcrely  deal. 
But  let  thy  wretched  Theies  at  lead  complain : 
If  thou  art  guilty,  Heav'n  will  make  it  Known; 
If  innocent,  then  let  Tkejias  dye.  [cavderi- 

Oedip.  I  take  thee  at  thy  Word.  Run.hafte,  and  fave  AU 
I  fwear  the  Prophet,  or  the  King  fhall  dye. 
Be  Witnefs,  all  you  Thebms,  of  my  Oath; 
And  Pkorbas  be  the  Umpire. 
Tir.  I  fubmit.  [Trumpets  found. 

Oedip.  What  mean  thofe  Trumpets? 

Enter  H«mon  viih  Alcander,  (^fc. 
Hdm.  From  your  Native  Country, 
Great  Sir,  the  fam'd  JEgeon  is  arriv'd. 
That  renown'd  Favourite  of  the  King  your  Father: 
He  comes  as  an  Ambaffador  from  Corinth, 
And  fwes  for  Audience. 

Oedip.  Hafte,  lUmon,  fly,  and  tell  him  that  I  bur« 
T*  embrace  him. 

Htm. 
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Udm.  The  Queen,  my  Lord,  at  prefcnt  holds  him 
In  private  Conference ;  but  bchoid  her  here. 
Enter  Jocaftaj   Eurydice,  (^c. 
Joe.  Hail,  happy  Oedipus,  happieft  of  Kings? 
Henceforth  be  bleft,  bleft  as  thou  canft  deiire. 
Sleep  without  Fears  the  blackeft  Nights  away  i 
Let  Furies  haunt  thy  Palace,  thou  Ihalt  fleep 
Secure,  thy  Slumbers  fliall  be  foft  and  gentle 
As  Infants  Dreams. 

Oedi^.  What  does  the  Soul  of  all  my  Joys  intend? 
And  whither  would  this  Rapture  ? 

Joe.  O,  I  could  rave. 
Pull  down  thofe  lying  Fanes,  and  burn  that  Vault, 
From  whence  refoundcd  thofe  falfe  Oracles, 
That  robb'd  my  Love  of  Reft:  if  we  muft  pray. 
Rear  in  the  Streets  bright  Altars  to  the  Gods, 
Let  Virgins  Hands  adorn  the  Sacrifice  j 
And  not  a  Gray-beard  forging  Prieft  eome  near. 
To  pry  into  the  Bowels  of  the  Vi£lim, 
And  with  his  Dotage  mad  the  gaping  World. 
But  fee,  the  Oracle  that  I  will  truft. 
True  as  the  Gods,  and  affable  as  Men.  ■• 

*  'Enter  ^Egeon,  Kneels. 

OeMp.  O,  to  my  Arms,  welcome,  my  dear  JEgem^ 
Ten  thoufand  welcomes,  O,  my  Fofter-Father, 
"Welcome  as  Mercy  to  a  Man  condemn'd! 
Welcome  to  me. 
As,  to  a  finking  Mariner, 
The  lucky  Plank  that  bears  him  to  the  Shore ! 
But  fpeak,  O  tell  me  what  fo  mighty  joy 
Is  this  thou  bring'ft,  which  fo  tranfports  Jecafta  ? 
Joe.  Peace,  Peace,  Mgeon,  let  Jocafia  tell  him! 
O  that  I  could  for  ever  Charm,  as  now. 
My  dcarcft  Oedipus :  Thy  Royal  Father, 
^olybtis.  King  of  Corinth,  is  no  more. 

Oedip.  Ha!  can  it  be?  Mgeon,  anfwcr  me,  \ 

And  fpeak  in  fhort,.what  my  Jocttfta's  trarftort 
1/Iay  over- do. 
JEge.  Since  in  few  Words,  my  Royal  Lord,  you  ask 
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To  kooW  the  Troth;  King  Tolybus  is  dead. 

Oedip.  O  all  you  Powers,  is'c  pofliblc?  what,  dead! 
But  that  the  Tempcft  of  mv  Joy  may  rife 
By  juft  degrees,  and  hit  at  kft  the  Stars : 
Say,  how,  how  dy'd  he?  Ha!  by  Sword,  by  Fire, 
Or  Water  ?  by  Aflaflinates,  or  Poyfon  ?  fpeak : 
Or  did  he  languifli  under  feme  Difeafc? 

^ge.  Of  no  Diftemper,  of  no  Blaft  he  dy'd. 
But  fell  like  Autumn-Fruit  that  mellow'd  long : 
Ev'n  wonder'd  at,  becaufe  he  dropt  no  fooner. 
Fate  feem'd  to  wind  him  up  for  fourfcore  Years ; 
Yet  frefhly  ran  he  on  ten  Winters  more : 
Till,  like  a  Clock  worn  out  with  eating  Time, 
The  Wheels  of  weary  Life  at  laft  ftood  ftill. 

Oedif.  O,  let  me  prefs  thee  in  my  youthful  Arms, 
And  fmother  thy  old  Age  in  my  Embraces. 
Yes  Jhebans,  yes  focaftit,  yes  Adraftus, 
Old  ?olybuSy  the  King  my  Father's  dead. 
Fires  (hall  be  kindled  in  the  midft  ofTheSes', 
I'th'  midft  of  Tumult,  Wars,  and  Peftilence, 
I  will  rejoyce  for  Tolybus  his  Death. 
Knew,  be  it  known  to  the  limits  of  the  Worldj 
Yet  farther,  let  it  pafs  yon  darling  Roof, 
The  Manfion  of  the  Gods,  and  ftrike  'em  deaf 
With  everlafting  Peals  of  thundriag  Joy. 
Ttr.  Fate!  Nature!  Fortune!  what  is  all  this  World? 
Oedip.Novf,  Dotard  j  now,  thou  bliad  old  wizard  Prophet, 
Where  are  your  boding  Ghofts,  your  Altars  nowj 
Your  Birds  of  Knowledge,  that,  in  dusky  Air, 
Chatter  Futurity;  and  where  are  now 
YourOracles,  that  call'd  me  Parricide ? 
Is  he  not  dead  ?  deep  laid  in's  Monument  ? 
And  was  not  I  in  Thebes  when  Fate  attack'd  him  ? 
Avant,  begon,  you  Vizors  of  the  Gods ! 
Were  I  as  other  Sons,  now  I  fliould  weep ; 
But,  as  I  am,  I've  Reafon  to  rejoyce : 
And  \vi''X  tho'  his- cold  Shade  fhould  rife  and  blaft  me. 
O,  for  this  Death,  let  Waters  break  their  Bounds, 

Rocks* 
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Rocks,  Valleys,  Hills,  with  Splitting  lo's  ring: 
lo,  ^cafta,  lofatttn  fing. 

Tir.  Who  would  not  now  conclude  a  happy  End  ? 

But  all  Fate's  turns  arc  fwift  and  unexpediod. 
JEge.  Your  Royal  Mother  Merope,  as  if 

She  had  no  Soul  fincc  you  forfbok  the  Land, 

Waves  all  the  nei^hh'ring  Princes  that  adore  her.  (fpcafcj 
Oedip.  Waves  all  the  Princes !  poor  Heart !  for  what  ?  O 
^ge.  She.tho'in  full-blown  Flow'r  of  glorious  Beauty, 

Grows  c<Jd,  ev'n  in  the  Summer  of  her  Age : 

Aad,  for  your  fake,  has  fworn  to  dye  unmarry'd. 
OeJip.  How !  for  my  lake,  dye,  and  not  marry !  O, 

My  Fit  returns. 
^ge.  This  Diamond,  with  a  thoufand  Kifles  bleft. 

With  thouiand  Sighs  and  Wifhes  for  your  Safety, 

She  charg'd  me  guc  you,  with  the  general  Homage 

Of  our  Corinthian  Lords. 

Oedip.  There's  Magick  in  it,  take  it  from  my  Sightj 

There's  not  a  Beam  it  darts,  but  carries  Hell, 

Hot  flafhing  Luft,  and  Necromantick  Inceft : 

Take  it  from  thefe  fick  Eyes,  Oh  hide  it  from  me. 

No,  my  yocajia,  tho'  Theies  caft  me  out. 

While  Metope's  aJive,  I'lJ  ne'er  return ! 

O,  rather  let  me  walk  ro^nd  the  wide  World 

A  Beggar,  than  accept  a  Diadem 

On  fuch  abhorr'd  Conditions. 

yoc.  You  make,  my  Lord,  your  own  Unhappinefs, 
By  thefe  extravagant  and  necdlefs  Fears. 

Oedip.  Ncedlefs!  O,  all  you  Gods!  By  Hcav'n  I'd pther 
Embrue  my  Arms  up  to  my  vefy  Shoulders 
In  the  dear  Entrails  of  the  beft  of  Fathers, 
Than.offer  at  the  execrable  Aft 
Of  damn'd  Inceft :  therefore  no  more  of  her. 

JEge.  And  why,  O  facrcd  Sir,  if  Subjects  may 
Prefume  to  look  into  their  Monarch's  Brtaft, 
Why  fhould  the  Chaftc  and  Spotlefs  Merope 
Infiuc  fuch  Thoughts  as  I  muft  blufh  co  Name  ? 

Oedip,  Becaulc  the  God  of  Delphot  did  forewarn  me. 
With  Thundring  Oracles. 
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jEg'i'  May  I  intrcat  to  know  *cm  ? 

Oedi^.  Yes,  my  JEgeon ;  but  the  fad  Remembranc« 
Quite  blafts  my  Soul :  fee  then  the  fwelling  Prieft ! 
Methinks  I  have  his  Image  now  in  Viewj 
He  mounts  the  Tri^s  in  a  Minute's  ipace. 
His  douded  Head  knocks  at  the  Temple  roof. 
While  from  his  Mouth 

Thefe  diiinal  Words  are  heard :  (to  fpill, 

«'  Fly,  Wretch,  whom  Fate  has  doom'd  thy  Father's  Blood 
««  And  with  prcpoftrous  Births,  thy  Motho-'s  Womb  to  fill. 

JEgt.  Is  this  the  Caufe 
Why  you  rcfufe  the  Diadem  of  Ctrinth  ? 

Oe<fip.  The  Caufe!  why,  is  it  not  a  monftrous  one? 

£ge.  Great  Sir,  you  mav  return  j  and  the'  you  Ihould 
Enjoy  the  Queen  (which  all  the  Gods  forbid) 
The  kOi  would  prove  no  Inceft. 

Of</;/).  How,  JEgtmi 
Tho'  1  enjoy'd  my  Mother,  not  inceftuous! 
Thou  rav'ft,  and  fo  do  I;  and  thefe  all  catch 
My  madnefsj  look,  they're  dead  with  deep  Diftraiftion: 
Not  Inceft !  what,  not  Inceft  with  my  Mother  ? 

JEgt.  My  Lord,  Queen  Merope  is  not  your  Mother. 

Oedip.  Ha!  did  I  hear  thee  right?  not  Merope 
My  Mother! 

JEge.  Nor  was  Tolybut  your  Father. 

Otdip.  Then  all  my  Days  and  Nights  muft  now  bcipent 
la  curious  Search,  to  find  out  thofe  dark  Parents 
Who  gave  me  to  the  World;  {peak  then  JEgeotiy 
By  all  the  Gods  Celeftial  and  Infernal, 
By  all  the  tyes  of  Nature,  Blood,  and  Friendship, 
Conceal  not  from  this  rack'd  defpairing  King 
A  Point  or  fmalleft  Grain  of  what  thou  know'ft : 
Speak  then,  O  anfwer  to  my  Doubts  diredly. 
If  Royal  Tolybus  was  not  my  Fatlier, 
Why  was  I  call'd  his  Son  ? 

£ge.  He,  from  my  Arms, 
ReceivM  you  as  the  faireft  Gift  of  Nature, 
Not  but  you  weic  adorn'd  with  all  the  Riches 
That  Empire  couid  beft jw  in  coftly  Mantles 

Upon 
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upon  its  Infant  Heir. 

Oedip.  But  was  I  made  the  Heir  of  Corinth's  Crown, 
Becaufe  ^geon's  Hnnds  prefented  me  ? 

JE^e.  By  my  Advice, 
Being  part  all  hope  of  Children, 
He  took,  embrac'd,  and  own'd  you  for  his  Son. 

OeJip.  Perhaps  I  then  am  your's;  iuftru<Sl  mc,  Sir : 
If  it  be  fo,  I'll  kneel  and  weep  before  you. 
With  all  th'  Obedience  of  a  penitent  Child, 
Imploring  Pardon. 
Kiil  me  if  you  pleafc, 
I  will  not  writhe  my  Body  at  the  Wound: 
But  fink  upon  your  Feet  with  a  laft  Sigh, 
And  ask  Forgivcnefs  with  my  dying  Hands'. 

jEge.  O  rile,  and  call  not  to  this  aged  Cheek 
The  little  Blood  which  fhould  keep  warm  my  Heartj 
You  are  not  mine,  nor  ought  I  to  be  bleft 
With  fuch  a  God-like  Off-ipring.    Sir,  I  found  you 
Upon  the  Mount  Cith&ron. 

Oedip.  O  fpeak,  go  on,  the  Air  grows  {enfible 
Of  the  great  things  you  utter,  and  is  calm : 
The  hurry'd  Orbs,  with  Storms  fo  rack'd  of  late. 
Seem  to  ftand  ftill,  as  if  that  fove  were  talking, 
Cithsron  I  fpeak,  the  Valley  ot  Citharon ! 

Mge.  Oft-times  before  I  thither  did  refbrt, 
Charm'd  with  the  Converfation  of  a  Man 
Who  led  a  rural  Life,  and  had  Command 
O'er  all  the  Shepherds  who  about  thofe  Vales 
Tended  their  numerous  Flocks :  in  this  Man's  Arms 
1  faw  you  fmiling  at  a  fatal  Dagger, 
Wliofe  Point  he  often  offer'd  at  your  Throat ;  ' 

But  then  you  fmil'd,  and  then  he  drew  it  back. 
Then  lifted  it  again,  you  fmil'd  again : 
Till  he  at  laft  in  fury  threw  it  from  him, 
And  cry'd  aloud,  the  Gods  forbid  thy  Death. 
Then  1  rufh'd  in,  and,  after  feme  Difcourfe, 
To  n^.e  he  did  bequeath  your  innocent  Lifcj 
And  I,  the  welcome  Care  to  Polypus , 

Oedip.  To  whom  belongs  the  Mafter  or  the  Shepherds.? 

Vol,  IV.  T  .    JEge, 
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JEge.  His  Name  I  knew  not,  or  I  have  forgot : 
That  he  was  of  the  Family  of  Imjus, 
I  well  remember. 

Qedi^:  And  is  your  Friend  alive  ?  for  if  he  be, 
I'll  buy  his  Prefence,  tho'  it  coft  my  Crown. 

Mge.  Your  menial  Attendants  beft  can  tel] 
Whether  he  lives,  or  noti  and  who  has  now 
His  Place, 

Joe.  Winds,  bear  me  to  fome  barren  Ifland, 
Where  print  of  humane  Feet  was  never  ieen, 
O'er-grown  with  Weeds  of  fuch  a  monftrous  Height, 
Their  baleful  Tops  arc  wafh'd  with  bellying  Clouds : 
Beneath  whofe  venomous  Shade  I  may  have  vent 
For  Horrors  that  would  blaftthe  Barbarous  World. 

Otdi^.  If  there  be  any  here  that  knows  the  Perfon 
Whom  he  defcrib'd,   I  charge  him  on  his  Life 
To  fpeak ;  Concealment  (hall  be  fudden  Death : 
But  he  who  brings  him  forth,  Iball  have  Reward 
Beyond  Ambition's  Lull. 

r/r.  His  Name  is  Vhorbas: 
yocafia  knov/s  him  wellj  but  if  I  may 
Ad v  lie,  Rtfl:  where  you  are,  and  fcek  no  farther, 

Oeaip.  Then  all  goes  well,  fincc  Fhoroas  is  fecur'd 
By  my  Jocafta.     Hafte,  and  bring  him  forth: 
My  Love,  my  Qiicen,  give  Orders.    Ha!  what  mean 
Thefc  Tears,  and  Groans,  and  Struglings.'  ipcak,  myF-air, 
What  are  thy  Troubles? 

Joe.  Yours;  and  yours  are  mine: 
Let  me  conjure  you  take  the  Prophet's  Couniel, 
And  let  this  Fhorbas  go. 

Oedif.  Not  for  the  World. 
By  ail  the  Gods,  I'U  know  my  Birth,  tho'  Death 
Attends  the  Search :  I  have  already  paft 
The  middle  of  the  Stream ;  and  to  return 
Seems  greater  Latoar,  than  to  venture  o'er: 
Therefore  produce  him. 

Joe.  Once  more,  by  the  Gods, 
I  btg,  my  Oedipus,  my  Lord,  ii.y  Life, 
My  Lore,  my  all,  my  only  utmoU  Hope, 
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I  beg  you,  banifh,  Thorbas:  O,  the  Gods, 
I  kneel,  that  you  maj;  grant  this  firfl:  Requeft. 
Deny  me  all  tnings  elfe;  but,  for  my  Sake, 
And  as  you  prize  your  own  eternal  Qiiiet, 
Never  let  Thorbas  come  into  your  Prefence. 

Oedi^.  You  muft  be  rais'd,  and  Phorbas  {hall  appear, 
Tho*  his  dread  Eyes  were  Bajilisks.    Guards,  hafte. 
Search  the  Queen's  Lodgings  -,  find,  and  force  him  hither. 

[Exeunt  Guards. 
Joe.  O,  Oedipus,  yet  fend, 
And  flop  their  Entrance,  e're  it  be  too  late : 
Unlefs  you  wifli  to  fee  Jocafltt  rent 
With  Furies,  flain  out-right  with  meer  Diftraftion, 
Keep  from  your  Eyes  and  mine  the  dreadful  Phorbas. 
Forbear  this  Search,   I'l)  think  you  more  than  Mortal: 
Will  you  yet  hear  me? 

Oedip.  Tempefts  will  be  heard. 
And  Waves  will  dafh,  tho'  Rocks  their  bafis  keep,  ■  — 
But  fee,  they  Enter.    If  thou  truly  lev'ft  me. 
Either  forbear  this  Subjedt,  or  retire. 

Tnter  Haemon,  Guards,  viih  Phorbas. 
yof.  Prepare  then,  wretched  Prince,  prepare  to  hear 
A  Story,  that  (hall  turn  thee  into  Stone. 
Could  there  be  hew'n  a  monftrous  Gap  in  Nature, 
A  flaw  made  through  the  Center,  by  fome  God, 
Through  which  the  Groans  of  Ghofts  might  ftrike  thy  Ears, 
They  would  not  wound  thee,  as  this  Story  will. 
Hark,  hark !  a  hollow  Voice  calls  out  aloud, 
Jocii/ia:  Yes,  I'll  to  the  Royal  Bed, 
Where  firft  the  Myfterics  of  our  Loves  were  a<!led. 
And  double  dye  it  with  imperial  Crimibnj 
Tear  off  this  curling  Hair, 
Be  gorg'd  with  Fire,  ftab  every  vital  Part, 
And,  when  at  laft  I'm  flain,  to  Crown  the  horrour. 
My  poor  tormented  Ghoft  fhall  cleave  the  Ground. 
To  try  if  Hell  can  yet  more  deeply  wound.  [Ex. 

Oedip.  She's  gone,  and  as  Ihewent,  methought  her  Eyes 
Grew  larger,  while  a  thoufand  frantick  Spirits 
Seething,  like  rifing  Bubbles,  on  the  Brim, 

T  z  Pecp'd 
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Pccp'd  from  thd'warry  Brink,  and  glow'd  upon  mc. 
IM  leek  no  morej  but  hulh  my  Geiiius  up 

That  throws  me  on  my  Fate. ImpofTible! 

O  wretched  Man,  whofe  too  too  bufic  Thoughts 
Ride  fwifter  than  the  galloping  Heav'ns  round. 
With  an  eternal  hurry  of  the  Soul  ; 
Nay,  there's  a  time  when  ev'n  the  fowling  Year 
Seems  to  ftand  ftill,  dead  Calms  are  in  the  Ocean, 
When  not  a  Breath  difturbs  the  drowzy  Waves: 
But -Man,  thq  very  Monfter  of  the  World, 
Is  ne'er  at  reft,  the  Soul  for  ever  wakes. 
Come  then,  f-nce  Deftiny  thus  drives  us  or, 
Let's  know  the  Bottom.    HAtmn,  you  I  fent : 
Where  is  that  Thorbas  ? 

Hdm.  Here,  my  Royal  Lord. 

Oedip.  Speak  firft,  JEgem,  fay,   is  this  the  Man  ? 

JEge.  My  Lord, it  is:  Tho'Tmiehas  plough'd  that  Face 
With  many  Furrows  fmce  I  faw  it  firftj  (get  it. 

Yet  I'm  too  well  acquainted  with  the  Ground,  quite  to  for- 

Oedip.  Peace  i  ftand  back  awh  le. 
Come  hither  Friend;  I  hear  thy  Name  is  Pkorias. 
Why  doft  thou  turn  thy  Face?  I  charge  thee  anfwer 
To  what  I  fhall  enquire :   Wert  thou  not  once 
The  Servant  of  King  Lajus  here  in  Tleies  ? 

Thar.  I  was,  great  Sir,  his  true  and  faithful  Servant; 
Born  and  bred  up  in  Court,  no  foreign  Slave.        (ment  ? 

Oedip.  What  Office  hadft  thou  ?  what  was  thy  Employ- 

Fkor.  He  made  me  Lord  of  all  his  Rural  Pieafures; 
For  much  he  lov'd  'em  :  oft  I  entertain'd 
With  fporting  Swains,  o'er  whom  I  had  command. 

Oed  where  was  thy  Refidence  ?to  whatpait  o'th'  Country 
Didft  thou  moft  frequently  refort  ? 

Phor.  To  Mount  Cithsron,  and  the  pleafant  Vallies 
which  aU  about  lye  ftiadowing  its  large  Feet. 

Otdip.  Come  forth  M^eon.  Ha !  why  ftart'ft  thou  Phorbas  ? 
Forward  I  fay,  and  Face  to  Face  confront  him ; 
Lock  wiftly  on  him,  through  him,  if  thou  ccnft. 
And  tell  me  on  thj  Life,  fay,  doft  thou  know  him? 
i:*:dft  thou  e'er  fee  him  ?  converfe  with  him 

Near 
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Near  Mount  Cith*ron ! 

Thor.  Who,  my  Lord,  this  Man? 

Oedl^.  This  Man,  this  old,  this  venerable  Man; 
Speak,  did'ft  thou  ever  rrieet  him  there? 

Phor.  Where,  facrcd  Sir  ? 

Oedip.  Near  Mount  Cr/W(?«  J  anfwer  to  the  Purpofe , 
*Tis  a  King  fpcaks  5  and  Royal  Minutes  are 
Of  much  more  worth  rhan  thoufand  Vulgar  Years: 
Did'ft  thou  e'er  fl'c  this  Mm  near  Mount  Ctthi.roii> 

Fhor.  Moft  fure,  my  Lord,  I  have  feen  Lines  like  thoiV 
His  Vifage  bea's;  but  know  not  where  nor  when. 

M^e.  L't  pofllble  you  fhould  forget  your  ancient  Friend  ?■ 
There  are  perhaps 

Particulars,   which  may  excite  your  dead  Remembrance. 
Have  you  forgot  I  took  an  Infant  from  you, 
Doom'd  to  be  murder'd  in  that  gloomy  Vale? 
The  Swadling-bands  were  Purple,  wrought  with  Gold. 
Have  you  forgot  too  how  you  wept,  and  begg  d 
That  I  fliould  breed  him  up,  and  ask  no  more. 

Thor.  W  at-e'er  I  begg'dj   thou  like  a  Dotard,  ipesJt'ft.', 
More  than  is  requifite:  and  what  of  this  ? 
Why  is  it  mention'd  now  ?  And  why,  O  why 
Doft  thou  betray  the  Secrets  of  thy  Friend  ? 

JEg'e.  Be  not  too  rafh.     That  Infant  grew  at  laft 
A  King:  and  here  the  happy  Monarch  flands.  (ter'df 

Thor.  Ha !  whither  would'ft  thou  ?  O  what  haft  thou  ut- 
For  what  thou  haft  faid.  Death  ftrike  thee  dumb  for  ever. 

Oedip.  Forbear  to  curfe  the  Innocent}  and  be 
Accurft  thy  felf,  thou  fliifting  Traytor,  Villain, 
Damn'd  Hypocrite,  equivocating  Slave. 

?hor.  OHeav'ns!  wherein,  my  Lord,  have  I  offended? 

Oedip.  Why  fpeak  you  not  according  to  my  Charge? 
Bring  forth  the  Rack:lince  Mildnefs  cannot  win  you, 
Torments  ftiall  force. 

Vhor.  Hold,  hold,  O  dreadful  Sirj 
You  will  not  rack  an  Innocent  old  Man, 

Oedip.  Speak  then. 

Thor.  Alas,  whaft  would  you  have  mc  fay  ? 

Oedip.  Did  this  old  Man  take  from  your  Arms  an  Infant  ? 
T  3  nor:- 
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Phor.  He  did:  And,  Oh!  I  wifh  to  all  the  Gods,. 
Thorbas  had  perifh'd  in  that  very  Moment. 

Oedif.  Moment  I  Thou  fhalt  be  Hours,  Days,  Years  adying. 
Here,  bind  his  Hands ;  he  dallies  with  my  Fury : 
But  I  fhall  find  a  way— — — 

Phor.  My  Lord,  I  faid 
I  gave  .the  Infant  to  him. 

Oedip:  Was  he  thy  own,  or  given  thee  by  another  ? 

Phor.  He  was  not  minej  but  given  me  by  another. 

OeJp.  Whence?  and  from  whom?  what  City  r  of  what 
Houfe? 

VkoK.  O,  Royal  Sir,  I  bow  me  to  the  Ground, 
Would  I  could  link  beneath  it :  by  the  Gods, 
I  do  Conjure  you  to  inquire  no  more. 

Oedlp.  Furies  and  Hell!  Hxnwn,  bring  forth  the  Rack; 
Fetch  hither  Cords,  and  Knives,  and  fulphurouj  Flames: 
He  fliall  be  bound,  and  gaih'd,  his  Skin  Head  off, 
And  burnt  alive. 

Phor.  O  fpare  my  Age. 

Osdlp.  Rife  then,  and  fpeak. 

Phor.  Dread  Sir,  I  will. 

Oedlp.  Who  gave  that  Infant  to  thccF 

Phor.  One  of  King  L'ljus  Family. 

0?dip,.  O,  you  immortal  Gods!  But  fay»  who  wai'tt  - 
Which  of  the  Family  of  L^jus  gave  it  ? 
A  Servant}  or  one  of  the  Royal-Blood? 

Phcr.  O  wretched  State !  I  dye,  unlels  I  fpeak ; 
And  if  fpeak,  moft  certain  Death  attends  mc! 

Oedib  Thou  Oiait  not  dye.  S{.e:ik  then,  who  was  it  ?  fpeak, 
While  i  have  Senfe  to  underllaad  the  Horrour  j 
For  I  grow  cold. 

Phor.  The  Queen  Jocafi a  told  me 
It  was  her  Son  by  Lajus. 

Oedip.  O  you  Gods! But  did  fiie  give  it  thee? 

Phor.  My  Lord,  fhe  did.  (Heartj 

Oedip.  Wherefore?  for  what? O  break  not  yet,  my 

Tho'  my  Eyes  burft,  no  matter :  wilt  thou  tell  me, , 
Or  muft  I  ask  for  ever  ?  for  what  ead? 
Why  gave  fhe  thee  her  Child  ? 

Phor.  To  murder  it.  Oedip. 
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OeJip.  O  more  than  lavage !  murder  her  own  Bowels! 
Without  a  Caufe ! 

Fhor.  There  was  a  dreadful  one. 
Which  had  foretold,  that  moft  unhappy  Son 
Should  kill  his  Father,  and  enjoy  his  Mother. 

OeJip.  But  one  thing  more, 
Jocujta,  told  me  thou  wert  by  the  Chariot 
When  the  old  King  was  flain:  Speak,  I  conjure  thce^  • 
Fo;'  I  fhal!  never  ask  thee  ought  again, 
What  was  ;he  Number  of  th'  Aflaflinates  ? 

Thor.  The  dreadful  Deed  was  a£ted  but  by  one; 
And  fure  that  one  had  much  of  your  Referablance. 

OeJip.  'Tis  well!  I  thank  you,   Gods!  'tis  wondrous 
Daggers    and  Poifon;  O  there  is  no  need  [well! 

For  my  Difpatch-  And  you,  you  mercilefs  Pow'rs, 
Hoord  up  your  Thundcr-ftones  j  keep,  keep  your  Bolts 
For  Crimes  of  little  note.  [Falls. 

Ajr.  Help,  HAmon,  help,  and  bow  him  gently  forward; 
Chnfe,  chafe  his  Temples :  How  the  migh:y  Spirits, 
Half  ilranglcd  with  the  Damp  his  Sorrows  rais'd, 
Scruggle  for  Vent:  But  fee,  he  breathe  again, 
And  vigorous  Nature  breaks  through  all  Oppofitiono 
How  fires  my  Royal  Friend  ? 

Oedi^.  The  worfe  for  you. 
O  barbarous  Men,  and  oh  the  hated  Lightr 
Why  did  you  force  me  back  to  curfe  the  Day; 
To  curfe  my  Friends;  to  blaft  with  this  dark  Breath 
The  yet  untainted  Earth  and  circling  Air  ? 
To  raife  new  Plagues,  and  call  new  Vengeance  down, 
Why  did  you  tempt  the  Gods,  and  dare  to  touch  me  ? 
Methinks  there's  not  a  Hand  that  grafps  this  Hell, 
But  fhould  run  up  hke  Flax  all  blazing  Fire. 
Stand  from  this  fpot,  I  wifh  you  as  my  Friends, 
And  come  not  near  me,  left  the  gaping  Earth 

Swallow  you  too Lo,  I  am  gone  already. 

[Draws,  and  claps  his  Sword  to  his  BreaJ},   whith  A- 
drafhis  _/?r;«r«  avcay  with  his  Foot. 

Adr.  You  fhail  no  more  be  trufted  with  your  Life : 
Crwh  ^lemdtr,  iImto»,hc\f  to  hold  him, 

T  4  Oedif. 
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OeJip-  Cruel  A.'r.tjii:s !  wilt  thou,  H<emon,  too  ? 
Are  thefe  the  Obligations  of  my  Friends? 

0  v.'c^fc  th.n  worft  of  my  moft  b»arbarous  Foes! 
Dear,  dear  Mr  fins,  Icok  with  half  an  Eye 

On  my  unheard-of  Woes,  and  judge  thy  felf^ 
If  it  be  fit  that  {i:ch  a  Wretch  fhould  live  ! 
O,  by  thefe  melting  Eyes,  unus'd  to  weep. 
With  all  the  low  Submiffions  of  a  Slave, 

1  do  conjure  thee  give  my  Horrors  way; 
Talk  not  of  Life,  for  that  will  make  me  rave: 
As  weil  thou  may 'ft  advife  a  tortur'd  Wretch, 

All  mnngled  o'er  from  Head  to  Foot  with  Wounds, 
And  his  Bones  broke,  to  wait  a  better  Day. 

A,.r.  My  Lord,  you  ask  me  th'ngs  impofiTible; 
And  I  with  Jiiftice  fhould  be  thought  your  Foe, 
To  leave  you  in  'his  Tcmpcft  of  your  Soul. 

Tir.  Tho'  banifh'd  Thebes,  in  Corinth  you  may  Reign  j. 
Th'infernal  Pow'rs  thcmfelves exadt  no  more: 
Cam  I  hen  ycur  Rage,  and  once  more  feck  the  Gods. 

Oedip.  I'll  have  no  more  to  do  with  Gods,  nor  Men: 
Hencr,.  from  my  Arms,  avant.    Enjoy  thy  Mother  ! 
\^  hat,  violate,  with  Beaftial  Appetite, 
The  facred  Veils  that  wrapt  thee  yet  unborn! 
This  is  not  to  te  bom!  Hence;  off,  I  fay; 
For  they  who  let  m.y  Vcrgesnce,  make  themfclvcs 
Acccmpljces  in  my  nofl:  horrid  Guilt. 

Adr.  Let  it  be  lb ;  We'll  fence  Heav'a's  Fury  from  you, 
And  fvjffer  al!  together :  This  perhaps. 
When  Ruin  comes,  may  help  to  break  your  Fall. 

Oedip.  O  thit,  as  oft  1  have  at  Athens  fecn . 
The  Stage  arile,  and  the  big  Clcuds  defcend  j 
So  now  in  very  "Deed  I  might  behold 
The  pond'rous  Earth,  and  all  yon  Marble  Roof 
Meet,  like  the  Hands  of  ^oxe,  and  crufh  Mankind; 
For  all  the  Elements,  and  al:  the  Pow'rs 
Geleftial,  nay,  Terreftrial  and  Infernal, 
Coni'pire  the  Rack  of  out-caft  Oedipus. 
Fall  Darkrcfs  then,  and  cverlafting  Night 
Shadoyf  the  Globe ;  may  the  Sun  never  dawn, 
'^■'■'  TJifi 
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The  Silver  Moon  be  blotted  from  her  Orb  i 

And  for  an  Univerfal  Rout  of  Nature 

Through  all  the  inmoft  Chanibers  of  the  Sky, 

May  there  not  be  a  glimpfe,  one  Starry  Spark, 

But  Gods  meet  Gods,  and  juflle  in  the  Dark.' 

That  Jars  may  rife,  and  Wrath  Divine  be  hurl'd, ' 

"Which  may  to  Atoms  fhake  the  folid  World.       [Exeunt, 


A  C  T    V.     S  C  E  N  E    I; 

Enter  Creon,  Alcander  a^d  Pyracmon. 

Cre^  I  ^Hebes  is  at  length  my  own;  and  all  my  Wifhcs, 

-■-    Which  fure  were  great  as  Royalty  e'er  form'd,  ^ 
Fortnne  and  my  aufpicious  Stars  have  crown'd. 
O  Diadem,  thou  Center  of  Ambition, 
Where  all  its  different  Lines  are  reconcii'd, 
As  if  thou  wert  the  Burning-glafs  oi  Glory! 

Tfr.  Might  I  be  Counfellcr,  I  would  intrcat  yo»  " 
To  cool  a  little.  Sir  j 
Find  out  Eurydice; 
And,  with  the  Refblution  of  a  Man 
Mark'd  out  for  Grcatnefs,  give  the  fatal  Choice^ 
Of  Death  or  Marriage. 

Ale.  Survey  curs'd  Oedipus, 
As  one  who'  tho'  Unfortunate,  bclovy, 
Thought  Innocent,  and  therefore  much  lamented  ' 
By  all  the  Thebans-y  you  muft  mark  him  dead: 
Since  nothing  but  his  Death,  not  BanifhEient, 
Can  give  AlTurance  to  your  doubtful  Reign. 

Cre.  Well  have  you  done,  tofhatch  me  from  the  Storm 
Of  racking  Tranfport,  where  the  little  Streams 
Of  Love,  Revenge,  and  all  the  UnderPaffions, 
As  Waters  are  by  fucking  Whirl-pools  drawn, 
Were  quite  dcvour'd  in  the  vafl:  Gulph  of  Empire: 
Therefore,  Fyracmon>  as  you  boldly  urg'd, 

T  S  Hurydice 
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Iwjdice  {hall  die,  or  be  my  Bride. 

Acmder,  fummon  to  their  Mafter's  Aid 

My  menial  Servants,  and  all  thofe  whom  Change 

Of  State,  and  hope  of  the  new  Monarch's  Favour, 

Can  win  to  take  our  Part :  Away.     What  now  ? 

[Ex.  Alcanden 
I,nter  Hacmon. 
When  Jf-wzxw  weeps,  without  the  help  of  Ghofb, 
1  may  foretel  there  is  a  fatal  Caufe. 

HAm.  Is't  poflible  you  fhould  be  ignorant 
Of  what  has  happened  to  the  defperate  King? 

Cre.  I  know  no  more,  but  that  he  was  condudied 
Into  his  Clofet,  where  I  faw  him  fling 
His  trembling  Body  on  the  Royal  Bed ; 
All  left  him  there,  at  his  Delire,  alone : 
But  fure  no  111,  unlefs  he  dy'd  with  Grief, 
Could  happen,  for  you  bore  his  Sword  away. 

Him.  I  did;  and,  having  lock'd  the  Door,  I  ftodd; 
And  through  a  Chink  I  found,  not  only  heard, 
But  faw  him,  when  he  thought  no  Eye  beheld  him ; 
At  firft,  deep  Sighs  hcav'd  from  his  woful  Heart 
Murmurs,  and  Groans,  that  {hook  the  outward  Rooms« 
And  art  thou  ftill  alive.  Oh  Wretch !  he  cry'd  ; 
Then  groan'd  again,  as  if  his  Ibrrowful  Soul 
Had  crack'd  the  Strings  of  Life,  and  burft  away. 

Cre.  I  weep  to  hear ;  how  then  fliould  I  have  griev'd. 
Had  I  beheld  this  wondrous  Heap  of  Sorrow  ! 
But,-  to  the  fatal  Period. 

Him.  Thrice  he  ftruck, 
With  all  his  Force,  his  hollow  groaning  Breaft, 
And  thus,  with  Out-aics,  to  himfelf  complain'd. 
But  thou  canft  weep  then,  and  thou  think'il  'tis  weS, 
Thefe  bubbles  of  the  (halloweft  emptieft  Sorrow, 
Which  Children  vent  for  Toys,  and  Women  rain 
For  any  Trifle  their  fond  Hearts  are  (tt  on ; 
Yet  theie  thou  think'ft  are  ample  Satisfa(2:ion 
For  bloodied  Murder,  and  for  burning  Luft: 
No,  Parricide;  if  thou  muft  weep,  weep  Blood  j 
Weep  Eyes,  inftead  of  Tears :  O,  by  the  Gods, 

'Tis 
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'Tis  greatly  thought,  he  cry'd,  and  fits  my  Woes. 
Which  raid,  he  fmil'd  revengefully,  and  leapt 
Upon  the  Floor  j  thence  gazing  at  the  Skies, 
His  Eye-balls  fiery  Red,  and  glowing  Vengeancej 
Gods,  I  accufe  you  not,  tho'  I  no  more 
Will  view  your  Heav'n,  till  with  more  durable  Glafles, 
The  mighty  Souls  immortal  Perfpeifiives, 
I  find  your  dazling  Beings :  Take,  he  cry'd,  . 
Take,  Eyes,  your  lad,  your  fatal  Farewel-view. 
When  with  a  Groan,  that  iecm'd  the  Call  of  Death, 
With  horrid  Force  lifting  his  impious  Hands, 
He  fnatch'd,  he  tore,  from  forth  their  bloody  Orbs, 
The  Balls  of  Sight,  and  dafh'd  'em  on  the  Giound. 
Cre.  A  Mafter-piece  of  Horror  j  new  and  dreadful! 
H£m.  I  ran  to  fuccour  himj  but,  oh!  too  latej 

For  he  had  pluck'd  the  remnant  Strings  away. 

What  then  remains,  but  that  I  find  Tire/ias, 

Who,  with  his  Wifdom,  may  alby  thole  Furies 

That  haunt  his  gloonny  Soul?  [Ex. 

Cre.  Heav'n  will  reward 

Thy  care;  moft  honeft,  faithful,  foolifli  Hgmoni 

But  fee,  Alcander  enters,  well  attended. 
Enttr  Alcandcr,  attendsiL 

I  fee,  thou  haft  been  diligent. 
Ale.  Nothing  thefe, 

For  Number,  to  the  Crowds  tliat  fbon  will  foliow  ■, 

Be  refblute. 

And  call  your  utmoft  Fury  to  revenge. 
Cre.  Ha  !  thou  h:ft  given 

Th' Alarm  to  Cruelty;  and  never  may 

Thcfe  Eyes  be  clos'd,  tih  they  behold  Adrajlus 

Stretch'd  at  the  Feec  of  faiie  Eurydice. 

But  fee,  they're  here!  letire  a  while,  and  mark. 
£«rer  Adrallus,  «?<</ Eurydice,  attended. 
Adr.  Alas,  Euryuice,  whit  fond  raifi  Man, 

What  inconlideiaie  and  ambitious  Fool, 

Th.it  fliall  hereafter  read  the  Fat  J  of  Oedipus, 

Will  dare,  with  his  frail  Hand,  to  gralp  a  Scepter? 
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E  r.  'Tis  true,  a  Crown  feems  dreadful,  and  I  wifij 
That  you  and  I,  more  lowly  plac'd,  might  paft 
Our  fofter  Hours  in  humble  Cells  away : 
Not  but  I  love  you  to  that  infinite  Height, 
I  could  (O  wondrous  Proof  of  fierceft  Love') 
Be  greatly  wretched  in  a  Court  with  you. 

^«r.  Take  then  this  mod  lov'd  Innocence  away; 
Fly  from  tumultuous  Thebes, 
From  Blood  apd  Murder, 
Fly  from  the  Author  of  all  Villanies, 
Rapes,  Death,  and  Tf-eafon,  from  that  Fury  Creon: 
Vouchfafe  thnt  I,  o'er- joy 'd,  may  bear  you  hence. 
And  at  your  Feet  prelent  the  Crown  of  Argos. 

[Creon  and  Attendants  come  up  to  him. 

Cre.  I  have  o'er-he"rd  thy  black  Defign,  Aurajius. 
And  therefore,  as  a  Traitor  to  this  State, 
Death  ought  to  be  thy  Lo*^ :  Let  it  fuffice 
Thmr  Thebes  fjrveys  thee  as  a  Prince;  abufe  not 
Her  proffer'd  Mercy,  but  retire  betimes, 
«Left  fhe  repent,  and  haften  on  thy  Doom. 

AJr.  Think  not,  moft  abject, 
Mofl:  abhorr'd  of  Men, 
uidrafius  will  vouchlafe  to  anfwer  thee; 
Thebans,  to  you  I  juftifie  my  Love: 
I  have  addreil  my  Prayers  to  this  fair  Princefs ; 
Bur,  if  L^ever  meant  a  Violence, 
Or  thought  to  Ravifh,  as  that  Traitor  did. 
What  humbleft  Adorations  could  not  win ; 
Brand  me,  you  Gods,  blot  me  with  foul  Di (honour. 
And  let  Men  curfe  me  by  the  Name  of  Creon ! 

Eur.  Hear  me,  O  Thebans,  if  you  dread  the  Wra:h 
Of  her  whom  Fate  ordain'd  to  be  your  Queer, 
Hear  me,  and  dare  not,  as  you  prize  your  Lives, 
To  take  the  Part  of  that  Rebellious  Traitor. 
By  the  Dtc  ee  of  Royal  Oedipus, 
By  Qiei-n  Jocafia's,  Order,  by  what's  nvore. 
My  own  dear  Vows  of  everlafting  Love, 
I  here  refign  to  Prince  Adrajius  Arms 
All  that  ilie  World  can  make  me  Miftrefs  of. 

Cre: 


OE  D  I  p  u  s.  44f 

Cre.  O  perjur'd  Woman! 
Draw  alii  and  v  hn  I  gi^e  the  Word,  fall  on. 
Traitor,  refjgn  the  Prir<cefsf,  or  this  moment 
Exped,  with  all  thofe  mod  "unfortunate  Wretches, , 
Upon  th's  Ipot  ftraight  to  be  hewn  in  pieces. 

jidr.  No,  Villain,  no; 
With  twice  thofe  odds  of  Men, 
I  doubt  i.ot  in  this  Caufe  to  vanquifli  thee. 
Captain,  remember  To  your  Care  I  give 
My  Love;  ten  thoufand  thoufand  timesmorc  dear 
Than  Life  or  Liberty. 

Cre.  Fall  on,  Alcander. 
Tyracmon,  you  and  I  muft  wheel  about 
For  nobler  Game,  the  Princefs. 

Ailr.  Ah,  Traitor,  doft  thou  fliun  me? 
Follow,  follow. 
My  brave  Campanions;  fee,  the  Cowards  fly. 

[Ex.  fitting:  Creon*f  Party  beaten  off  by  Adraftuj.- 
Enter  Oedipus. 

Oedip.  O,  'tis  too  little  this,  thy  lofs  of  Sight, 
What  has  it  done?  I  (Tall  be  gax'd  at  now 
The  mere;  be  pointed  at.  There  goes  the  Monfler! 
Nor  have  I  hid  my  Horrors  from  my  fclf j 
For  tho'  corporeal  Light  lie  lofl:  for  ever. 
The  bright  reflefting  Soul,  through  glaring  Opticks, 
Prefents  in  larger  Size  her  black  Idea's,  "^ 

Doubling  the  bloody  Profpcft  of  my  Crimes : 
Holds  Fancy  down,  "and  makes  her  adl  acrain. 
With  Wife  and  Mother,  Tortures,  Hell  and  Furies. 
Ha !  now  the  baleful  Off-fpring's  brought  to  light ! 
Jn  horrid  Form  they  rank  themfelves  before  mej 
What  fhall  I  call  this  Medley  of  Creation  ? 
Here  one,  with  all  th' Obedience  of  a  Son,. 
Borrowing  Jocafia\  Look,  kneels  at  my  Feet, 
And  cal's  me  Father;  there  a  fturdy  Boy, 
RcfcmHing  Lajui  iuft  as  when  I  kili'd  him, 
Bears  up,  and  wirh  his  ccld  Hind  grafping  mine. 
Cries  oat,  how  fares  my  Brother  Oedipis .' 

What 
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what,  Sons  and  Brothers!  Sifters  and  Daughters  too! 
Fly  all,  begon,  fly  from  my  whirling  Brain  j 
Hence,  Inceft,  Murder j  hence,  youghaftiy  Figures! 
O  Gods !  Gods,  anfwer  j  is  there  any  mean  ? 
Let  me  go  mad,  or  die. 

Enter  Jocafta. 
yoc.  where,  where  is  this  raoft  wretched  of  Mankind, 
This  ftately  Image  of  Imperial  Sorrow, 
Whofe  Story  told,  whofe  very  Name  but  mention'd. 
Would  cool  the  Rage  of  Feavers,  and  unlock 
The  Hand  of  Luft  from  the  pale  Virgin's  Hair, 
And  throw  the  Ravifher  before  her  Feet  ? 

Oedip.  By  all  my  Fears,  I  think  focafid^  Voice! 
Hence}  fly;  begon:  O  thou  far  worle  than  worft 
Of  damning  Charmers !  O  abhor 'd,  loath'd  Creature ! 
Fly,  by  the  Gods,  or  by  the  Fiends,  I  charge  thee. 
Far  as  the  Eaft,  Weft,  North,  or  South  of  Heav'n, 
But  think  not  thou  fhalt  ever  enter  there : 
The  golden  Gates  are  barr'd  with  Adamant, 
'Gainft  thee,  and  me ;  and  the  Celeftial  Guards, 
Still  as  we  rife,  will  dafli  our  Spirits  down. 

Joe.  O  wretched  Pair !  O  greatly  wretched  we  I 
Two  Worlds  of  Woe ! 

Oedip.  Art  thou  not  gone  then  ?  ha ! 
How  dar'ft  thou  ftand  the  Fury  of  the  Gods  ? 
Or  com'ft  thou  in  the  Grave  to  reap  new  Pleafures  ? 

Joe.  Talk  on ;  till  thou  mak'il  mid  my  rowlinw  Brain  j 
Groan  ftill  more  Death j  and  may  thole  difmal  Sources 
Still  bubble  on,  and  pour  forth  Blood  and  Tears. 
Methinks,  at  fuch  a  Meeting,  Heav'n  ftand^  ftill  ■., 
The  Sea  nor  Ebbs,  nor  Flows:  This  Mole-hiil  Earth 
Is  heav'd  no  more ;  The  bulie  Emmets  ceafe ; 
Yet  hear  me  on 

Oedip.  Speak  then,  and  bbft  my  Soul. 

Joe.  O,  my  lov'd  Lord,  tho'  I  refolve  a  Ruin 
To  match  my  Crimes j  by  all  my  Mileries, 
*ris  Horror,  worfe  than  thoufand  thouland  Death?, 
To  fend  me  hence  without  a  kind  Farewcl, 

Oedip, 
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Oedip.  Gods,  how  (he  fhakes  me !  ftay  thee,  G  yocafia. 
Speak  fomething  e'er  thou  goeft  for  ever  from  me. 

Joe.  'Tis  Woman's  weaknefs,  that  I  would  be  pity'd-j 
Pardon  me  then,  O  greateft,  tho'  moft  wretched, 
Gf  all  thy  Kind :  My  Soul  is  on  the  Bride, 
And  fees  the  boiling  Furnace  juft  beneath: 
Do  not  thou  pufh  me  off,  and  I  will  go. 
With  fuch  a  Willingnefs,  as  if  that  Heav'n 
With  all  its  Glory  glow'd  for  my  Reception, 

Oedip.  O,  in  my  Heart,  I  feel  the  Pangs  of  Nature  j 
It  works  with  kindnefs  o'er:  Give  give  me  wayj 
I  feel  a  Melting  here,  a  Tendernefs, 
Too  mighty  for  the  Anger  of  the  Gods ! 
Diredl  me  to  thy  Knees :  yet  oh  forbear. 
Left  the  dead  Embers  fliould  revive. 

Stand  off and  at  juft  Diftance 

Let  me  groan  my  Horrors here 

On  the  Earth,  here  blow  my  utmoft  Gale; 
Here  fob  my  Sorrows,  till  I  burft  with  Sighing : 
Here  Gafp  and  Languifh  out  my  wounded  Soiu. 

Joe.  In  fpight  of  all  thofe  Crimes  the  cruel  Gods 
Can  charge  me  with,  I  know  my  Innocence  j 
Know  yours :  'Tis  Fate  alone  that  makes  us  wretched,  . 
For  you  are  ftill  my  Husband. 

Oedip.  Swear  I  am, 
And  I'll  believe  thee ;  fteal  into  thy  Arms, 
Renew  Endearments,  think  'em  no  Poliutions, 
But  chafte  as  Spirits  Joys :  Gently  I'll  come. 
Thus  weeping  blind,  like  dewy  Night,  upon  thee. 
And  fold  thee  ibftly  in  my  Arms  to  flumber. 

[The  Ghofi   0/ Lajus  afiends  by  degrees,   pointing  at 
Jocafta. 

Joe.  Begon,  my  Lord !  Alas,  what  are  we  doing  ? 
Fly  from  my  Arms !  Whirl-winds,  Seas,  Continents, 
And  Worlds,  divide  us !  O  thrice  happy  thou. 
Who  haft  no  ufe  of  Eyes;  for  here's  a  Sight 
Would  turn  the  melting  Face  of  Mercy's  ihlt 
To  a  wild  Fury, 

Oedipl 
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Oedip.  Ha!  what  feeft  thou  there? 

Joe.  The  Spirit  of  my  Husband  !  O  the  Gods! 
How  wan  he  looks ! 

Oedip:  Thou  rav'ft;  thy  Husband's  here. 

yoc.  There,  there  he  mounts 
In  circling  Fire,  amongfl:  the  blufhing  Clouds! 
And  fee,  he  waves  focafta  from  the  World ! 

Ghofl.  Jocafta,  Oedipus.  [Fani/h  with  Thunder 

Oeuip,  What  wouldft  thou  have? 
Thou  know' ft  I  cannot  come  to  thee,  detain'd 
In  Darknefs  here,  and  kept  from  means  of  death. 
I've  heard  a  Spirit's  force  is  wonderful; 
At  v'hofe  approach,  when  ftarting  from  his  Dungeon, 
The  Earth  does  fhake,  and  the  old  Ocean  groans. 
Rocks  are  remov'd,  and  Tow'rs  are  thjndred  down : 
And  Walls  of  Brafs,  and  Gates  of  Adamant 
Are  pafTable  as  Air,  and  fleet  like  Winds. 

Joe.  Was  that  a  Raven's  Croak;  or  my  Son's  Voice? 
No  matter  which ;  I'll  to  the  Grave,  and  hide  m.c : 
Earth  open,  or  I'll  tear  thy  Bowels  up. 
Hark !  he  goes  on,  and  blabs  the  Deed  of  Inceft. 

Oedip.  Strike  then,  imperial  Ghoft;  dafh  all  at  once 
^  ThhHoafe  of  Clay  into  a  thoufind  Pieces : 
That  my  poor  lingring  Soul  may  take  her  Flight 
To  your  irr(mortar  nwcUings. 

Joe.  Hafte  thee  then, 
Or  I  fhall  be  before  thee:  See,  thou  canft  not  fee : 
Then  I  will  tell  thee  that  my  Wings  are  on : 
I'll  mount,  ril  fly,  and  with  a  Port  Divine 
Glide  all  along  the  gaudy  milky  Soil, 
To  find  my  LdJM  out;  ask  every  Go  J 
In  his  bright  Palace,  if  he  knows  ray  Laj'  f^ 
My  murder'd  Lajus ! 

Oedip.  Ha!  how's  this,  Jocitjia? 
Nay,  if  thy  Brain  b^e  fick,  then  thou  art  happy. 

Joe.  Ha!  will  you  not?  fbail  I  not  find  him  out? 
Will  you  not  fhow-  him  ?  are  my  Tears  deipis'd? 
Why,  then  Til  thunder,  yes,  I  ^vill  be  mad, 
Aod  fright  you  with  my  Cries :  Yes,  cruel  Gods, 

Tho' 
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Tho'  Vultures,  Eagles,  Dragons  tear  my  Heart, 
I'll  fn-.tcli  celeflial  Flames,  fire  all  your  Dwellings, 
Melt  down  your  go!:len  Roofs,  and  make  your  Doors 
Of  CryftJ  fly  from  off  their  Diamond  Hinges; 
Drive  you  all  out  from  your  Ambrofial  Hives, 
To  fwarm  like  Bees  about  the  Field  of  Heav'n: 
This  will  I  do,  unlefs  you  fti.ew  me  Lajus, 
My  dear,  my  murder'd  Lord.   O Lajus!  Lajus!  Lajus! 

l_Ex.  Jocafta. 

OeJ'ip.  Excellent  Grief!  why,  this  is  as  it  (hoald  be ! 
No  Mourning  can  be  fuitable  to  Crimes 
Like  ours,  but  what  Death  makes,  or  Madnefs  forms. 
I  could  have  wifli'd  mcthought  for  Sight  again. 
To  mark  the  Gallantry  of  her  Diflraftion  : 
Her  bl?.2,ing  Eyes  darting  the  wandring  Stars, 
T'have  feen  her  mouth  the  Heav'ns,  and  mate  the  Godj, 
While  with  her  thundring  Voice  fte  menac'd  high. 
And  every  Accent  twang'd  with  fraarting  SorroWi 
But  what's  all  this  to  thee  ?  thou,  Coward,  yet 
Art  living,  canft  not,  wilt  not  find  the  Road" 
To  the  great  Palace  of  mao-nificent  Death  j 
Tho*  thoufand  ways  lead  to  his  thouiand  Doors,' 
V/hich  Day  and  Nit,ht  are  ftill  unbarr'd  fcr  all. 

[Clajhing  of  Svrords:  Dntrrs  and  Trf^'mpets  rcithcHt, 
Hark!  'tis  the  Nolle  of  claflung  Swords !  the  Sound 
Cornea  near :  O,  that  a  Battel  would  come  o'er  me ! 
If  I  but  gra{p  a  Swerd,  or  wreft  a  Dagger, 
I'll  make  a  Ruin  with  the  firfl:  that  falls. 

Enter  Hcemon,  vfith  Guards. 

HAm.  Seize  him,  and  bear  him  to  the  Weftern-TowV. 
Pardon  me,  faced  Sir;  I  am  inform'd 
That  Cn07i  has  defigns  upon  your  Life: 
Forgive  me  then,  if,  to  preferve  you  from  him, 
I  order  your  Confinement. 

0:di^.  Slaves,  unhand  me. 
I  think  thou  haft  a  Sword*  'Twas  the  wrong  fide. 
Yet,  cruel  H&mon,  think  not  I  will  live; 
He  that  could  tear  his  Eyes  out,  fure  can  find 
Some  defperateWay  to  ftifle  this  cur  ft  Breath: 

Or 
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Or  if  I  ftarve !  but  that's  a  lingring  Fate ; 

Or  if  I  leave  my  Brains  upon  the  Wall ! 

The  aiery  Soul  can  eafily  o'er-fhoot 

ThoCe  Bounds  with  which  thou  ftriveft  to  Pale  her  in : 

Yes,  I  will  periih  in  defpite  of  thee ; 

And,  by  the  Rage  that  ftirs  me,  if  I  meet  thee 

In  th'  other  World,  I'll  curfe  thee  for  this  ufage.      [Exk. 

Hdm.  Tirefas,  after  him ;  and,  with  your  Counfei, 
Advife  him  humbly  5  charm,  ifpoffible, 
Thefe  Feuds  within :  While  I  without  extinguifhi 
Or  perifh  in  th' Attempt,  the  furious  Creon., 
That  Brand  which  fets  our  City  in  a  Fhme. 

Tir.  Heav'n  profper  your  Intent,  and  give  a  Period 
To  all  our  Plagues:  What  old  TtrejAs  can^ 
Shall  ftraight  be  done.    Lead,  Manto,  to  the  Tow'r. 

lEx.  Tii-.  Mid  Mant. 

Hdm.  Follow  me  all,  and  help  to  part  this  Fiay, 

[Trumpets  agaiv. 
(5r  fall  together  in  the  bloody  Broil.  [£.v. 

Enter  Creon  ■schb  Eur  yd  ice,  Pyracmon  mtd  his  Varty  gi- 
zing  Grota^d  to  Adiaftus. 

Cre,  Hold;  to'/J  youf  Arms,  ^rajius  VriXiCt  o£  jirgos, 
Hear,  and  behold  j  Eurydice  is  my  Piifbncr, 

Mr.  What  would'ft  thou.  Hell-hound  ? 

Cre.  See  this  brandifh'd  Dagger ; 
Forego  th'  Advantage  v  hich  thy  Arms  have  wen, 
Or,  by  the  Blood  which  trembles  through  the  Heart 
Of  her  whom  more  than  Life  I  know  thou  lov'il, 
I'll  bury  to  the  Hafr,  in  her  fair  Breaft, 
This  Inftrument  of  my  Revenge.  [Hand. 

ultir.  Stay  thee,  damn'd  Wretch;  hold,  flop  thy  bloody 

Cre.  Give  order  then,  that  on  this  inftant,  now. 
This  moment,  all  thy  Soldiers  ftraight  disband. 

j^Jr.  Away,  my  Friends,  fince  Fate  has  fo  allotted j 
Begon,  and  leave  me  to  the  Villain's  Mercy. 

Eur.  Ah,  my  Mrdfim!  call* 'em,  call  'cm back! 
Stand  there;  come  back!  O,  cruel  barbarous  Men! 
Could  you  then  leave  your  Lord,  your  Prince,  your  King, 
After  to  bravely  having  fought  Iiis  Cau&, 

To 
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To  perifh  by  the  Hand  of  this  bafe  Villaia  ? 
Why  rather  rufli  you  not  at  once  together 
All  to  his  Ruin  ?  drag  him  through  the  Streets, 
Hang  his  contagious  Quarters  on  the  Gates ; 
Nor  let  my  Death  affright  you. 

Cre.  Dye  firft  thy  felt  theo. 

AJr.  O,  I  charge  thee  hold. 
Hence,  from  my  Prefence  all :  he's  not  my  Friend 
That  difobeys :  Sec,  art  thou  now  appeas'd  ? 

[Ex,  jlttendtwts , 
Or  is  there  ought  elfe  yet  remains  to  do. 
That  can  attone  thee  ?  flack  thy  thirft  of  Blood 
Wich  mine:  but  lave,  O  fave  that  innocent  Wretch. 

Cre.  Forego  thy  Sword,  and  yield  thy  felf  myPrifoner. 

Eur.  Yet  while  there's  any  dawn  of  Hope  to  fave 
Thy  precious  Life,   my  dear  .AJraftus, 
Wh.t-e'er  thou  doft,  deliver  not  thy  Sword j 
With  that  thou  may'ft  get  off,  tho'  Odds  oppofethee: 
For  me,  O  fear  not;  no,  he  dares  not  toueh  me; 
His  horrid  Love  will  fpare  me.     Keep  thy  Sword  j 
Left  I  be  ravifh'd  after  thou  ait  flain. 

Air.  Inftruft  me,  Gods,  what  (b.3..\  AJraJlus  do? 

Cre.  Do  what  thou  wilt,  when  fhe  is  dead :  my  Soldiers 
With  Numbers  will  o'cr-pow'r  thee.  Is't  thy  Wilh  ' 
Euridjce  fliould  fall  before  thee  ? 

Adr.  Traytor,  no : 
Better  that  thou  and  I,  and  ail  Mankind 
Should  be  no  more. 

Cre.  Then  caft  thy  Sword  away, 
And  yield  thee  to  my  Mercy,  or  I  ftrike. 

Axir.  Hold  thy  rais'd  Arm;  give  me  a  Moment's  pauiie. 
My  Father,  when  he  bleft  me,  gave  me  this  j 
My  Son,  faid  he,  let  this  be  thy  laft  Refuge ; 
If  thou  forcgo'ft  it,   Miiery  attends  thee: 
Yet  Love  !  ow  charms  it  from  me ;   which  in  all 
The  Hazards  of  my  Life  I  never  loft. 
Tis  thine,  my  faithful  Sword,  my  only  Truft; 
Tho*  my  Heart  tells  me  that  the  Gift  is  fatal, 

Cre.  Fatal!  yes,  foolifh  Love-fick  Prince,  it  fhall: 
Thy  Arrogance,  thy  Scorn, 

My 
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My  Wounds  Remembrance, 

Turn  all  at  once  the  Fatal  Point  upon  thee, 

Tyrncmon,  to  the  Palace,  difpatch 

The  King:   hang  Hsmon  up,  for  he  is  Loyal, 

And  will  oppofe  me:   Come,  Sir,  are  you  read/? 

Adr.  Yes,  Villain,  for  what-ever  thou  canft  dare. 

E«r.  Hold,  Creon,  or  through  me,  through  me  you  wound. 

Adr.  Off,  Madam,  or  we  perilhboth;  behold 
I'm  not  unarm'd,  my  Ponyard's  in  my  Hand : 
Therefore  away. 

£«r.  I'll  guard  your  Life  with  mine. 

Crt.  Dye  both  then ;  there  is  now  no  time  for  dallying. 

\Ki)is  Eurydioe. 

E«r.  Ah,  Prince,  farewel;  farewcl,  mv  i^^xAJrupus. 

iDyes. 

Adr.  Unheard  of  Monfter!  elicft-bornof  Hell! 
Down,  to  thy  Primitive  Flame?.  [S:ahs  Creon, 

Cre.  Help,  Soldiers,  helf : 
Revenge  me. 

Adr.  More;  yet  more:  a  thoufand  Wounds.' 
rii  ftamp  thee  ftill,  thus,  to  the  gaping  Furies. 

[Adraftus //»///,  kiWd  by  the  Soldiers. 
E>tf«rHsemon,  Guards,  with  Akznder  ami  Vyrzcmoniiomid; 

the  Ajp^ns  are  drizen  o^. 
O  HAmm,  I  am  flain;  nor  need  I  name 
Th'  inhumane  Author  of  all  Viilaniesi 
There  he  lyes  gafping. 

Cre.  If  I  m-uft  plunge  in  Flames, 
Burn  firft  my  Arm  3  bafe  Inftrument,  unfit 
To  zd:  the  didtafes  of  my  during  Mind  : 
Bum,  burn  for  ever,  O  weak  Subftitute 
Of  that  the  God,   Ambition.  [Dyes', 

Adr.  She's  gone;  O  deadly  Marks-man,  in  the  Heart! 
Yet  in  the  pangs  of  Death  fhe  grafps  my  I^nd : 
Her  Lips  too  tremble,  as  if  fhe  would  fpeak 
Her  laft  Farewel     O,  Oedlfus,  thy  Fall 
Is  great;  and  nobly  now  thou  goeft  attended! 
They  talk  of  Heroes,  and  Celeftial  Beauties, 
And  wondrous  Pleafures  in  the  other  World  j 
Let  me  but  find  her  there,  I  a»k  no  more.  [Dyes'. 

imef 
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Enter  n  Captain  to  Haemon:  with  Tirefias  md  Martto. 
Cap.  O,  Sir,  t^.e  Q;.cen  Jocafia,  fwift  and  wild, 
As  a  roW''d  Tygrefs  Ixjunding  o'er  the  Woods, 
Has  aded; Murders  that  amaze  Mankind: 
In  twifted  Gold  I  faw  her  Daughters  hang 
On  the  Bed  Royal,  and  her  httle  Sons 
Stabb'd  through  the  Breads  upon  the  bloody  Pillows. 

H&)n.  Relentlefs  Hcav'ns!   is  then  the  Fate  of  Lajus 
Never  to  be  aton'd  ?  How  facred  OLight 
Kirrgs  Lives  be  hdd,  .when  but  the  Death  of  one 
Demands  an  Empire's  Blood  for  Expiation  ? 
But  fee!  the  fuiiou<  nad  Jociifia'%  here.   . 
Scene  draws,   and  difusvers  Jocafta  held  by  her  Women,  and 
fiabb'd  in  mAuy  Places  of  her  Bofom,  her  Hair  dijljevel'd; 
her  Children  Jiaiit  upon  the  Bed. 
"Was  ever  yet  a  Sight  of  lb  much  Horrour, 
And  Pity  brought  to  view! 
foe.  Ah,  cruel  Women ! 
Will  you  not  let  me  take  tny  laft  Farewel 
Of  thofe  dear  Babes  ?  O  let  me  run  and  leai 
My  melting  Soul  upon  their  bubling  Wounds! 
rii  print  upon  their  Coral  Mouths  {'uch  KifTes, 
As  fhall  recal  their  wandring  Spi)its  home. 
Let  me  go,  let  me  go,  or  I  will  tear  you  Piece-meaL 
Help,  H&mon,  help: 

Help,  Oedipus;  help,  Godsj  yocafta  6\es. 
Enter  Oedipus  abo-.e. 
Oedip.  I've  found  a  Window,  and  I  thank  the  Gods 
'Tis  quite  unbarr'd ;  fure  by  the  diftant  Nolle, 
The  Height  wi-1!  fit  my  fatal  Pi^rpofc  well. 

Joe.  What  hoa,  my  Oedipus  J  lee,  where  he  (lands ! 
His  groping  Ghoft  is  lodg'd  upon  a  Tow'r, 
JMor  can  it  find  the  Road:   Mount,  mount,  my  Soul; 
I'll  wrap  thy  Ihivering  Spirit  in  Lambent  Flames !  and  fo 

we'll  fail. 
But  fee!  we're  landed  on  the  happy  Coaft; 
And  all  the  Golden  Strands  are  covcr'd  o'er 
With  glorious  Gcds,  that  come  to  try  our  Caufe. 
yove,  Jove,  whole  Majefty  now  finks  me  down. 
He  who  himfelf  burns  in  unlawful  Firesj 

Shall 
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skill  judge,  and  fhall  acquit  us.    O,  'tis  done; 
'Tis  fixt  by  Fate,  upon  Record  Divine: 
And  Oedipus  fhall  now  be  ever  mine.  (^Dits. 

OeJip.  Speak,  H&mon;  what  has  Fafe  been  doing  there? 
What  Dreadful  deed  has  mad  focafia  done  ? 

if<«»  .The  Queen  her  felf,and  all  your  wretched  OfF-fpring, 
Are  by  her  Fury  flain. 

Otdip.  By  all  my  Woes, 
She  has  out-done  me,  in  Revenge  and  Murder; 
And  I  fhould  envy  her  the  fad  applaufe : 
But,  Oh!  my  Children!  Oh,  what  have  they  done ? 
This  was  not  like  the  Mercy  of  the  Hcav'ns, 
To  fet  her  Madnefs  on  fuch  Cruelty : 
This  ftirs  me  more  than  all  my  Siifterings, 
And  with  my  laft  Breath  1  muft  call  you  Tyrants. 
Htm.  What  mean  you.  Sir. 
Oed'tp.  JocOjIa  I  lo,  I  come. 
O  Lajus,  Ldbdacus,  and  all  you  Spirits 
Of  the  Cadmean  Race,  prepare  to  meet  me, 
f1\  '."C^^!?.^  rr.g'd  along  me  gloomy  Shore: 
Extend  your  Arms  t'  embrace  mc;  for  I  come; 
May  all  the  Gods  too  from  their  Battlements 
Behold,  and  wonder  at  a  Mortal's  darirg; 
And,  when  1  knock  the  Goal  of  dreadrui  Dearii, 
Shout  and  applaud  me  with  a  clap  of  Thunder : 
Once  more,  thus  wing'd  by  horrid  Fate,  I  come 
Swift  as  a  facing  Meteor ;  lo,  I  flye. 
And  thus  go  downwards,  to  the  darker  Sky. 

[pounder.  He  fi'mgs  himfelf  from  the  Window :  The  Thc- 

bans  gather  r.bout  his  Body. 
H*m.  O  Prophet,  Oedipus  is  now  no  more! 
O  curs'd  Effe£t  of  the  moft  deep  Defpair ! 

iJr.  Ceafe  your  Complaints,  and  bear  his  Body  hence; 
The  dreadful  Si^ht  will  daunt  the  drooping  Thebans, 
Whom  Heav'n  decrees  to  raile  with  Peace  and  Glory : 
Yet,  by  thefe  terrible  Examples  warn'd. 
The  faaed  Fury  thus  alarms  che  World. 
Let  none,  the'  uc'cr  fo  Virtuous,  Great  and  High, 
Be  judg'd  entirely  bldl  before  they  Dye. 

EPILOGUE. 
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"^nnr  HAT  Sophodes  could  undertake  tdme, 

'        Our  Poets  found  a  Work  for  more  than  one  j 
And  therefore  Two  lay  tugging  at  the  Fiece, 
With  all  their  Force,  to  draw  the  pondrous  Mafs  from  Gteece, 
A  might  that  Sent  ev'n  Seneca's  firong  Mufe, 
A.d  which  CorneilleV  Shoulders  did  refufe. 
So  hard  it  is  th'  Athenian  Harp  to  firing  ! 
So  much  twe  Conftds  yield  to  enejufl  King. 
Terrour  and  Tity  this  whole  Toem  fieay  j 
Tr.t  migh'M^.  Ituhines  that  can  mount  a  Flay, 
How  heavy  will  thofe  Vulgar  Souls  be  found. 
Whom  two  fuch  Engines  cannot  move  from  Ground? 

When  Greece  and  Rome  have  fmil'd  upon  this  Birth, 

Tou  can  but  Damn  for  one  poor  fpot  of  Earth ; 

And  when  your  Children  find  your  fudgment  fuch. 

They'll  fcorn  their  Sires,  md  wifh  thtmfelves  born  Dutch} 

Each  haughty  Foet  will  infer  with  eafe, 

How  much  his  Wit  mufi  under-write  to  pleafe. 

As  fome  flrong  Churl  would  brandifJimg  advance 

The  monumental  Sword  that  conc^uer'd  France; 

So  you,  by  judging  this,  your  fudgments  teach 

Thus  far  you  like,  that  is,  thus  far  you  reach. 

Since  then  the  Vote  of  full  two  thoufand  Tears 

Has  Crown  d  this  Plot,  and  all  the  Dead  are  theirs. 

Think 
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itiak  ii  a  I>ebt  yoit  f>ay,  not  Alms  you  give, 
And  in  )oiir  own  Defence,  let  thu'TUy  live. 
Tkhik  Vw  i.ot  zain,  when  Sophocles  is  f^cren. 
To  prat/e  his  Worth  they  humhiy  doubt  tht^r  own. 
let  as  weak  States  each  others  Tow'r  ajfure. 
Weak  Poets  by  Conjuhilm  nre  fecure. 
Their  Treat  is  what  yOi.r  Palates  relijh  tnojl. 
Charm  I  Song  !  ard  Skowl  a  I'ltrder  and  a  Ghojll 
We  know  not  what  you  can  dcj.re  or  hope, 
Tofleaftyou  rmre,  but  burning  of  a  Pope. 
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